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MENTIONED IN DESPATCHES. 

The oldest inhabitant sat on a bench 
in the sun, the day’s newspaper spread 
across his knees, and tho newest visitor 
sat beside him. 

“ Ho do be mentioned in despatches, 
do opr Billy, by Sir Douui,ak Haig 
hirnself. If it hadn’t a-heen for him, 
where'd the Army been? ho says. I 
knowed him ever since I come to 
those parts, aud that weren’t yester¬ 
day. He’d come round that there bend 
a-whistling, not sort o’ coekahoop, like 
some does, but just a cheery sort o’ 

' Here Lam again;’ and he'd always 
stop most anywhere, if so be as you 
held up your hand. . 

" “ 1 ’vo seed ladicTvvith their golf-clubs 
minin' up from the club-house, and 
he'd just sort of whistle to show as he 
seed them, and wait for them as perlite 
as any gentleman, For it do be power-) 
ful hot to walk back home with your 
golf-olubs after two rounds ; I was a 


i caddy, I \vas, ’fore I went on the line, 
so I knows what I’m telling you. 

“ It didn’t make no difference if they 
was champions or duffers what couldn’t 
carry the burn not if they fried all day. 
Or if it wore an old woman a-goin’ hack 
from market wibli all her cabbages and 
live ducks and eggs and onions;—it 
wore all just the same to little Billy. 

Then I mind the day lie was took. 
George he come up and tells me as 
they have took Billy boeause the Army 
wants all it can get. 1 was fair knocked 
over, and him so little and all. 

“Then the Captain, what was the 
best golfer here, come back for leave. 

“ ‘ Grandpa,’ says he, same as he 
always calf me—‘Grandpa,’ ho says, 

' I ’vo been thinking about Billy all the 
time I ’ve been out, and longing to heur 
him whistle again, and now I'm lfbrrio 
and he’s gone. 1 shall have to get 
back to France again to see him.’ 

“So he Will, Sir, and if Billy was 
going up right under tbe German guns I 


i it’s my belief as Captain would get out 
j of his trench to go and see him. 

“ What regiment is Billy in, did you 
say. Sir? Why, ho got, no rogiment. 
Ain’t 1 boon felling you. Sir, ‘Pulling 
Billy' is what our golfers here call the 
little train what used to run six times 
a day froth the town to the links. Just 
see what the papor says, Sir. I don’t 
he much of a reader, hut hark ye to 
this: ‘1 wish also to place bn record 
hero tho fact that tho successful solu¬ 
tion of the problem of railway trans¬ 
port would have been impossible had it 
not been for tho patriotism of tho rail¬ 
way companies at home. They did not 
hesitate to give up their locomotives 
and rolling stock.;. -«» 

“That’s 'Pulling Billy,’ Sir, him 
what I’ve put tho signal down for 
hundreds an' hundreds of times. I 
miss him powerful bad, hut the Army 
wahted him, and wo've been and got 
some thanks too. I’m proud to think 
my Billy’s in the •paper.” 
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THE MELTING-POT. 

[‘'Thu municipality of Rntkuusen has decided to present to the 
collection of metal which is lining made in Germain iLs monument of 
Kuisur William the Fikst." Ileuler. ) 

Heavy is Armageddon's price 
Ami loud tlio cull to sacrifice; 

All stuff composed of likely metals - 
Door-knockers, hairpins, cans and kettlos- - 
Info the War's insatiate molting-pot 
Has to ho shot. 

That was a hard and hitter blow 
When first your ohuvcli-hells had to go — 

Those saintly hells that rang carillons 
While in the maw of happy millions 
Dure joy and gratitude to Heaven thrilled 
For babies killed. 

It hurt your Christian hearts to molt 
A source of faith so keenly felt: 

And now (worse sacrilege than that) you 
Propose to take yon regal statue, 

That godlike efligy, and make a gun 
Of William One ! 

What will lie say when you reduce 
His Kelativo to can non-jti ice 
The prospect must ho pretty rotten 
If thus the Novur-To- l io- Forgotten 
Is treated, like the corpses of your friends, 

For useful ends. 

I hoar the All-IIiciiiest mutter, “11a! 

They ’m liquefying Grandpapa ! 

The nation’s needs, that grow acuter, 

Count sacred things as so much pewter; 

Even my holy' crown may go some day 

Down the red way ! ” O. H. 


LE SENEGALAIS. 

SaiiKulou Kieta sat up in bed with a child's primer open 
before him. “ M — A,” he spelled. Then, after jin in¬ 
credibly longtime of patient puzzling, “ M— A—MA. Oui, 
MA. Y ft bon! " and omhraced the whole ward in one 
wide white grin before turning to the next syllable, 
“M—A—N.’’ Once more the puzzled frown on the black 
face, once more the whispered hints from neighbouring 
beds, once more the triumph of perseverance, “M —A—N— 
MAN!” He was just enjoying his success and chanting 
his pidgin-French pa-an of happiness, “Y a lion! Y a 
| lion!” when Scour Antoinette paused by his bed. “ Trim 
| bien, Sith,” she said, “ mais il faut les mettre ensemble,” 
and with her white finger she guided his black one back 
| to the first syllable. 

j Hero was difficulty indeed! He knew all right that 
| M—A—N was MAN, but what was M—A? And when, 
after intense offort, he re-discovered that M—A spelled 
MA, it was only to find that ho had forgotten what 
M-*— A—N spelled. At last the other wounded* could con¬ 
tain themselves no longer, and the ward was filled with 
laughing shouts of “Maman!” in which Samedou joined 
most happily. 

Presently ttie English nurse passed tlio negro’s bed, and 
he at onco turned to another branch of learning. “ Good 
morning,” lie said, and, when she smiled buck a greeting 
to him, he addod, “ Tank you,” and looked proudly round 
him at his fellow-patients as who should say, “ See how 
wo understand ono another, she and 11 ” 

During a sojourn of many months in the hospital 8atn6dou 
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invariably met the sufferings ho was called iiLon to enduro 
with an uncomplaining fortitude, which might have seemed 
due to insonsibilily had not the staff had ample proof that 
his silonco was the silonce of a fmo courage. On one 
occasion a sot of photographs of the hospital was in pro* 
paration. and when tho xalli: ilc paiisemmlx had to betaken 
the photographer decided that the best lay figuro for his 
wise-r.n-scenc would ho a black man, as a striking contrast 
to tho whito raiment of the staff. So Samddou was carried 
in on a stretcher and laid upon the table. Unfortunately 
the surgeons and nurses were so occupied with the business 
of placing things in tho best light that no one realised 
that tho poor Senegalese did not understand the purpose of 
tho preparations, and when tho English nurse was called 
to take up her position she noticed the hands of Samddou 
Kieta clutching the sides of the table and his black eyes 
rolling in a sea of whito. 

She at. onco lan to tho nearest ward. “Queltpi'un 
voudrait. bien mo prefer uno photographic ? ” she asked, 
and a dozen eager hands offered her the treasured groups of 
la fam i lie. Taking ono at random she rotui ned to Samedou 
and hold it before his eyes. “ Nous aussi,” she said, “ toi, 
moi, le Major, l'infirmier.” 

Kiitiiedou looked, and a heavenly relief chased the tension 
from his face. “Y a bon,” lie said happily. “Toi, bon 
cainnradc! ” 

When his wounds began to ho less painful the piohlem 
was how to keep tlio Sidi in hod. No one cared to ho very 
severe with Infn, so tho staff resorted to tho usual weak 
method of confiscating all his clothes save a shirt, and 
lipping for the best. Hut on.; day tho English nurse, going 
unexpectedly into u distant ward, came upon Saincdou 
Kieta, simply dressed in a single shirt and a bandage, 
visiting the ircshly-airived wounded and scattering wide 
grins around him. At her Imirifled exclamation he began 
ti shrivel away towards the door, ushering himself out 
with tho propitiatory words, “Good morning. Good night. 
Tank you. Water!” A most effectual method of disarm¬ 
ing reproof. 

I'oor Samedon has since passed on to another hospital 
for electric treatment, hut the staff still treasures his First, 
and only letter.—• 

“ Moi, Kamedou Kieta, arrive a l’autro liopital. Y a lion. 
Mais moi, Samedon Kieta, toi pas oublie. Morc.i, Monsieur 
le Major deux galons. Meroi, Stour Antoinette. Merei, 
Madame l’Anglaise. Y a bon. Y a bon. Y a lion.” 


“ The Germans have suffered 100,000 casualties in 10 days on the 
western frouL, and their losses will increase rapidly. They mm,l 
shorten their lives wherever possible ill order to save men.” 

Ceylon Morning Lender. 

In this laudable endeavour they may count upon receiving 
the hearty assistance of the Allies. 

“Youno gentleman (21).good family, strong, healthy, public school, 
O.T.CV, 'Vaisitv education, speaks Knglish, French, Spanish perfectly, 
engineering training, otlicioiit car driver and mechanic, horseman, is 
open to any sporting job connected with war; willing under take any 
risks ; no salary, hut expenses paid.” 

If the advertiser will apply to the noarost recruiting-station 
ho will hoar of something that will just suit him. 

“ The inhabitants of the l’cak district are in a state of great alarm 
at the invasion of a groat part of their beautiful country by what 
some of them describe as a plague of locusts, anAyestorday consider¬ 
able numbers of people visited tho district whore the hosts are still 
advancing. Many from Sheffield and Manchester alighted at Chinley, 
Kdalc, and Hope,’ among them some eminent etymologists, anxious 
to be of assistance in ridding the country of a serious menace to tho 
field and garden crops .”—Yorkshire Paper. 

It is understood that the etymologists aro chiefly concerned 
for tho roots. 





























































































Civilian nunivl (posuuj for latest utir putmv). “ Mo’ say 1 'el he CiLai* when ilace js jilclaki’Il This i.leajunc; ilt’NS on of 
TllKNl IJEB IS I’Alit TELL1N’ ON MB." 


THE ABSENTEE. 

(Emhodyiny (titers </ notations Jut in the poems of Cl. K. (’.) 
Mictiunkh at last the time has come to speak . . . 

Since good old .Russia up and revolutod 
1 have boon waiting, week by weary week, 

To hear tho news—the obvious item—bruited ; 

I5ut now I give it up : it will not come ; 

Or anyway 1 can no more be dumb. 

Where were you, Gtehekt, when the groat release — 

“ Freedom in arms, tho riding and tho routing," 
Demos superbly potting at police, 

And actual stvords getting an actual outing- - 
Came at tho last, tho things wherein you shone, 

Or let us think you’d shine in, Chesterton '! 

You were not tliore! Damme, you were not then ! 

Alas for us whose faith refused to doubt you ! 

“ All that lost riot that you did not share ” 

Managed, somehow, to got along without you ; 

When Kussia “ wont to battle for the creed ’’ 

(iiuiKKT sat tight and did not even bleed! 

Chesterton ! Dash it all, my dear old chap 1* 

Why, weren’t you always eloquent on “ Valmy,” 

“ Death and tho splendour of the scarlet cap”? 

Here were tho days you looked upon as palmy. 

Just think of all your poems! Why, good Lord, 

There is no word \on work so hard as “sword." 

We looked to see you there, the stout and staunch, 
“Ked flag ” in one hand and “ten swords” in t'other; 
Haw tho strong sword-belt bursting from your paunch ; 

Pitied the foes you'd fall upon and smother; 

Heard you make droves of pale policGinen bleat 4 
Punning amok to “ slay them in the street.” 


Strong athwart lleav’n ran the high barricades, 

And giant Bastilles reeled, impossibly smitten. 

And moil with broken hands swung thunderous blades 
In “ Russia’s wrath ”•—just, as you've often written ; 
Yea, tho terrific tyrants really reeled, 

Wliile Chesterton sat safe at Bcaconsficld. 

And yet—J. understand ; 1 don’t impute 
That only in your poems do you bicker; 

You would abstain, when people involute, 

No more, I'm sure, than you'd abstain from liquor; 
And here we have it—here’s the reason why: 

Tins teas a revolution that was “dry.” 

The Eagle’s Plume. 

j “Tho Undo, who is an American by birth, was given away by her 
! feather.”— 1 ,Wi rjioul Daily Vast. 

“ Mr., Mrs. and Miss-, who were in their bungalow alNidbar, 

had a lucky escape from the earthquake recently, for no sooner had 
I hi y ot out than gpraetically the whole house car mdown." 

1‘ioneer (Allahabad). 

\ On this occasion, contrary to the usual rule, Nature appears 
to have been more careful of the individual than of the type. 

“You, too, reader, if you have not already visited -’s, have a 

pleasant, bright, happy experience before you. Why not visit this 
modern Forum to-morrow ? ” 

“ Callisthenes ” in the evening papers. June ‘ 28 rcl. 

One of our reasons for not taking this woll-moant ttdvico 
was that Juno 24th was a Sunday. 

*'Cheat fires continue in Germany. The latest inclfldo gutting 
Of the Moatnt Goods Station in Berlin wherein tanks of petrol, 
hvdrogen, et cetera, exploded, resulting in tho destruction of a part 
of Vilnii and the township of Osjory, near the Grodno conflagration 
station and a basket factory at llappe.”— Ceylon Independent. 

The effect of this remarkably extensive explosion seems to 
have been felt oven in Colombo. 


« 
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WOMAN AH USUAL. 


(In the manner of .ionic of our own 
evenini / ’papers.) 

It was with a real pang that I tore 
myself away froui the Frugality Inhi¬ 
bition, where the culinary demonstra¬ 
tions were moat enthralling. Just 
before leaving, however, I watched a 
wonderfully tasty hash being com¬ 
pounded with oddments of rabbit and 
banana flour. It exhaled an aroma 
which I hated to loave - even for 
1 unci loon at the Fitz. 

At tub Fit/,. 

]’>y a strange coincidence I made the 
acquaintance of an admirable rabbit 
ijouhtsh, which was, I boliovo, identical 
with that which 1 saw being prepared 
at the Frugality Exhibition. Thus 
extremes meet, and the fusion of classos 
is happily illustrated in the common 
use of tho same comestibles. 

There are always a number of people 
lunching in the great hotels in these 
war-time days, and I was glad to see 
Lady Allchin, looking remarkably well- 
nourished in a mauve Grteco-Roman 
dross and Gainsborough hat; Lady j 
Waterstock, Lord Hilary Sproekett i 
and Kir Peter Frye-Bmith. | 

V MSTB1U>AV ’s W BOOING. 

Lady Camiilla Dunstable mado a 
lovely bride at Ht. Mungo’s, Belgravia, 
yesterday, on her marriage to Prince 
Wurra - Wurra, of Tierra - del - Fuogo. 
The story of the engagement is wildly 
romantic. Lady Carmillawas returning 
from Peru, where sholiad been hunting 
armadillos ; tho ship in which she was 
travelling was wrecked in tho Btrails 
of Magellan, and she was rescued by 
Prince Wurra-Wurra, who was casually 
cruising about in his catamaran. Her 
family wore for some time hostile to 
the match, but all objections were soon 



removed, as tho Prince lias abjured 
cannibalism and is now an uncompro¬ 
mising vegetarian. Tbe bridegroom, 
who is a tine-looking man of the pro¬ 
gnathous type, was loudly cheered by 
the crowd on leaving the church. 

A Chabmino Conckbt. 

All true melomaniacs will rejoice to 
boar that the Signora Balmi-Dotti has 
decided to give another vocal recital at 
tho Dorian Hall. Her programme as 
usual reflects her catholic and cosmo¬ 
politan taste, for she will sing not only 
Welsh and Cornish folk-songs, but 
works by Pauchteina, Gasoliui, Larra- 
naga, Sparafueile, andthe young Ameri¬ 
can composer, Ploffskin Jee, so that both 
classical and modem masters will bo 
represented. # 

Two .Recipes fob Tea Cakes. ; 

The Food-Contuolleu looks askance 


Extract from Huh airman's report. "We droitkd bomhb on a British formation, 
CAUSING THE TROOUB TO IUBl'ERBE AND RUN ABOUT IN A PANIC-STRICKEN MANNER.’* 


at teas in theso days, but in hot weather, 
when luncheon is reduced to tho lowest 
oommon denominator and dinner re¬ 
solves itself into a cold collation in the 
cool of the evening, somo refreshment 
between our second and third meals is 
indispensable. 1 accordingly give two 
recipes which need no wheaten flour 
and arc very quickly made. 

' Take half-a-pound of sugar, a quarter 
of caviare, a. quarter of calipash, a 
quarter of millet and six peaches. Beat 
the caviare to a cream and pound the 
peaches to a pulp; tbon add the sugar 
and millot and stir vigorously with a 
mirliton. Put into patty-pans and bake 
gently for about thirty minutes in an 
electric silo-oveu. About thirty cakes 
should result; but more will materialize 


if you increaso the ingredients propor¬ 
tionately. 

Take two kilowatts of anunoniated 
quinine and beat up with one very 
largo egg—a swan’s for choice. Add 
gradually ton ounces of piperazine, a 
pint of Harrogate water and inhalo 
leisurely through a zoetrope. 

MliUHANDE, 

The New Plutocracy. 

i “Munition Lady wahU to buy Piano and 
i Wardrobe; cash." —Hhrifi Star. 

I *■ i ioats’ cheese is tasty and nourishing and 
more easily mode than butter; and in winter 
, time the humblest of sheds will suffice for its 
sleeping place." -Daily Mail. 

The cheese should however he carefully 
tethered. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

AceonniNu to an .Italian report the 
conviction of the master-spy, von Gbh- 
LAon, was effected hy flic aid of “ the 
two most notorious burglars in Europe.” 
Another slight for Little Willie. 

Reporting on a Glasgow subway 
railway accident, Colonel Pringle 
advises that “ tlm use of ambiguous 
phraseology on telephones should not 
be ))crmittod.” A)))>roviations now' dear 
to tile London subscriber, such as 
“ GrmTrr-kuk-kuk-kuk-bbbzzzxz —are 
j you -ping! phut! grrrrr!” otc., etc., 

I will no longer ha allowed, 
i * * 

The Sinn Poiriers arc proposing to 
j Bond a mission to the United States 
j to explain Ihoir attitude. An upward 
| tendency in plate-glass insurance is 
j already manifesting itself in Now York 
| and olsewhero. 

’ +’ 1 ' 

Owing, we understand, to other dis- 
traclions, no actress last week obtained 
a divorce. * 

A trade union for funeral workers 
has just been formed, the members of 
which are pledged to oppose Sunday 
burials. Jt is considered very unlucky 
to he buried on a Sunday. 

* * 

No, “ Thespian,” it is no longer con¬ 
sidered correct to wear a straw hat with 
! a fur coat. Why not run the lawn- 
mower over the astrachan collar ? 

A medical correspondent points out 
that wasps, gnats and midges can ho 
kept at a distaneo by using preparations 
of certain obnoxious plants. There is 
also much to bo said for the plan of 
making a noise like a Gorman. 

’ : V' 

The death of the -‘Old Lady of Char¬ 
ing Cross ” is announced. Tlio Old 
Lady of Threadnoodlo Street, on the 
other hand, is still able to sit up and 
f ake a note or two. 

'V 

Internal matters are not being neg¬ 
lected by the House of Commons. 
Lord Rhondda on Broad and High 
Military Officers on Toast wore the 
features last week. 

:• * 

“ What is a copper’s 1 nark ' ? ” asked 
a Metropolitan magistrate tlm other 
day, just as if ho were a High Court 
Judge. * .. 

* 

An hotel lire occurred in Brook Street 
last week, and we are told that the 
guests loft the hotel and hurried into 
the street. Nothing is said as to how 
this hfippy idea originated. 


Mexico, it appears, has arranged that 
future revolutions shall he hold between 
Saturday and Monday, the week-end 
being selected as tho most suitable time 
for business men who are assisting 
America in war-work. 

* * 

At a North of England police-court 
last week a seven-pound piece of cheoso 
was alleged to have made away with u 
conscientious objector. 

* * 

* 

Wo are informed that tho fish landed 
in Great Britain in 1910 weighed 
H, 17J,(I,'!!) hundredweight. Tho angler 
who killed it still sticks to the story 
that ho thought it was much larger 
than this. . + 

* 

Two brass wedding-rings have boen 
found inside a salmon caught on the 
Wye. As the fish looked extremely 
worried it is thought that it must have 
been leading a double, or even treble, 
life. ... * 

Some consternation has been caused 
among food-profiteers in this country 
by a recent dictum of Mr. Schwas, tho 
American millionaire, to the effect that 
“ Honesty is the host policy.” 

* 

j{t 

fti connection with tho food-oeonomy 
campaign a notable example lias boon 
set by the python at tho 'Aon, who lias 
decided to give up his mid-monthly 
lunch. ... 

1 * 

Among tho prisoners lceently cap¬ 
tured on the Carso is a Major who hears 
a remarkable likeness to Marshal von 
TIindenui’kg. Tho unfortunate Major, 
it appears, explains that it is no fault 
of his, being due to a terrible accident 
he had when a hoy. 

.* 

A correspondent in I-’alk Lore declares 
that the hedgehog is, aftor all, a very 
lovable animal. Wo do not profess to 
ho export, hut in any comparison with 
other animals wo imagine that the 
hedgehog ought to win on points. 

Lord Nokthclieff. has informed the 
Washington lied Cross Committee that 
the War has only just begun, Tho 
United States regard it as a happy 
coincidence that their entry into the 
War synchronises with the initial ope¬ 
rations. * g 

The 1’oktMahtek-Gf.neiial has issued 
a recommendation that all eggs sent in 
parcels to troops should be hard-boiled. 
Some difficulty has been experienced, it 
is pointed out, jn securing prompt de¬ 
livery of portions of uncooked eggs that 
may have escaped from the parcels in 
which they wero confined. 


‘‘Two privates in the Royal Welsh 
Fusiliers,” says a news item, “cannot 
speak a word of English, and their 
platoon-commander knows no Welsh." 
Probably tho platoon-sergeant knows 
some words that sound sufficiently like 
Welsh. # + 

Tho question-of transpoit is officially 
statod to bo one of the main difficulties 
in connection with tho boor supply* 
This however is questioned by many 
patriotic consumers, who affirm that 
they are very rarely able to get as much 
as they can carry. 

* * 

* 

Tho appointmont of a Riot Controller 
for Cork and District is said to ho under 
consideration. Following tho Indian 
Government's precedent as exposed in 
the Mesopotamia Report, ho will con¬ 
duct liia official business from the isle 
of Wight. ——~~ ss==s== —— t 

RUINED RAPTURE. 

TiiHortni many a busy year of peace 
l hoped some day, hy way of boano, 
To give myself a jaunt in Greece, 
Faniod land of IIomkk (also Two). 
Full oft 1 dreamed liosv, blest by Futo, 
T \1 loll within some leafy hollow 
With Aphrodite Irte-d-UHa 
Or barter back-chat with Apollo. 

Around Olympus' foot I M roam 
(Not being really fond of climbing), 
Absorb romance and carry homo 
Increased facility at rhyming; 

Those hallowed haunts of many a god 
That nowadays we only read of 
Would give my Pegasus the prod 
Ho not unseldom stood in need of. 

That was in Peace. And then tho War 
Sent mo to learn within a hutment 
What martial duties held in store 
And what a sergeant-major's “ Tut " 
meant; 

Thence to tho trenches, thence a rest, 

A route-march to a wayside station, 
With (every single soldier guessed) 
Greece as our “ unknown destination." 

1 saw Olympus wrapped in snow, 

The clouds at rest upon its summit, 
But did I thrill or long to throw 

My hands athwart tho lyre and 
strum it? 

Gazing, T felt no soulful throb, 

I only felt the body’s inner 
Cravings and said, “ I 'll bet a bob- 
H's bully once again lor dinner." 


“Ex-King Constantine has bought a mag¬ 
nificent chateau called Chartrouso, situated 
near Thun Castle. It belonged to Baron von 
Zadlitz, a Gorman officer, who is now in the 
fiold, and has boon empty since tho beginning 
of the war .”—Evening Paper. 

Well, he will bo able to fill himself up 
on tho proceeds. 
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HAY FEVER. 

That is the twenty-seventh time to-day ! 

What is the use of Nohhs’a Nasal Spray? 

What use my aunt’s " unfailing " recipes ? 

Thoro i.i no anodyne for this disease— 

Thirty, I think I Another hanky, please — 
A-tish-oo! 

The world is gay; the bee bestrides tho rose; 

But I hlasphotne and madly blow my nose. 

For shame, 0 world! for shairio, the heartless bee! 
Your swe.'test blooms are misery to me; 

And as for that condemned acacia-tree— 

A-tish-oo! 

Oh, could 1 roam, contentod like the sheep, 

In sunlit fields where, as it is, I weep; 

Oh, to bo fashioned like tho lower classes, 

Who simply revel in the longest grasses, 

While I sit lachrymose with coloured glasses— 
A-tish-oo! 

Fain would 1 spend my summers high in air; 

At least thoro are no privet-hedges thoro. 

Hut even then 1 have no doubt tho smell 
From slopes celestial of asphodel 
Would fill tho firmament and givo me hell— 
A-tish-oo! 

They toll mo ’tis the man of intellect 
The baneful seeds especially affect; 

And I that sneeze one million times a year— 

I ought to have a notable caroer, 

Though, at the price, an earldom would be dear— 

A-tish-oo 1 


Gladly, indeed, to some less gifted swain 
Would J concede iny fino but fatal brain, 
Could I like him but sniff the jasmine spray 
Or couch unmoved within a milo of hay, 
And not explode in this oxhausting way— 
A-tish-oo! 


Wanted, a Faith-healer. 

Deaii Madam,— Wo havo received your enquiry for 
Sergeant-, and wish to inform you that he was trans¬ 
ferred to -- Hospital, suffering from a slightly sceptic 

toe. Trusting this information may be of somo value, 

Yours faithfully, - 

“It scarcely seems as if the Premiership of Graf Moritz Kstcrhazy, 
with al! his Oxford education and tho vigour of his tlurty-six years, 
will lie able to bruise the serpent's heel.”— Observer. 

The sorpont is so beastly cunning; lie always sits on it. 


“ MAltaiAOKR.-- All contemplating Marriage consult Proprietors-- 

Matrimonial Bureau, Molbourno, opposite Old Cemetery. Specially 
erected for tho purpose ."--The Aye (Melbourne). 

This recalls the description of a famous football-ground in 
Dublin, " conveniently situated between the Mater Miseri- 
cordise Hospital and Glasnevin Cemetery.” 

“ Margaret was clinging to Pick's arm as she walked, looking up 
Adoringly into liis handsome, tanned face, will* her blue oyos. 

A week lator Pick led Margaret into Suburban Garden, where he 
had wooed and won her so long ago. 

Pick’s voice was very tender as he looked down into two grey eyes.” 

Manchester Evening Chronicle. 

If Margaret is not careful to be a little more consistent 
she will finish with two black eyes. 
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THE SAYING OF THE RACE. 

[“National Baby Week” is being celebrated during the current week. The object of the movement is to educate the Motheia 
of the Nation in the earo of their children’s health and their own. Universal sympathy will be felt for a cause tn which our 
heavy losses in tho War have given an added urgency. Those who desire to givo practical help towards the cost of the scheme 
will kindly address their gifts to the Hon. Treasurer, National Baby Week Council, 6, Hollos Stroet, Oxford Street,, W.I.] 
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ccccmoc ne dudi umcmt by tho German air-raids, nnd advocates store of common sense that he 1 brought, 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. (l policy of nnmitiguted reprisals upon back with him from the trenches at 
Monday, June 2 & th .— Mr. Lynch is tho enemy’s cities. Had his appeal Gallipoli. Otherwise ho would hardly 
beginning to pine for the return of boon successful he would have been have championed the cause of Mrs. 
Lord Robert Cecil. He does not recorded in history as the mildest- Annie Besant, upon whoso activities 
quite know what to make of Mr. Bal- mannered man that ever bombed a the Government of Madras have im* 
pour, who politely represses his honest German baby. But Lord Derby would posed certain salutary restrictions, 
endeavours to elucidate tho situation have none of it. British aeroplanes— What India wants, I understand, is 
in Greece, and actually declared to day of which, like every nation engaged in less Besant and moro Rice, 
that the difficulties of the Now that young soldiers 

Allies would only lie increased ..'T* , are to have votes as a reward 

by the lion. Member’s at- A- \ ■* _ A for fighting thoro is logically 

tempts to deal with them i v ft jjw, a strong argument for taking 

piecemeal. Mr. Lynch was _ >\\\ ' - away tho franchise from those 

not entirely done with, how- \ NA C ^ who have refused to light, 

ever. “Is that reply,” lie Up] fjmVmr It was well expressed by Mr. 

asked in a “ got - him - this - Hfflni' 'T'v Ronald McNeill and others, 

time” manner, “given by ■ 5 but, apart from the objec- 

reason of freedom of choice tions urged on high religious 

or includible necessity ? ” grounds by Lord Hugh 

“ Sir,” ropliod tho apologist of A.'vv Cecil, tho Govormnont was 

philosopliic doubt with John- probably right in resisting 

sonian authority, “ipiostions Till' lilVMS ' the proposal. Parliament 

of freewill and necessity have .... ' ‘ Ir „ made a mistake in over giving 

perplexed mankind for ages. a statutory exemption to 

Tho House will be delighted to wcl-|tbe War, we have none too many — the conscientious objeotor. The most 
come back to its fold Sir Koukut shall only bo employed in bombing that person could claim was that he 
Herman-Hodge, whose flowing mous- when somo distinctly military object is should not be called upon to take other 
taches, once described as “the best to bo achieved. poople’s lives; he had no right to bo 

definition of infinity,” have been, at; After much consultation with the excused from risking his own. But 
intervals, its pride and joy for over | military authorities tho Government having deliberately provided a loophole 
thirty years. But it will have to wait j lias decided that to issue general warn- it is.hardly fair for Parliament to inflict 
a while, for—strange lapse on thejings on the occasion of an air-raid a penalty upon those who creep through 
part of a hero of half-a-dozen con-; would tend to do more harm than it. And so tho House thought, for it 
tests!- Sir Robert had omitted toi rejected tho proposal hy a two-to-ono 


THE RIVALS. 

Slit Hon CUT Heuman-Hodge. 


bring with him tho returuiug-oifioor’s 
certificate. Lord Halhhury, delayed 
by a similar accident on his first ap¬ 
pearance in tho House forty years ago, 
systematically turned out the contents 
of seemingly endless pockets and event¬ 
ually discovered tho missing document 
in his hat. 

At this crisis in Ireland's affairs you 
miglit suppose that all goodN ationalists 
would remain in their country, doing! 
their best to make the Convention a i 
success. !\lr. Dillon prefers to attack i 
tho Government at Westminster, be- j 
cause it proposes to sot up a Conference j 
to consider tho future composition and , 
powers of the Second Chamber. Was ! 
it not, be asked, a breach of privilege to ; 
do this without tho express consent ol | 
the House of Commons ? The Speaker i 
thought not, and referred his questioner 
to the preamble of the Parliament Act 
of 1911, in which such action was dis- 


am 






FIItM CHIN IN AN NIK'S DEFENCE. 
Commander Wedgwood. 


tinetly contemplated. Mr. Dillon, i good ; and the Lor1> Mayor {teste Secretary proposed to take. Mr. Bal- 
tlius suddenly transported to the dear j Mr. Cathcart Wakon) has announced four proposed to take no action. The 
dead days beforo tho War, when he was! that he will not ring the great bell of letter was a private communication, 
hand-in-glove with the present Prime j St. Paul’s. The Dean and Chapter, which would never have been heard of 
Minister, considers that Mr. Lowtiikr i while regretting that Sir William but for its capture by a Gergian sub- 
is open to censure for possessing a Dunn should be deprived of a health- marine. Even Mr. King’s own corre- 
momory of such indecent length and giving exercise, had, as a point of fact, spondence, he suggested, could hardly 
accuracy. declined to countonauc* his ,cOntein- be so dull that everything in it would 

Tuesday, June 2G</i.—A gentle crea- plated invasion of their belfry. bear publication, 

ture at ordinary times, Lord Strachie Commander Wedgwood, I am sorry Mr. King justly resented this ina- 
has been roused to unexpected forocity to observe, has almost exhausted the potation. Dull ? Why, only this week 


rejected tho proposal by a two-to-ono 
majority. 

Wednesday, June. 27th .—There is a 
general impression that membership of 
the House of Commons is in itself a 
sufficient excuse for the avoidance of 
military service. This, it appoars, is 
erroneous. Only those are exempt 
whom a Medical Board has declared 
unfit for general service; and even 
these, according to Mr. Forster, may 
( now bo re-examined. This ought to 
j prove a great comfort to certain poten¬ 
tial heroes. 

Thursday, June 28th. —Mr. Joseph 
King’s chief concern at the moment is 
| to get Lord IIardinge removed from 
the Foreign Office, where he suspects 
him of concocting tho devastating an¬ 
swers with which Mr. Balfour re¬ 
presses impertinent curiosity. Accord¬ 
ingly ho raked up the old story of Lord 
Hardinge’h letter to Sir G. Buchanan, 
and inquired what action the Foreign 
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’Dul'.S GoO MAKE LIONS, MOTIIKH?" 


‘YES, DEAR.” 


“But isn’t he fhkjhtkned to?" 


his lottor-lxif' brought him news of the 
great reception accorded* in Petrograd 
to one Tiiothkv, on his release from in¬ 
ternment; and would the Home Skcre- 
t’Aky be more careful, please, about 
interning alien friends without trial ? 
Sir George Cave was sorry, but ho had 
never heard of Trotsky. There was a 
certain Kautbky, who had been in¬ 
terned—by the Germans. Perhaps Mr. 
Kino would address himself to them. 

The Minister op Munitions had a 
good audience for his review of the 
wonderful work of his department. 
Who could refuse the clianeo of listen¬ 
ing to Addison on Steel? 1 cannot 
honestly say that the result of this com¬ 
bination was quite so sparkling as it 
should have been, for tho orator stuck 
closely to his manuscript and allowed 
himself few flights of fancy. But the 
facts spoke for thomselves, and the 
House readily ondorsed the verdict 
already given by Vimy Bulge and 
Messines. 

* •• " .i - ■ ■ i ■ ~ 

“ You remember that lachrymose elegiac 
of Tom Moore, The Exile’s Lament, 

‘ 1 ’m sitting on the stile, Mary, 

Whcro we sat side by side.’ ” 

Canadian Courier. 

No, fraukly, we don’t. But wo seem 
to have a dim recollection that Lady 
Dufpp.uin wrote something very like it. 


And afterwards harangue the stars 
A RESOLUTION. In little genm of fervid spoech, 

1 ’ll toll you what I mean to do And smoke impossible cigars 

When those our wars shall cease to Which cost at least three soldi each. 


I ’ll go whore Summer skies nro blue 
And Spring enjoys her heritago; 

I shall not work for fame or wage, 
But wear a large black silk cravat, 

A velvet coat that's grey with ago 
Beneath a high-crowned broad- 
brimmed hat. 

1 'll journey to some Tuscan town 
And rent a palaco for a song, 

And all tho walls I ’ll whitewash down 
Somo day when I am feeling strong; 
And there 1 'll pass my days among 
My hooks, and, when my reading palls 
And Summer days are overlong, 

1 ’ll daub up frescoes on the walls. 

The world may go her divers ways 
The while 1 draw or write or smoke, 
Happy to live laborious days 
There among simple painter folk ; 

To wed the olive and the oak, 

Most patiently to woo tho Muse, 

And wear a great big Tuscan cloak 
To guard against the hoavy dews. 

Between the olivo and the vine 
I 'll make heroic mock of Mars, 

And drink at even golden wine 
Kept oool in terra-cotta jars; 


Lot more ambitious spirits spin 
Tho web of life for weal or woo, 
Whilst 1 abovo my violin 

Shall sit and watch the valo below 
All crimson in tho afterglow ; 

And when the patient stars grow bright 
I ’ll draw across the strings my how 
Till Chopin ushers in tho night. 

Such things as these I mean to do 
When Peace oneo more resumes her 
sway ; 

To walk barefooted through tho dew 
And while the sunlit hours away, 

If haply I may find some gay 
Conceit to light a sombre mind, 

As gracious as a Summer day, 

As wayward as an April wind. 

A Legitimate Inference. 

" Found, Brown Dog, very clovor begging, 
great pet, bolicvod property clergymini." 

Belfast Evening Telegraph. 

"The Molulies of the district ordered to 
arrest tho criminals and band them to the 
Dilitary Authorities for trial has boon able to 
seize the materials stolon. Enquiry is still 
going on .”—Egyptian Mail. 

The authorities seem to he living up to 
their title. 
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__wits leaving, “if I’d only taken his wo got to tho other end insisted on 
THE TWO MISSING NUMBERS, number! ’’ carrying some of the bundles up three 

A Contiukt. u ' flights of stairs, and had no objection to 

j. Tho same night a miracle happened, make when asked to wail a little longer 

M v friond X. is normally tho mildest! It was very late, and the itehns of a and go on elsewhere, 
of men. His temper is under perfect j little charity performance at an as- All this time 1 was, I need hardly 
control; and in his favourite part of j sernhly-room had to bo cleared away, say, in a dream. Could it be itruo ? 
the angels’ advocate he finds palliations Tim last guests had gone--in this or Could it? 

and makes allowances for all those do- that conveyance, or on our best friends And when ho was at last paid of! he 
fections in the servants of tho public in war-time, the feet--and that hunt said both “Good night” and “Thank 
wltich goad men to furv and which, for a taxi, whioh lias new taken tho you,” although it was 1 in whom grati- 
sinee tho War came in to supply in- place of all other sport, was being pro-, tudo should have thus vocally burned, 
competence with a dual; arid si pretext, scouted with more or less enorgy by a Perhaps it did; I was too dazed to 
have been exasperatingly on the in- policeman, a loafer and two or three remember. 

crease. Thus, serene and considerate, amatours, all of whom returned at How I wish 1 had taken his number, 
has X. gone his uncomplaining way for intervals while tho packing-up was in that all the world might know it and 
years. progress, to say how hopeless the case look for it, assured of a gentleman on 

But yoslerday J found him on the was and how independent the men the box! 
kerb in tho Strand inarticulate and had become. J,r - 

purple with rage. His face was hardly One passing cab 1 hailed myself, but So you see there are both kinds of 
recognisable, so distorted were those ho did no moro than laugh a loud laugh taxi-drivers still—only the bad ones are 
ordinarily placid features. His eyes of mere incivility and ironically remark, moro difficult to get hold of. 

were fixed on a receding. - 

taxi. 

Foaring that ho might 
he ill i took his arm ; but 
be flung himself free. 

“Don’t touch me,” he 
said ; " I can’t bear it.” 

Having reached a point in 
life when tact is second 
naturo, 1 waitod silently 
near him until the storm 
should have passed. 

His eyes were still fixed, j 
* After a short timo he ’ 
recovered sufficiently to 
turn to me and explain. 

“ I could have killed 

that fellow,” ho said. - . _ li<7 May we suggest that our 

“ What fellow ? ” 1 "SMART CURE, THAT SEW GOVERNESS--GOT ME TO COOK at THE ..nnlflmnm-nrv chmiM 

n! 4 I ■ 1 ■ XT 1 TAPESTRY WHITE SHE PINCHED MY BREAD!" COll 16 111 pOr ai y S lHHl lCl 

ahat taxi-driver. He —-- - .— - - spare a few tons for the 

wont by slowly with his flag up and “ Ter-merror! " signifying, as I under-1 staffs of other journals ? 

wouldn’t look at mo. 1 hailed him, stood it, that nothing on earth should j -—— 

and 1 know ho heard, but he wouldn’t interfere with his homeward journoy | “One Royal Family Member, who has 
look at mo. Now I don’t mind when that night, since lie had done enough j rendered services to 4 big states as also the 
they point, or make any kind of sign and was tired, hut that on tho succeed- ttoverniiient (and yet m service) and obtained 
that they don t want to bo hired, or mg day, if I Btill required Ins services, to HCl . n , t a ,. 0Kp( , t ,table post either of a Com 
say that they have no petrol, even if ho was at my disposal. panjon or a Household Controller or A.D.C." 

1 don’t believe it; hut when they The various bags and parcels being Indian Paper, 

won’t turn their heads or pay any now all ready, we waitod patiently in Can this he Tino ? 

attention whatever I could kill them, the ball, and from timo to time received ~ , 

And there’s such a lot of them like reports as to the progress of the chase, an milnaMng that nothing 

that. I swear, he went on, begin- At last, when things seemed really wonld be ( jone to expend public money in 
ning to go purple again — “I swear hopeless, a taxi arrived, driven by a this connection before the House had had the 
that, if I had had a revolver just now, young man in spectaclos, which were, 1 opportunity of hiscussing the question? ” 

1 should have shot him. When one am convinced, part of a disguise cover- ^ Provincial Paper, 

man hails another, the man who is ing one of tho noble^ personalities in vie, ne, Alt. > amuel. 
hailed must give some kind of uu indi- the land—some Haroun al Buschid, . , ” .", 7 . , . , 

cation. It’s only human. Society filled with pity for lost Londoners, who tUe ir . c '“ JudTli* “porters of W toth camps are 
would fall to pieces if wo all behaved is devoting his life to redressing the curiously watching to see if they will now find 
like that chap. It’s awful, awful! If wrongs inflicted upon poor humanity themselves in hot water.”—Liverpool Echo. 

I’d only thought of taking his number by taxi tyrants—for he said nothing \\ T o thought this sort of tiring only 
1 ’d run him in, and I’d carry it to tho about having no petrol, nothing about happened in the geyser-region. 

House of Lords if necessary. Such ! the lateness of tho hour, nothing about ——- 

men—ugh!” the direction' in which-we wished to “Home offered dolioale person on small 

Ho broke down, smothered by right- go, hut quietly and efficiently helped farm ; partner pig, poultry, dairy.”— Observer. 
oous anger. to get the things in and on the cab; This ought to cure any delioacy he 

“ Good heavens! ” he exclaimed as 1 and then drove swiftly away, and when might start with. 




So you see there are both kinds of 


Caveat Emptor. 

“IjEOPahd for Sale.—A full 
grown animal, about GJ feet. 
Purchaser will have to make 
his own arrangements for re¬ 
moval.” 

The Statesman (India). 
This species of animal be¬ 
ing notoriously unable of 
its own accord to change 
its spot. 

“Thera are ninety million 
tons of tea in bond m tile 
United Kingdom. This is 
sufficient to simply our needs 
for about fifteen weeks." 

Oreenotk Telegraph. 
May we suggest that our 
contemporary should 
spare a few tons for the 
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TO LORD RHONDDA. 

Dear Lord Rhondda, —When you 
were an unassuming undergraduate at 
Cuius College, spending your leisure- 
time in an eight- or a pair-oar, and 
stirring up the muddy shallows of the 
Cam, as you did to some purpose, 1 
cannot believe that any premonitions 
of the heights of celebrity to which 
you would some day attain disturbed 
your mind. And yet here you are, a 
survivor from tho foul and murderous 
shattering of the Lusitania, a coal- 
owner, a member of the Government, 
a peer, and the Food-Controller of a 
wholo nation at war. 

Your predecessor, Lord Devonvort, 
had no very lmppy experience of the 
post you now hold, and 1 can well 
understand that his life during his 
tenure of it cannot have been a pleasant 
one. Every crank with an infallible 
recipe for catching sunbeams in cu¬ 
cumber-frames and turning them into 
potatoes, or whatever might he the 
fashionable food at tho moment; every 
grumbler who imagined that every rise 
in prices must bo entirely duo to the 
malignity of men and not to the scarcity 
of tho article; every politician with a 
grudge to satisfy or an axe to grind— 
all these pounced upon Lord Devonport 
as a victim made ready to their hands, 
and gave him a time which can only be 
described as a very had one. Add to 
this the mistakes almost necessarily 
made In an olliee which was entirely 
now and dealt with unexampled con¬ 
ditions, and it is not on the whole 
surprising that difficulties were en¬ 
countered and that the right way for 
overcoming them was not always taken. 
Indeed there was or there seemed to bo 
at one time a lively controversy between 
Lord Df.voni’Out and Mr. Photheho 
about the true meaning of tho words 
maximum and minimum- us applied to 
prices, and we were left to infer that 
these Latin monsters are virtually in¬ 
distinguishable from one another. 

However, all that is now over; Lord 
Rhondda reigns in Lord Dkvoni’ort’s 
place and can profit by bis experience. 

I don't want to delude you into the 
belief that ull is plain sailing for you. 
You couldn't be made to believe that 
if I tried for a mouth of Sundays, and 
I don’t moan to spend my time to no 
purpose. But I think tho groat body 
of the nation is determined that you 
shall have fair play and will support you 
through thick and thin in any policy, 
no matter how drastic, that you may 
recommend to their reason and their 
patriotism. This business of food-con¬ 
trolling is new to us as well as to you, 
but we are willing to be led, we are 
even willing to be driven, and we are 
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Offierr (having putted up rerruit for not mlatiny ). "Now rims, mv man, don't they 
TAKE ANY NOTICE OP OFFICIOUS IN YOUB BATTALION?" 

liirruit . “ WELL, Sill, IT AIN’T THAT EXACTLY; BUT I’VE ALWAYS BEEN ONE, AH YOU 
NK.1IT SAY, TO KEEP ME8RLF TO MEBELP." 


grateful to you for having engaged your 
reputation and your skill and your firm¬ 
ness in the task of leading or driving us. 
And if in the course of your duty you 
oncounter any genuino rascal enuea-- 
vouring to grind the faces of the poor 
or to find his own profit in tho misery 
of his fellow-iuen we look to you to 
give him short shrift. 

1 am, my Lord, with all goodwill, 
your Lordship's obliged and faithful 
Servant, 

The Gate of Humility. 

“Wanted, Second-hand Invalid's Chair 
(tired wheels ).’’—Kentish AJcrcury. 

Just the thing for a second-hand in¬ 
valid ; even the wheels show a sym¬ 
pathetic fatigue. 


‘ ‘ Delirant Beges.” 

The Kairior, prodigal of verbal boons, 

Congratulates his bravo Bayreuth 
Dragoons 

Upon their prowess, which, ho tells 
them, yields 

Joy “ to old Fritz up in Klysian fields." 

Perhaps; but what if be is down below ? 

In any case what we should like to 
know 

Is how his modern namesake, Private 
Fritz, 

Enjoys the fun of being blown to bits 

Because his Emperor has lost his wits. 

One of the “ Illuminate.” 

“ Unfurnished room wanted by elderly 

lady with gas connections.” 

Montreal Daily Star. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

The Royalty Triple Rile. 

First a quito charming ami, what is 
not so usual, a quifco intelligible fantasy 
in mi mo —The, Magic I'ipc: Piorrot, 
faithless mistress, despair, sympathetic 
friend, adoring midinette, and so on. 
Rut Mr. Jules Delaore, who playod 
his own part, Pierrot , with a line sin¬ 
cerity and a sense of the great tradition 
in this genre, got his effect across to us 
with an admirable directness. Miss 
Phyllis Pinson looking charming in a 
mid-Victorian Latin-Quarterly sort of 
way (which is a very nico way), danced 
seriously, fantastically, delightfully, and 
with quite astonishing command of her 
technique—the sort of thing that nine 
infallible managers out of ton who 
know what the public wants would 
condemn out of hand as impossible. 
The intelligent tenth must have been 
oonsoled by tho onthusiastio applauso 
which greotod tho little pioco. 1 have 
a fancy that mime would go far to 
rostoro sanity and tradition to the 
English stago, and every creditable 
essay in a delightful art deserves the 
fullest support. 

It is amusing to see our solemn 
Mr. John Galswouthy in labour for 
three Acts over a rude joko. I frankly 
confess I enjoyed the joke. Cisterns (its 
tbome) have no terrors for me oven in 
mixed company. Rut tho joko was not 
tho really serious thing about The Foun¬ 
dations, a play that starts (some yoars 
hence) with a mob of starving people 
yelling outside tho house—dear, stupid, 
kindly Lord William, Dromond])'& house. 
Lord William was a god of an infantry 
captain in tho groat War, and his four 
footmen -particularly James, the lirst 
of them—though revolutionaries at 
heart, aro ready to stand between their 
master and any other revolutionaries in 
London town. Well, a bomb is found 
in the foundations of Lord William's 
Park Lane palaco, and oxplodos to em¬ 
barrassed laughter of shocked stall¬ 
holders in tho Third Act. 

The plot's nothing, and the main 
joke, as I say, nothing to got excited 
over. Rut the whole offoct of tho tre¬ 
mendous trillo, admirably cast as it 
was, was diverting in tho oxtromo. 

Of course it is like our Mr. Gals¬ 
wouthy to assume that things will bo as 
black as over a few yoars hence. 'Tis, 
no doubt, what oncourages us to keep 
our end up in the great War. But wo 
know the customs of leopards, and can 
forgive our pessimist for his creations 
(for all the 'world as if ho were a 
milliner) of Ponldcr, Lord William’s 
butler, rounded pillar of the eternal old 
order of things; of James, revolutionary 
but faithful (of course James never 


would in fact have kept this absurd 
job); of a light yellow prossman; of a 
feckloss, torrontially eloquent plumber, 
whoso solution of tho class war was 
loving-kindness and tho letting of tho 
blood of all who wore not kind. 

Mr. Eadie was a beloved vagabond 
of a plumber doing a fine part on his 
head, as is his way nowadays. But the 
thing is so good that it is perhaps un¬ 
gracious to remind him he could make it 
hotter. Mr. Sidney Paxton’s triumph 
with Ponldcr was his admirablo re¬ 
straint — rarest of accomplishments 
among comic stago butlers. Tho effect 
of everything was heightened by this 
excellent economy. It was a lesson in 
artistic reticence. An even more notable 
feat in the same kind was The Press 



The Press (Mr. Lawhence Hanhay) invites 
Tho Nobility (Mr. Dawson Milavahu) to give 
its views on things in gonoral. 

of Mr. Lawrence Hanhay. Obviously 
ho could havo collected a good deal 
more of the laughter of tho house if he 
had played less subtly. I should put 
it as quite the host piece of playing 
in a well-played pioco. Mr. Dawhon 
Milwaiid lias made a deserved reputa¬ 
tion as the strong silly ass. Ho sus¬ 
tained it—with something in hand. Mr. 
Stephen Ewart's James was a quite ex¬ 
cellent performance, not very coherent 
and consistent in conception on tho 
author's pnTt, perhaps, and on that 
account all the more difficult. Miss 
Essie Huhbaud gave us pathos skil¬ 
fully reserved in her clover study of an 
old, old country woman turned trousers- 
makor; and 1 i ttle Dink a Starace showed 
quite astonishing aptitude (or the most 
wonderful training) in- the part of her 
geanddaughter. Miss Babb Fauren 
also did woll with her rather intrusive 
par., of Lord William's daughter. 


Box B, by Mr. Cosmo Gordon Lennox, 
was just a gay trifle to send U3 home 
easy-minded to bed. Bobby Stroud, 
Zopp-strafer, kisses a pretty (oh, over 
such a pratly!) widow by mistake. 
And continues by arrangement. Miss 
Iris IIoey was really perfectly irre¬ 
sistible—something ought to bo done 
about it. Sho would have reduced tho 
whole Flying Corps to doroliction of 
duty. Mr. Frank Bayly had just that 
air of awkward niodosty which is so 
much moro effective than plain swank 
as an advertisement of gallantry, and 
Miss Muriel Pope played a programme- 
girl with all the skill that an artist thinks 
is worth putting into little things. 

Tho host overling that 1 've had in 
the stalls since the War began ever so 
long ago. T. 


THERE USED TO BE.- 

There used to be fairies in Germany — 
I know, for I 'vo seen them there 

In a great cool wood wliero the tall 
trees stood 

With their heads high up in tho air; 

They scrambled about in tho forest 
And nobody seemed to mind ; 

They wore dear littlo things (tho' they 
didn’t have wings) 

And they smiled and their eyes wore 
kind. 

What, and oh wliat wore they doing 
To lot things happen like this? 

How could it be? And didn't they 
soo 

That folk woro going amiss ? 

Were they too busy playing, 

Or can they perhaps have slept, 

That nover they heard an ominous word 
That stealthily crept and crept? 

There used to bo fairies in Germany — 
Tho children will look for them still; 

They will search all about till the sun¬ 
light slips out 

And tho trees stand frowning and 
chill. 

“ Tho flowers,” they will say, 11 havo all 
vanished, 

And where can tho fairies be fled 

That playod in tho fern?”—Tho flowers 
will return, 

But I fear that the fairies aro dead. 


The Kaiser Lands in England. 

“A disturbance of rates (when it tends to 
raise them) is never popular. Father llarry 
remarked yostorday that Mr. Underhill, aB 
chairman of the Assessment Committee, was 
the most unpopular man in Plymouth except 
one, and tho other one was the Kaiser.” 

Western Daily Mercury. 


Letter addressed to local Tribunal:— 

“ Dear Sirs,—The reason for my exemption 
has been removed and 1 shall bo glad to join 
your army if thoro is still a vacancy.’’ 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(/]// Mr. Vaticlis Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

1 shovi.o liko to commend vvitll extraordinarily little 
reserve Mr. FiELmNo-IlALL’s The Hat/ of Peace (IliusT 
and B r.A(iKKTT) to the kind of reader that is drawing plans 
in his head for a New England. No wonder that in these 
groat days the impatient idealist rushes forth with his hag 
of dreams. The author of The Soul of a J’enpln is extreme 
but sano—an extremist in common sense, say. Ho stakes 
on tho fact of human solidarity as tho cure for tho bitter¬ 
nesses and crookednesses of politics ; declares life and men 
to bo good, not evil (bow right ho is!); wants an England 
rescued from the Puritans on tho one hand and tho more 
musical comedians on tho other ; an England chaste because 
freer, less ignorant; good beer in easeful inns; the villago 
or township as the unit of government and of fellowship; 
a return to musie and the dance, not as a plasmon fed high¬ 
brow proposition but as tho natural expression of a joy of 
life returned; a clear fount of honour; a roprosoutativo 
House of Commons; justice, respect, common sense and 
responsibility instead of charity ; somo place other than tho 
streets for our young men and maidens to make love in; a 
recognition of crime as mainly a social, not an individual, 
disease; a law simplified and scales of justice not weighted 
against tlio poor; and a host of other good and wiso and 
nearly possible things. Here is not the barren politics of 
manipulation but an ideal of living citizenship. I oommend 
it to all believers in now days and all honourable dis- 
gruntlors; not perhaps as a programme but as a tonic. 

Do not, please, run away with the idea that The Nursery 
(Hki.nbmann) presents us with Mr. Eden Phillpotts' views 
on baby culture. The background of his story, the scones 


of which are laid in and around Colchester a year or so ago, 
is composed of gardens and oyster-beds. On them bo give-, 
a lot of information, and, as bo could not bo pedantic even if 
he tried to be, I browsed pleasantly upon the store of know¬ 
ledge sot before me. Also T liked the restraint bo shows in 
dealing with the War, and commend his exemplary method 
to some of our more blatant novelists. Winn, however, 
1 came to the inhabitants of The Nitrcry I failed to find 
in them that raro and delightful quality with which Mr. 
ITulli’OTTN usually succeeds in endowing bin characters. 
Readers of bis novels must know by this time that he is 
not exactly in love with Mrs. (Irundy, but here bo seems to 
bo insurgent against something, and for the life ot me 1 
don’t know quite what it is. Perhaps it is insincerity, 
which is a very good thing to ho in rebellion against. Thorn 
is one very amusing and delightful character, a bibulous 
old sinner who defied law and order and almost at the last 
gasp ladled out what he considered justice in a most 
dramatic manner. His namo is William Ambrose, and it is 
worth your while to make his disreputable aeqaintanec. 

One fact at once awakened in me a fellow-feeling for 
Mr. Bektham Smith —the discovery of his appreciation 
(shared by myself, the elder Stevenson, and other persons 
of discornmont) for tho romantic possibilities of tho map. 
There is an excellent map in'the beginning of Days of 
Discovery (Constable), showing tho peculiar domain of 
childhood, the garden, in torms thatfwjll hardly fail to win 
your sympathy. But not in this alone does Mr. Smith 
show that he has the heart of the matter in lnm; every 
page of these rominisconcos of nursery life proclaims a 
genuine memory, not a make-believe childhood faked up for 
literary ends. Who that lias once been young can read 
unstirred by envy the chapter on “ Devices and Contriv- 
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uncos,” with its entrancing triumph of the chain of mirrors deliberately essayed the impossible. Self-revelation, especi- 
lurunged (during the providential absence of those in ally in letters, can hardly ever be made convincing. But 
authority) from the night nursery, down two flights of putting this on one side, and accepting these, not as the 
stairs, to the store-room in tho basement ? I know a letters that would be written from one man to another, but 
reviewer whom nothing but moral cowardice restrained rather (to speak without irreverence) such as the human 
from testing tho possibility of this delightful plan by per- heart might address to its Creator, you will find them full 
sonal experiment. Fireworks too—Mr. Smith has romern- of intorest and encouragement. All sorts and conditions of 
bered them with a proper regard that is, of course, wholly men and women aie hero shown, in their varied reaction to 
different from that of those who understand them only in tho great acid that for tbeso threo years past has boon 
their pyrotechnic aspect, not as objects loved for themselves j biting into the life of the world. The priest, tho actor, the 
alone, for their shape and feel, anil tho glamour of weeks profiteer, tho society-worn an, even tho conscientious objec- 
of hoarding and barter. In short, a real nursery hook for tho I lor, aro all touched lightly, tactfully, and with a kindly 
study; not one perhaps that actual children would care for j humour that saves the hook from its very obvious danger 
(quite possibly tlioy might resent it as betrayal), but one j of becoming pedantic. Tu his brief preface Mr. Chatman 
that for the less fortunate will reopen a door of which too has crystallised very Imppily into a couple of words his 
many of us have long lost the key. ideal for the British attitude towards tho War—buoyant 

j sternness. It is the reflection of that quality in its pages 
What I found strangest in the Transactions of Laid j that gives this little book its tonic value. 

Louis Lewis (Mukkay) is that it is a story, or rathor series 

main work in Early English 
Adventurers in the East (M un¬ 
it os io) has been that of making 
good. Most of us know some¬ 
thing, at any rate, of the men 
who brought our Eastern Em¬ 
pire into actual existence, but 
I toll myself hopefully that 
my ignorance of those daring 
pioneers, whom Mr. Whioht 
describes as humble adven¬ 
turers of the seventeenth 
contury, is not exceptional, 
lb lias now boon satisfactorily 
removed, and, after reading 
this excellently written history 
of stirring deeds, I must 
believe that even men of learn¬ 
ing will thank him for rescu¬ 
ing many good names from 
tho oblivion which threatened 
them. And Mr. WnianT is 
not only to bo congratulated 
on tins act of salvage, but also 
on tho admirable way in which 
he has performed it. A re¬ 
strained style and a temperate 
of the methods of his distinguished predecessor in rogtio- ! judgment are equally at his command. I cannot better 
reducing, I’nnce Florizel of Bohemia. But he is, of course, commend his hook to Imperialists than by saying that all 
none the worse company for that. Once, however, ho Little Englanders will detest it. 
shocked mo badly, when, in perusing an eighteenth-century 

MS., he - I can hardly bring myself to quote tho passage! On internal evidence I had set down Boot and Branch 
—lie “moistened his finger and turned over throe pages.” (Allen Anu Unwin), by II. Allatini, as the very clever 
And this of a nobleman and a connoisseur! Oh, Mr. first book of a very clever and observant writer of the 
Pkktwuk ! Having said so much, it is only fair that 1 (allogod) weaker sox. But 1 find the title-page givos two 
should call your special attention to one of tho stories, previous novels to her pen—I still guess a woman's hand. 
“l]ho House in Bath," an oxquisite little gem of consider- And I by no moans withdraw tho “clever." Thecbaracteri- 
ahly higher art than is usually associated with such sation of the various momhors of the Arenshi family—the 
“ Exploits of the Event.” a branches are hottor done than the root, old Pant Arcnski, 

K.C., idealist and orator—is uncannily good. There’s wit 
Yon might perhaps allow yourself to be put off by such a j and humour and diversity of gifts. What suggested tho 
title as Home Truths about the War (Allen), because it, “first book” idea waB an uncertainty of method, a heel¬ 
er something like it, has so often been used as the prelim- * tation between the new roalism and the oldor romanticism, 
inary to alarming or disagreeable statements that wo have j In both moods the author is successful, but ttfe joints show 
grown excusably suspicious. But to avoid on this account [ something clumsily. This, however, is technical merely, 
the letters that the Bov. Humi Chatman has hero brought] I commend the book to all who are interested, approvingly 
together would be to miss a very original atyl' inspiring j or critically, in the Jew. A dramatic theme runs through 
little hook. Lot me say at once that Mr. Chapman (whom ! the book, the obhical question as to whother a man'may be 
you may know as the energetic and popular chaplain of the j justified in killing, at her passionate request, a woman 
Savoy; also as already, under a pseudonym, an author) has j dearly loved who is slowly dying of a terrible disease. 


of stories, about rogues, m which 
Vanquished.—a refreshing con- 
trust to the methods of most 
of our romanticists, who arc 
given to a certain courtier- 
like attitude towards the law¬ 
breaker. Certainly that various; 
artist, Mr. Boland Peutwkk, j 
has contrived to put together! 
a highly entertaining collec¬ 
tion of diamond-cut,-diamond j 
yarps, adventure tales that! 
have tho groat advantage (for 
those days) of being concerned, 
not with bloodshed and mys¬ 
terious murders, but with the! 
wiles of dealers in the spurious j 
antique and the exploits of i 
Lord Louis in defeating them. I 
This Lord Louis is indeed a | 
very pleasant as well us a | 
very ingenious gentleman.! 
From tho rotundity of his | 
conversational periods and a 
certain general suavity of de¬ 
meanour I suspect him of 
having made a careful study 


is invariably 



Angry Customer (who has hern iiulureil by an advertisement to 
purchase a portrait, enlnrycment). “Your advertisement rays, 
‘Money ukturnejj if not satisfied.’ I’m sot satisfied, and 

1 WANT MY MONEY BACK." 

The fittn’ka Portrait Company (placidly). “I'M SORRY YOl 
don't i.ikf. it, Madam; but if you will read the advertise¬ 
ment CAREFULLY YOU WILL NOTE THAT IT DOES NOT SPECIFY 
WHO IS TO BE SATISFIED—AND I ASSURE YOU I sit.' 
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understand that the War Office will | you find them they aro likely to ho 
CHARlVARIA. mobilise him as a special corps as soon [poisonous. If they have boon already 

"It is more dangerous to be a baby as they can think of a sufficiently com- gathered they wore probably edible, 
in London than a soldier in France,” prehensive title for him. 'V 

said Mrs. H. B. Irvino at the National *•* It in now admitted that the con- 

Baby Week Exhibition. The same dig- Several milkmen have reduced tlieir seientious objectors undergoing sen- 
ability—namely, middle-age—has pro- prices from sixpence to livepence. Other tenco at Dartmoor aro allowed to have 
vented us from taking up either of these good results from the timely rains are week-ends occasionally. This eonces- 
perilous rdles. * * expected. , * sion, it appears, had to lie granted as 

* ■■ several of them threatened to Ieavo the 

L.C.O. tram-tickets, says a news A miner, fined one pound for wasting place. * * 

item, are now thinnor. Othor means of bread, was said to have thrown his * 

increasing the space available for pas- dinner—a mutton chop, onion sauco, The pessimists who maintain that 
sengers are also under consideration. and two slices of broad—on the fire this will bo a long war are fooling pretty 
* # * because he could not have potatoes, [cheap just now. An American scientific 

Over ono thousand penny dreadfuls There i a strong feeling that, the I journal declares that the world can only 
were found in the possession 
of a hoy of sixteen who was 
sentenced to three months’ 
imprisonment for theft. The 
commonplace nature of the 
sentence has disgusted the lad. 




The roport that Mr. Charles 
Chaplin had signed a contract 
to serve in the British Anvy 
at Is. Id. a day is deniod. 

* ’ 

As an outcome of liaby Week 
the Anti-Comforter League lias 
been formed. The suggestion 
that Mr. Hoooe, M.P., would 
make an admirable first Presi¬ 
dent has not been followed up. 

Humanitarians who have 
been urging the Government 
not to stain its hands with the 
more painful forms of reprisal, 
have received a nasty shock. A 
Herman spy has been arrested 
in London! , . 

>k 'k 

* 

The rubber cushions of bil¬ 
liard tables are now being 
taken by the German military 
authorities. Meanwhile the 



1 last another 
years. 


fifteen million 


**A, m« 


THE FOP. 

Looker-on. “ WHAT ARE YOU GOING TO HAVE NEXT, CLARENCE 
-ELECTRIC SHAMPOO OR FACE MANICURED?” 


Boughly speaking, says a 
weekly paper, there is a police¬ 
man for every sixteen square 
miles. This gives them plenty 
of room to turn round in. 

* * 
tjt 

It is reported that ox-K ino 
Constantino is to receive 
£■20,000 a year unemployment 
benefit. * 

•I 1 

We have heard so little of 
the Hidden Hand this past 
week or so that we are tempted 
to ask whether it is suffering 
from writer’s cramp. 

* 

It is reported that three 
largo jam factories have been 
commandeered by the Mili¬ 
tary. A soldier writes to ask 
whether it is proposed to in¬ 
clude jam in the list of field 
punishments. 

* * 

* 

"Justices cannot guarantee 
results to litigants in advance,” 
said tho Willesden magistrate 


enemy Press continues to take its cue Censor should prohibit publication of recently. Not without trespassing on 
from Hindenuuimj. these glaring casos of hardship on tile the privileges of the Bar. 

%* ground that they are likely to encour- 

A notorious Potrograd anarchist is ago tho Germans to prolong the War. As a demonstration of allegiance to 
reported to be ill, and has been ordered *** their country’s cause tho Apaches of 

to take a complete rest by his doctor. Large quantities of food have been Northern America aro to hold a great 
He has therefore decided not to throw carried o i by a burglar from several “ Devil Dance ” in Arizona. It only 

houses in t e lleathtield district. Know- needed this to convince us that all was 
ingourWar bread, we are confident that well with America. 

Further evidence of the Eastern it did not give in without a struggle. 
talent for adopting Western ideas and *.,* A flask of wine of the year a.i>. 17, 

improving on them comes from China, We are sorry to find The Globe found in a Roman tomb in Bavaria, is 

where the, kx-Emeebob Hsuan Tuno making playful reference to the many said to be the oldest extant vintage, 
has celebrated Baby Week by issuing postponements of certain music-hall It antedates Sir Frederick Banbubv’s 
a decree announcing his return to the revues. Mr. Justice Dahlino will agree 
Throne. " * that these things cannot be postponed 


any bombs for awhile at least. 


too often. ” “Jlrs.-, who has just entered he/ l&htd 

u Thn rrnlv nlumhnr nWtnpion W * year, reads without glasses, writes to her 

ine only plumber, oiectncian, Hot- . grandchildren fighting abroad, and knits 

water-fitter, gas-fitter, boll-hanger, xmc- “How oan I distinguish poisonous articles for King Ooorgo’s Military Hospital." 

worker, blacksmith and locksmith we from edible fungi?" asks a oorrespon- Daily Express {Dublin). 

have left"—such was an employer’s dent of The Daily Mail. The most Those grandchildren must be getting 
description of a C 1 workman. We satisfactory test is to look for them. If a little old for active service. 


vot. cun. 
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TINO IN EXILE. 

(Am indirutud on another png", Tino’h actual opinion of his Imperial 
brother-in-law is probably not too amiable; hut it bits to lie disguised 
ill hi-, letters, which are liable to b <spentKnrral by bis wifo.J 

Thank you, dear William, 1 am fairly well. 

Thu dinutki suits mo and the simplo life— 

No diplomats to spoil tho scon cry’s spoil, 

And only faintest oelioos of tlio strife; 

. The \Ips tiro mirrored in a lake of blue; 

Over my straw-crowned poll tlio blue skies laugh; 
A waterfall (no charge) completes a view 
Equal to any (lorman oleograph. 

Thero are no bugle blares to make me jump, 
lint just, the jodler calling lo his Line ; 

A few good Teuton toadies, loud and plump, 

More than sullieo me in tlio /mb* line, 

And, when poor Alknanukh, thero in (lieece, 

Writes of your “agents” rounded up and sacked, 
1 am content with privacy and peace, 

Having, at worst, retained my head intact. 

SorniK and I have thought of you a lot 
(Wo have so very few distractions here, 

Wo chat about tlio weather, which is hot, 

And then wo turn to talk of jour earner); 

For rumour says this bloody war will last 
Until the Hohenzolloins get the hoot; 

And through my brain tho bright idea lias passed 
That you had bettor do an early scoot. 

Were it not wise, dear William, ero tlio day 
When Revolution goes For crowns and things, 

To cut; your loss betimes and come Ibis way 
And start a coterie of Exiled Kings'.' 

You might (the choice of safe retreats is poor) 

Do worse than join ino in this happy land, 

And spend your last phase, careless, if obscure, 
With your devoted Tino band-in-band. O. S. 


MONSIEUR JOSEPH. 

On tlio day that I left hospital, with a month's sick leave 
in band, 1 went to dine at my favourite Soho restaurant, 
the Mazarin, which 1 always liked because it provided an 
oxcellent meal for an extremely modest sum. Hut this 
evening my stops turned towards the old place because 
I wanted a word with Monsieur Joseph, the head-waiter. 

1 found him the same genial soul as ever, though a 
shade stouter perhaps and greyer at the temples, and I 
Hatter myself that it was with a smile of genuine pleasure 
that lie led me to my old table in a corner of the room. 

When tho crowd of diners had thinned he came to me for 
a chat. 

“It is indeed a pleasure to see M’sieur after so long a 
time,” said ho, “ for, alas, there are so many others of our 
old clients who will not evor return.” ^ 

I told him that 1 too was glad to be sitting in the com¬ 
parative quiet of tho Mazarin, and asked him how he 
fared. 

Joseph smiled. “ I ’avo a surprise for M’sieur," he said 
— “yes, a groat surprise. Thero are ton, liftoon yoars 
that I work in thees pliieo, and in four more weeks le 
patron will retiro and 1 become tho proprietor. Oil, it is 
beo-itliful,” lie continued, clasping his handjj rapturously, 
“to think that in so loetlo time I, who came to London a 
poor waiter, shall lie patron of one of its finest restaurants.” 

I offered' him my warmest congratulations. If ever a 


man deserved success it was he, and it was good to see the 
look of pleasure on his face as I told him so. 

“ And now,” said I presently, “ I also liavo a surprise for 
you, Joseph.” 

Ho laughed. “ Eli Iron, M’sieur, if is your turn to take 
my breath away." 

“My last billet in Trance, before being wounded,” I told 
him, “ was in a l’icardy village called T’ldchinelle.” 

Ho raised his hands. “Mon Dion,” ho cried, “it is my 
own village ! ” 

“More than that,” I continued, " for nearly six weeks I 
lodged just behind the church, in a whitewashed cottage 
with a stock of oranges, pipoi and hoot laces for salo in tho 
window.” 

“ It is my mother’s shop! ” lie exclaimed breathlessly. 

I nodded my head, and then proceeded to give him 
flm himtlicd-nnd-oiio messages that 1 Jmd received from the 
little old lady as soon as she discovered that 1 knew her son. 

“It. is so long since L‘ave seen ’er,” said Monsieur 
; Joseph, blowing his nose violently. “ So 'aid 1 work in 
London these ten, fifteen years that only once have J gone 
’omo since my fafliei died.” 

Then T fold him how bent, and old his mother was, and 
how lonciomo she had seemed all by hers ‘If in the cottage, 
and as 1 spoke of the shop which she still kept going in 
her front-room the tears fairly rained down 1 us face. 

“ Hut, M'siour,” said he, “that which you tell me is 
indeed strange; for those letters which she wiites to me 
week by week are always guy, and it ’as seemed to me 
that my mother was well content.” 

Then ho struck his fist on the table. “ I ’ave ib,” ho said. 
“ She shall come to live Vie with me in Londres. All that 
she desires shall ho 'ers, for am 1 not a rich man V ” 

I shook my head. “She would never ln.vo her village 
now,” 1 told him. “ And 1 know well that she desires 
nothing in the world except to see you again.” 

Then as I rose to go, “Good night, M’sieur,” said Joseph 
a little sadly. “ Ho very* sure that there is always a wel¬ 
come for you ’ere.” 

The next time that f dined at the Mazarin was some 
four wooks later, on the evo of my return to the Front. A 
strange waiter showed mo to my place, and Joseph was 
nowhere to he seen. Indeed a wholly different air seemed 
to pervade the place since my last visit. Presently I 
beckoned to a waiter whom I recognised as having served 
under tho old riujunr. “Where is Monsieur Joseph?” I 
asked him. 

“Where indeed, Sir ! ” the man replied. "It is all so 
strange. One day it is arranged that he shall take over 
tho restaurant and its stall, and on tho next lie come to say 
‘ Good-bye ’ to ns all, and then leave for France. Oh, it 
is drole. So good a business man to lose the chance that 
comes once only in a life! Ho is too old to light. Yet 
who knows? Maybe bo board of something better out 
thero ...” 

As the man spoke the gold and-whito walls of the 
restaurant faded, tlio clatter of plates and dishes died 
away, and 1 was back again in a tiny village shop in 
Picardy. Across the counter, packed with its curious 
stock, 1 saw Monsieur Joseph, with sbirt-sleovos rolled up, 
gravely banding a stick of chocolate to a child, and taking 
its sou in return. In tho diminutive kitchen behind sat a 
little white-haired old lady with such a look of content on 
her faco as I have rarely seen. 

Thpn suddenly I found inysolf hack again iu the London 
restaurant. 

“ Yes,” I said to tlio waiter, “ it is possible, as you say, 
that Monsieur Joseph hoard of something belter in France.” 

And raising my glais I drank a silent toast. 



THE TUBER’S REPARTEE. 

Gekman Pirate. “GOTT STRAFE ENGLAND!" 
British Potato. “TUBER UBER ALLESt" 
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( 'miiul. " WolU.li YHH T.1K K 'I'd (id TO HOltHlTTAl,?” SHALL I LET 1 Kit A DUO)' OK BltANDV ?” - " Dili YEIt SLID ON THIS BANANA-WIKI.?" 
"Dm v it it fall?”—"Auk yhu litutr, Silt?"—" Shah, 1 fetch a doctou?”—" lit that voun hat, Sat?" 

lix-Cubinrt Minister. "The anbweus to one, two, five and six aiu; in the nkoative ; to thuee, eouu and seven in hii: 

AFFIKMATIVE." 


THE MUD LARKS. 

You have all seen it in the latest 
V.C. list—“The Reverend Paul Grayno, 
Chaplain to the Forces, for conspicuous 
bravery and gallant oxample in the face 
of desperate circumstances.” 

You have all pictured him, the lioau- 
idcal of muscular Christian, the Fight¬ 
ing Parson, eighteen hands high, ter¬ 
rific in wind and limb, with a golden 
mane and a Greek profile; a Pekineso 
in the drawing-room, a lmll-dog in the 
arena; a soup^on of Haint Fkancih 
with a dash of John L. Sullivan— and 
all that. 

But we who hare met heroes know 
that they are very soldoui of the type 
which achieves the immortality of the 
pieturo post-card. 

The stalwart with pearly teeth, lilac 
eyes and curly lashes is C3 at Lloyd’s 
(Sir Fhanots), and may be hoard twice 
daily at the Frivolity singing, “My 
Goo-goo Girl from Honolulu” to en¬ 
tranced flappers; while the lad who 
has Fritzie D. Hun backed on the 
ropes, clinching for time, is usually 
gifted with bow logs, freckles, a dented 
proboscis and a coifl'uro after the man¬ 
ner of a wire-haired torrier. 

The Reverend Paul Grayne, V.C., 


sometime curate of Thorpington Parva, 
in the county of Hampshire, was no 
exception to this rule. /Hsthe(ieally 
ho was a blot on the landscape; among 
all the heroes 1 have mot I never saw 
anything loss heroically moulded. 

Ho stood about five feet nought and 
tipped the beam at seven stone nothing. 
Ho had a mild chinless face and his 
long beaky nose, round large spectacles, 
and trick of cocking his head sideways 
when conversing, gavo him tho appear¬ 
ance of an intelligent little dicky-bird. 

I remember very well the occasion of 
our first meeting. 1 was in my troop 
lines one afternoon, blackguarding a 
farrier, when a loud nicker sounded on 
the road and a black cob, bearing a 
foebly protesting padre upon his fat 
back, trotted through the gate, up to 
the lines and began to swop How d'y’ 
do’s with my hairie*. The little Padre 
cockod his head on one side and oozed 
apologies from every pore. 

He hadn't meant to intrude, he 
twittered; Peter had brought him; it 
was Peter's fault; Peter was very ec¬ 
centric. 

Peter, I gathered, was ihe, fat cob, 
who by fjjiis time had butted into the 
lines and was tearing at a hay net as if 
ho hadn't had a meal for years. 


1 Ilis alleged master looked at me 
hopeless, helpless. What was he to do V 
| “ Well, since Peter is evidently stopping 
! to toa with my horses,” said 1, “the 
only thing you can do is to come to tea 
with us.” So T lifted him down and 
boro him off to tho oow-shed inhabited 
by our mess at tho time and regaled 
him on chlorinated Mazawattee, mar¬ 
malade and dog biscuit. An hour later, 
Peter willing, he left us. 

Wo saw a lot of tho Padre after that. 
Peter, it appeared, had taken quite a 
j fancy to us and frequently brought 
him round to meals. The Padre had no 
! word of say in the matter, lie con- 
| fessed that, when he embarked upon 
Peter in the morning, ho had not the 
vaguest idea where mid-day would find 
him. Nothing but tho black cob’s for¬ 
tunate rule of going home to supper 
saved tho Padre from being posted as 
a deserter. 

He had an uneasy feeling that Peter 
would one day suddenly sicken of the 
war and that he would find himself in 
Paris or on the Riviera. Wd had an un¬ 
easy fooling that Peter would one day de¬ 
velop a curiosity as to the Bosch norBd 
rations, and stroll across the line, and 
we should,, lose the Padre, a thing we 
could ill afford to do, for by this time 
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he had taken us under his win, 
ally and bodily. On Sundays he would 
appear in our inidst dragging a folding 
harmonium and hold Church Parade, 
leading the hymns in his twittering 
bird-like voice. 

Then the spinster ladies of his old 
parish of THorpington Parva gave him 
a Ford car, and witli this he scoured 
back areas for provisions and threaded 
liis tin buggy in and out of columns of 
dusty infantry and clattering ammuni¬ 
tion limbers, spectacles gleaming, cap 
slightly awry, while his batman (a 
wag) perched precariously a-lop of a 
rocking pile of biscuit tins, cigarette 
cases and boxes of tinned fruit, and 
shouted after the fashion of railway 
porters, “ By your leave! Fags for 
the tirin’ lino. Way for the Woodbine 
Express.” 

1 lut if wo saw a lot of tho Padro it 
was the Autrims who looked upon him 
as their special property. They wore 
line infantry, of tho typo which gets 
most of the work and none of tho Press 
notices, a hard - bitten, unregenorato 
crowd, who cared not a whit whether 
Belgium bled or not, but loved lighting 
for its own sake and put their faith in 
bayonet and butt. And wherever these 
Autrims went thither went the Padro 
also, hits harmonium and his Wood¬ 
bines. .1 have a story that, when they 
were in a certain part of the lino whero 
tho trenches wore only thirty yards 
apart (so closo indeed that tho oppos¬ 
ing forces greeted each other by their 
first names and borrowed one another's 
wiring tools), tho Padro dragged the 
harmonium into the front line and held 
servico there, and the Germans over tho 
way joined lustily in the hymns. IIo 
kept the men of the Antrirns going on 
canteen delicacies and thoir officers in 
a constant bubble of joy. Ho swallowed 
their tall stories without a gulp; they 
pulled one leg and lie offered the other; 
he fell headlong into every silly trap 
thoy set for him. Also they achieved 
merit in other messes by peddling yarns 
of bis wonderful innocence and his 
incredible absent-mindedness. 

“ Came to me yesterday, the Dicky 
Bird did,” one of thorn would relato; 
“ wanted advice about that fat fraud 
of his, Peter. ■ He’s got an abrasion 
on the knob of his right-hand front 
paw,’ says he, ‘Dicky Bird,’ says I, 
‘ that is no way to describe the ana¬ 
tomy of a house after all the teaching 
I ’vo given you.’ * I am so forgetful 
and horsey terms g,re so confusing,’ he 
moans, ‘Oh, I recollect now — his 
starboard ankle 1 ’ The dear babe! ” 

In the course of time the Antrims 
went into the Push, but on this occa¬ 
sion they refused to take the Padre 
with them, explaining that Pushes were 
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noisy affairs with messy accidents 
happening in even tho host regulated 
battalions. 

The Padre was up at midnight to see 
them go, his spectacles misty. Thoy 
went over tho bags at dawn, reached 
their objective in twenty minutes and 
scratched themselves in. The Padre 
rejoined them ten -minutes later, very 
badly winded, but bringing a case of 
Woodbines along with him. 

My friend Patrick grabbed him by 
the leg and dragged him into a shell- 
hole. Nothing but an inherent respect 
for his cloth restrained Patrick from 
giving the Dicky Bird the spanking of 
bis life. At 8 a.m. the Hun countered 
heavily and hove the Antrims out. 


j Patrick retreated in good order, leading 
the Padre by an ear. The Antrims sat 
down, licked their cuts, puffed somo of 
the Woodbines, then went back and 
pitchforked the Bosch in his tender 
| spots. Tho Bosch collected fresh help 
I and bobbed up again. Business eon- 
! tinued brisk all day, and when night 
foil the Antrims were left masters of 
the position. 

At 1 A.m. they were relieved by tho 
Rutland Rifles, and a 'dog-weary bat¬ 
tered remnant of the battalion crawlod 
back to camp in a sunken road a mile 
in the rear. One or two found bivouacs 
left by the Rutlands, but the majority 
dropped where they halted. My friend 
Patrick found a bivouac, wormed into 
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it and went to sleep. The next,thing 
ho rot norm hers was the roof of his 
abode caving in with the weight of 
two men struggling violently. Patrick 
extricated himself somehow and rolled 
out into the grey dawn to find the 
sunken road filled with groy figures, in 
among tho bivouacs and shell holes, 
stabbing at the sleeping Anti ims. Hero 
and there men wore locked together, 
struggling tooth and claw ; the air was 
vibrant with a ghastly pandemonium 
of grunts and shrieks; tiro sunken 
road ran like a slaughter-house gutter. 
There was only one tiling to do, and 
that was to get out, so Patrick did so, 
driving before him vvbafc men lie could 
collect. 

A man staggered past him, blowing 
like a walrus. It was the Padre’s bat¬ 
man, and lie had his master tucked 
under one arm, in iris underclothes, 
kicking feebly. 

Patrick halted his men beyond tho 
bill crest, and there tho Colonel joined 
him, trotting on his stockinged feet. 
Other officers arrived, herding men. 
“They must have rushed tho Puts., 
Sir,” Patrick punted; “must he after 
those guns just behind us.” “ They ’ll 
got ’em too,” said the Colonol grimly. 
“ Wo can’t stop ’em,” said tho Senior 
Captain. “If we counter at once we 
might give the Loamshires time to 
come up—they ’ro in support, Sir—hut 
—hut, if they attack us, they ’ll got 
those guns- - run right over us.” 

The Colonel nodded. “ Man, I know, 
I know ; but look at ’em ”—ho pointed 
to the pathetic remnant of his battalion 
lying out behind the crestthey’ro 
dropping asleep where tlioy lie—they ’re 
heat to a finish —not another kick left 
in ’em.” 

He sat down and buried his face in 


stop him, somebody! Those swine ’ll 
shoot him in a second—child murder!” 

Two subalterns ran forward, followed 
by a trio of N.C.G.’s. All along tho 
lino men lifted their weary heads from 
tho ground and saw tho tiny figure on 
the ridge silhouetted against tho red 
east. 

“ Oo’s that, blinkin’ fool ? ” 

“Tho Padre.” 

“Wot s ’e doin’ of?” 

“ Gawd knows.” 

A man rose to his knees, from his 
knees to his feet, and stumbled for¬ 
ward, mumbling, “ ’E give me a packet 
of fags when 1 was broke.” “Mo 
too,” growled another, and followed 
his chum. “They’ll shoot ’ini in a 
minute," a voice shouted, suddenly 
frightened. “ ’Em, this ain’t war, this 
is blasted baby-killin’.” 

In another five seconds tho whole line 
was up aud jogging forward at a lurch¬ 
ing double. “And a little child shall 
lead them,” murmured the Colonel 
happily, as lie put his best foot for¬ 
wards ; a miracle had happened, and 
his dear ruffians would go down in 
glory. 

But as tlioy topped the hill crest 
came the shrill of a whistle from the 
opposite ridge, and there was half a 
battalion of the Itutlands hack-casting 
for the enemy that had broken through 
their posts. With wild yolls both 
parties charged downwards into the 
sunken road. 

When the tumult and shouting had 
died Patrick wont in quest of tho little 
Padre. 

He discovered him sitting on tho 
wreck of his bivouac of the night; lie 
was clasping some small article to his 
bosom, and tho look in his face was 
that of a man who had found his 


THE AS. 

The French, always so quick to give 
things names—and so liberal about it 
that, to tho embarrassment and un¬ 
doing of the unhappy foreigner, tlioy 
sometimes invent fifty names for one 
thing—have added so many words to 
the vocabulary since August, 1914, that 
a glossary, and perhaps more than one, 
has "been published to enshrine them. 
Without the assistance of this glossary 
it is ahnost impossible to read somo of 
the numerous novels of poilu life. 

So far as I am aware the latest crea¬ 
tion is the infinitesimal word “as," or 
rather, it is a caso of adaptation. Yes¬ 
terday “as des earreiiux" (to givo the 
full form) stood simply for aco of dia¬ 
monds. To-day all Franco, with that 
swift assimilation which lias ever beon 
one of its many mysteries, knows its 
now moaning and applies it. 

And what is this new “as”? I 
gather, without having had tho advan¬ 
tage of cross-examining a French sol¬ 
dier, that an “as” is an obscure hero, 
one of tho men, and they are by no 
means rare, who do wonderful things 
but do not get into the papers or 
receive medals or any mention in des¬ 
patches. Wo all know that many of 
the finest deeds performed in war 
escape recognition. One does not 
want to suggest that V’.O.’s and 
D.S.O.’s and Military Orossos and all 
the other desirable tokens of valour 
are conferred wrongly. Nothing of 
the kind. They are nobly deserved. 
But probably there novor was a re¬ 
cipient of tho V.C. or the D.S.O. or the 
Military Gross who could not —and did 
not wish to—tell his Sovereign, when 
tho coveted honour was being pinned 
to his breast, of some other soldier 


his hands. The redoubtable Antiims 
had come to the end. 

Suddenly came a shout from the 
Senior Captain, “Good Lord, what’s 
that follow after? Who the devil is 
it?” 

They all turned and saw a tiny figure, 
clad only in underclothes, marching 
deliberately over the ridge towards tho 
Germans. 

"Who is it?” the Colonel lopcalod. 
“Beggin’ your pardon, the -Reverend, 
Sir,” said tho Padre’s batman as he 
strode past tho group of officers. “ ’FI 
givo me the slip, Sir. Gawd knows wot 
’o ’b up to now.” lie lifted up his voice 
and wailed after his master, “’Fire, you 
come back this minute, Sir. You ’ll get 
yourself in trouble again. Do you ’ear 
mo, Sir?” But tho Padre apparently 
did not hoar him, for ho plodded steadily 
on his way. The batman gave a sob of 
despair and broke into a. double. 

The Colonel sprang to bis foot, “Iley, 


heart’s desire. 

Patrick sat himself down mi a box 
of bombs, and looked humbly at the 
Reverend Paul. It is an awful thing 
for a man stiddonly to find he has 
boon entertaining a hero unawares. 

“ Oh, Dicky Bird, Dicky Bird, why 
did you do it? ” he inquired softly. 

Tho Padre cocked his head on one 
side and commenced to ooze apologies 
from every poro. 

“ Oh dear—you know how' absurdly 
absent-minded I am; well, I suddenly 
remembered*I bad left my teeth 
behind.” ^ Patlandeb. 

“ At Nottingham on Saturday tho damages 
ranging from £7 10s. to were ordered to be 
paid by a number of miners- for absenteeism. 
If was stated that, although absolved from 
military obligations by reason of their occupa¬ 
tion., there bad, been glaring neglect of respon¬ 
sibility, some iritih havibg lost three ships a 
weak .”—Western Motning News. 

These mines are very tricky things. 


not less woitliy than himself of being 
decorated, whoso deed of gallantry was 
performed under less noticeable con¬ 
ditions. The performer of such a deed 
is an “ as ” and it is his luck to bo a 
not public hero. But why ace of dia¬ 
monds? That I cannot explain. 

Tho “ as ” can be found in every 
branch of the Army, and ho is recog¬ 
nised as one by his comrades, even 
although the world at largo is ignorant. 
Perhaps wo shall find a word for his 
British correlative, who must lie nu¬ 
merically very strong too. Tho letter A 
alone might do it, signifying anony¬ 
mous. “ Yoili, un as 1 ” says the French 
soldier, indicating one of theso brave 
modest fellow's who chances to be pass¬ 
ing. “ You see that 6hap," one of our 
soldiers would say; “ lie's an A.” 

All that I know of the “as” I have 
gathered from the Frenoh satirical 
paper, a child of the War, La Baionette. 
Ibis paper comes out every week and de- 
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votes itself, as its forerunner, L’Asaictta 
nulieurre, used to do, to one theme at a 
time, one phase or facet of the struggle, 
usually in the army, but also in civil life, 
where changes duo to the War steadily 
occur. In tho nuiuhor dedicated to the 
glory of the “as” I find recorded an 
incident of the French Army so moving 
that I want to toll it hero, very freely, 
in English. It was, says the writer, 
before the attack at Carency, and ho 
vouches for the accuracy of his report, 
for he was himself present. In the 
little village of Camblain-rAhb6 a regi¬ 
ment was assembled, and to them spoke 
their Captain. The scene was the yard 
of a farm. I know so woll what it was 
like. Tho great manure heap in the 
middle; the cartB under cover, with per¬ 
haps one or two American reapers and 
binders among them; fowls pecking here 
and there; a thin predatory dog nosing 
about; a cart-horse peering from his 
stable and now and then scraping his 
hoofs; a Very wide woman at the 
dwelling-house door; the old farmer in 
blue linen looking on; and there, drawn 
up, listening to thfeir Captain, row on 
sow of blue-coated men, aU hard-bitten, 
weary, all zatber cynical, all weather- 
stained and frayed, and all ready to go 
on forever. 

This is what the Captain said—a 


tall thin man of about thirty, speaking 
calmly and naturally as though he was 
reading a book. “ I have just seen the 
Colonel,” ho said; “he lias beon in 
conference with the Commandant, ami 
this is what has been settled. In a 
day or two it is up to us to attack. 
You know the place ami what it all 
means. At such and such an hour 
we shall begin. Very well. Now this 
is what will happen. I shall be tho 
first to leave the trench and go over 
the top, and I shall be killed at once. 
So far so good. I have arranged with 
the two lieutenants for the elder of 
them to take my place. He also will 
almost certainly be killed. Then the 
younger will lead, and after him the 
sergoants in turn, according to their 
age, beginning with the oldest who 
was with me at Saida before the War.-j 
What will be left by the time you have 
reached the point I cannot say, but 
you must be prepared for trouble, as 
there is a lot ot ground to cover, under 
fire. But you will take the point and 
hold it. Fall out.” 

. That oaptain was an “ as.” 


I 8T00D AGAINST THE WINDOW. 

I stood against tho window 
And looked between the bars, 

And there were strings of fairies 
Hanging from the stars; 

Everywhere and everywhere 
In shining swinging chains, 

Like rainbows spun from moonlight 
And twisted into skeins. 

They kept on swinging, swinging, 
They flung themselves so high 

They caught upon tho pointed moon 
And hung across the sky ; 

And when I woke next morning 
Thero still wore crowds and crowds 

In beautiful bright bunches 
All sleeping on the clouds. 

From a conslablo’s evidence:— 

“ In his attempt, to arrant liar she threw 
herself on the ground and triod to smack his 
faoo .”—Weekly Dispatch. 

The long arm of the law resents such 
presumptuous rivalry. 

“ALL KINDS OF DEVILS MADE TO 
ORDER. 


Domestic Intelligence. -&-> Sheffield." 

- . _ r , . The Ironmonger. 

been obliged to°canoel Wfaer engagements This ' ooks uncommonly like an offer 
daring Baby Week.’*—Morning Paper. to trade with the enemy. 


to trade with the enemy. 
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Wife (to warrior, whosepoliteness to the waitress has been duly noted), “ Hull! You SEEM TO 'ave come back ’AEC FltKNCJr." 


THE GIPSY SOLDIER. 


Tin: gipsy wife carue to my door with pegs anti brooms to j 
sell 

They make by many a roadside fire and many a greenwood 
dell. 

With beo-skeps and with baskets wove of osier, rush and 
sodge, 

And withies from the river-beds and brambles from the 
hedge. 

With her stately grace, like Phahaoh’s queen (for all her 
broken shooii), 

You ’d marvel one so tall and proud should ever ask a boon, 

But “ living's dear for us poor folk ” and “ money can't be 
lmd," 

And “her man's in Mospotania” and “ times is cruel bad! ” 

Yes, times is cruel bad, wo know, and passing strange also, 

And it’s strange as anything 1 've heard that gipsy men 
should go 

To lands through which their forbears trod from ^omc 
unknown abode 

The way that ended long ago upon the Portsmouth Road. 

I wonder if the Eastern skies and Eastern odours seem 

Familiar to that gipsy man, as memories of a dream ; 

Does Tigris’ flow stir ancient dreams from immemorial rest 

Ere ever gipsy poached the tryut of Itchon and of Test? 

Doos something in him seem to know those red and arid 
lands 

Whore dust of anoient cities sleeps beneath the drifted sands ? 


Do Kurdish girls with lustrous eyes beneath their drooping 
lids 

And Eastern bahos look strangely like the Missis and the 
kids ? 

I wonder if the waving palms, when desert winds do blow, 
In tliuir dry rustling seem to sing a song ho used to know; 
Or does ho only curse the heat arid wish that he wore laid 
Beneath the spread of Rufus’ oaks or llarewood's bocohon 
shade ? 

.Well, luck be with the gipsy man and lead him safely homo 
To the old familiar caravan and ways he used to. roam, 

And bring him as it brought his sires from their far first 
abode 

To where the gipsy camp-fires burn along the Portsmouth 
Road. ___ C. E. S. 

‘‘The Premier’s principal speech was made in St. Andrew’s Hall, 
Where ho was presented with the b'reedam of tho City.’’ 

Liverpool Lost and Mercury. 
Which ho promptly passed on to the enemy. 

“Skilled non-workers all over the Union have for some time boon 
iji great demand, and enough of them are not available at the present 
tune ."—Hand Daily Mail. 

There are still a few that tho old country could spare. 

“ Rhode Island Red, 200 year old pullets, laying, 5s. each.” 

Nottingham Guardian, 

Wo fancy it must have boon one of those veterans that 
yve met at dinner the other night. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, hdy 2nd .—On the Finance 
Hill Mr. Bonab Law exhibited a con¬ 
ciliatory disposition ; and, indignantly 
disclaiming the character of a kill¬ 
joy, made several welcome conces¬ 
sions to the taxpayer. The late 
increase in the tobacco duty is to 
be halved, so that the modest 
smoker may hope to fill his pipe 
for a penny less per ounce. This 
hope, of course, is dependent upon 
tho decision of the all - powerful 
Trust. 

The Entertainments Tax also is 
to he modified, chiolly in its higher 
regions. Intimately connected with i 
this question is the case of the 
“ deadhead," argued with tho zeal j 
that is according to knowledge by J 
that eminent playwright, Mr. IIem- 
MEitnr., who knows all about tho 
free-list and its services in “en¬ 
abling the management to keep tho 
houso properly dressed”—this re¬ 
fers, of course, to the front of the 
houso—during the doubtful first 
weoks of a new play. , 

Mr. Logom was in bis place again. 

It had boon reported that, conse¬ 
quent upon a hasty pledge to remain 
in Liverpool until ids candidate was 
returned, he was now doomed for 
ever to wander an unquiet sprite 
upon the banks of Mersey. But 
he has wisoly determined that 
Parliament must not sutler to 
please Ids private whim. 

Tuesday, July 3rd .—Tho House of 
Lords was crowded to hear Lord IIab- 
dinge’b comments upon the Mesopo¬ 
tamia Report. Even those critics in 
tho Commons who had declared 
that a civil sorvant should not take 
advautago of his position as a peer 
to mako a personal explanation 
would, 1 think, have had no reason 
to complain of its character. His 
object was not to defend himself, 
but to call attention to the splendid 
services that India had rendered to 
the Empire during the War in other 
fields than Mesopotamia. In his 
own phrase, "India was blod abso¬ 
lutely white during the first few 
weoks of tho War.” 

When tho report comes up for 
formal discussion Lord CimzoN will 
doubtless have something to say, 
and will say it in vigorous fashion. 
To-tlay, with the air and mien of a 
highly respoctablo undertaker, lie 
oontented himself with acknowledging 
LorS Haruinge’s contribution and 
deprecated further debate. 

Lord Robeht Cecil, safely hack from 
his travels, docs not appear to have 
kept himself up to date in the interval, 


for he was ignorant of the refusal of j some lively speeches to-day. Major 
the Allies to allow Greece to sot up Hamilton did not see why farmers 
a republic, although Mr. Kino, with should escape tho tax, and instanced 
his superior sources of information, the case of a potato-grower who had 
knows all about it. made ten thousand pounds out of a 

eouplo of hundred acres. Several 
Members connected with the ship¬ 
ping interest protested against the 
tax. Mr. Leif- Jon eh implied that 
it was more disastrous than the 
U-boats, and Mr. .Houston loudly 
protested at being represented as a 
harpy. 

By these complaints Mr. Bonab 
Law was absolutely unmoved, and 
for vory good reason. He had him¬ 
self a few thousands invested iu 
shipping, and, as he was getting 
about fifty par cent., instead of tho 
modest five per cent, which ho had 
anticipated, he had come to the con¬ 
clusion that even under present con¬ 
ditions the trade was doing pretty 
well. After this confession of an 
involuntary profiteer the Lax was 
agreod to. But tho farmers, with 
next year's Budget in view, are pray¬ 
ing that tho conscientious Chan- 
cellok will not invest his surplus 
profits in land. 

Wednesday, July Ath. —Wo all 
know tho ex-poachor-turnod-gamc- 
keeper. Tho convorso process has 
taken place in tho case of Lord 
Portsmouth, who, when he ceased 
to be a Minister of the Crown, be* 
camo a bitter critic of successive 
Administrations. His complaints 
At 11 io close of Questions a stalwart; of our blockade policy wore frigidly 
young man in khaki advanced to the, acknowledged by Lord Milneh and 
Table, and, amid the cheers of tho Mem-j hotly resented hy Lord Lanbdowne, 
hors and to the obvious delight of Lord upon whom Lord Pobtsmouth’s ruddy 
1 Lobby, who sat beaming with parental! beard always has a provocative effect. 

It is all very well to talk of being 
ruthloss to neutrals, but if we bad 
adopted the noble lord’s policy 
early in tho War would the Union 
Jack and the Stars and Stripes he 
to-day floating side by side all over 
London ? 

Mr. Lynch's latest suggestion for 
the furtherance of his Republican 
propaganda is that the Commxs- 
kioneu of Wobks should remove 
from the streets all statues of de¬ 
ceased monarohs, and replace them 
by those of great leaders of thought. 
Sir Alfred Monu absolutely refused. 
The worst kings sometimes make 
the best statues, and he is not pre¬ 
pared to sacrifice James II. from the 
Admiralty even to put Mr, Lynch 
himself on the vacant pedestal, 

“ P. R.” came up smiling'for another 
round, and, having secured the services 
on this occasion of Mr. Asquith as 
judicious bottle-holder,, was expeofced 
to make * good fight of it. The ex- 
Pkemieb scouted the notion that the 



NO KILLJOY. 
Mu. IiONAit Law. 



parental pride, 

Loitu Derby. 


pride in the Peers' Gallery, added the 
signature “ Stanley ” to a roll which 
has rarely been without 4 , that name 
since “the Rupert of debate” signed 
it there olose on a hundred: years ago. 

Excess profits provided the theme for 
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iC MOKE TUAN I CAN HEAR. WOULD YOU OBLIGE ME BY ASKING THE BAND TO PUT UP A BABBAGE?" 


new plan of voting would till the 
House with freaks and faddists, a 
class from which, ho hiutod, it is 
not, oven under present conditions, 
entirely immune. But the majority 
evidently felt that there could not 
ho much amiss with a system which 
had returned such wise anti patri¬ 
otic persons as themselves to Par¬ 
liament, and they outed P. R. by 201 
to 109. 

Thursday, July bill .—It is hardly 
surprising that the Government has 
decided not to procood at prosent with 
its great scheme of nationalizing the 
liquor-traflic. "The announcement that, 
in order to moot the requirements of 
the harvest-season, the brewers should 
lie allowed to increase tho output of 
beer by one-third, brought a swarm of 
hornots about tlio Chancellor's lioad. 
Mr. Leif-Jones (irreverently known as 
“Tea-leaf Jones ’’) was horrified aff the 
thought that more grain and sugar 
should be diverted to this pernicious 
liquid; Mr. Devlin and other cham¬ 
pions of,the trade woro almost equally 
annoyed because the harvest-beer was 
to bo of a lower specific gravity. The 
storm of “ supplemantaries ” showed 
no sign of abating, until the Speaker, 
who rarely fails to find the appropriate 
phrase, remarked upon “This thirst 
for information,” and ao dissolved the 
House in laughter. 


THE WEARY WATCHER. 

f“ Almost exactly a month ago—on May 30th 
— T advised iny readers to ‘Watch Karolyi, 1 
and now I emphasize tho advice. ”—“ The Club¬ 
man'' m The Evening Standard, July '2nd.] 

Since vory early in tho War 
My Mentors in the Press 
Have never failed in warning me, 

By way of S.O.S., 

To keep my eye on So-and-So 
In times of storm and stress. 

1 think that Winston was the first 
Commended to my gaze, 

But vory soon I found my eyes— 

Tired by the limelight's blaze- 
incapable of following 
11 is strange and devious ways. 

I watched tho Phksioent and thought 
; (Unjustly) lie was canting; 

I watched our late Prime Minister 
When furious scribes were ranting, 
And vigilantly bent my looks 
On Harden and on Branting. 

I watched Jonercu, also Jones 
(Great Kennedy) and Hughes ; 

I sought illumination from 
Bidding's momentous views; 

I watched Freemasons, Socialists, 

And Salonica Jews. 

And lately with emotions which 
Transcend the power of rhymes 


I 've scanned with reverential eye 
Those highly-favoured climes 
Ennobled by the presence of 
Tho ruler of tho Tru-s. 

1 've glued my eye ou socr and sage, 
On Mecca’s bravo Shoiif; 

I ’vo faslonod it ou what’s his-namo, 
Tho famed Albanian chief, 

Till, wearying of the watcher’s task, 
At length 1 crave relief. 

So when I’m hidden at tin's stage 
To start tho game anow 
And koep Karolyi constantly 
And carefully in view, 

I think I’m wholly justified 
In answering, “Nali Poo! ” 

An Equivocal Compliment. 

“ Dundee," suit! one of its lending citizens 
tit tho luncheon, “ will stand by Mr. Churchill 
to tho hist letter.’'- Daily Chronicle. 

Evidently “ 1 ” itself would not sever 
Mr. Churchill's counootion with his 
old friends. 

“ #20 buys a horse, good in his wind, if sold 
at once .”—Canadian 1‘apcr. 

Better not wait <pr his second wind. 

‘‘Coow wanted, first week in August, for 
Lads Brigade Camp, 120 Lads; must be used 
to Field kitchens," 

Manchester Evening Chronicle. 

It looks like being “ bad for the coow." 
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and restless. She needn’t have been- 

GEMS FROM THE JUNIORS. AT THE PLAY. Loyalty would have carried her through 

War Work. “Mbs. Pomeroy's Reputation.” a duller play, to say nothing of her 

War work is whal wiumiou do when Candour (subaoid virtue) compels oharming loots and her queenly way 

their amt otiuff uioii. Or men do it mo to set down that there was nothing of wearing a beautiful gown. Mr. 
too sometimes if they are rather old very notable or novel about the maui- Lownm, as the baronet, made effective 
and weak and cant bo soldiers, but it pulation, by Messrs. Horace Annerley play with a quite impossible part in 
is mostly wimmen. Some war work Vachell aud Thomas Cork, of tho a .quite futile situation, and held the 
you got paid for but some you dont. comedy of needless complications on- reflector up to the best Mayfair Cook- 
lt just dopens whether you are rich titled Mrs. Pomeroy's Reputation. Tho ney with “ Gcorginar explains.” He 
and do V AD or poor and do muni- occasion was chiefly notable for the needn’t apologise; we know it’s true 
sions and things. V \ I) moans some- return of Miss Violet Vanbrugh to to life 1 The piece of acting that most 
thing but 1 forgot wlmt. My brothor active service and the welcome she was cheered me was Mr. Guauame Her- 
says it moans Very Active Damsles but given by her splendidly loyal following, ington as the philanderer’s manser- 
you cant boloive him, and anyway Sir Granville Pomeroy, childless head vant—a very tactful and observant 
no one talks of damsles nowydays of an odious family, has designs on, performance. Mr. Prank Esmond, tho 
besept in potry. If you are a V A I) and for, tho son of his brother's pretty philanderer, seemed ill at oaso (partly 
you have to do as your told just like widow, ho suspecting her to be no art but partly nature, I judged, perhaps 
a soldior but Daddy says fchoy dont do fit aud proper person to bring up a unjustly). Miss Lettice Fairfax as 

Pomeroy. And indeed three the little goose was what I believe is 

known as adequate. T. 


it always, and Mummy says its because young 
they all know a better way 
than tho other persons. But 
then they dont cost anything 
so the hospitle people dont 
mind much. If you do millu¬ 
sions or are a 1ms conductor 
you do got paid so you inaynt 
talk so much or you would get 
sent away. If l didont. have to 
go to scool I would love to bo 
a bus conductor and go rides 
for nothing. 

Phyllis Blake (ago 10). 


My Favrit Hero. 

A Hero js a man you agiuiro 
teribly much or ho can bo in 
a hook. It is rather dificult to 
say who is my favrit Hero, 

There are such a lot of thorn. 

Some are lord French genrol 
Maud King Albert aud tho 
VCs. When I was lit.le I use 
to think tho man who fed the 
Lions at the zoo was the most 
bravest man in the wurld but that was 
ever so long ago before the War. I 
dont no very much about King Albert 
and the Others so 1 wont rilo about 
them. I will rite about lord French. 
1 agmire him most awfuly. I saw him 
once. He was coming from tho camp 
wore my Brother was and he smiled 
at me quite on perpose. But he doesent 
no me realy and praps that wont show 
he is a Hero. But he is one all tho 




The Food Shortage. 

Letter received by a school- 
toachor:— 

"Dear Miss,--Will you please 
lot Bam out about 20 minutes to 12 
o'clock. His Grunina is undergoing 
an operation this morning and l 
want Sam for dinner. 

Yours truly, Mrs.-.” 


From a report of the British 
Music Convention:— 

“ ‘ How the British piano can raise 
the trade to Imperil dignity' was 
the subject of an address.” 

Scotsman. 

Wo hope tho British piano 
will resist the temptation. 


LliXTlCE AND IMPROMPTU DRESSING. 

Lot tine .Mibb Lf.ttice Faikfax. 

Georgina .Miss Vioi.et Vanbhuuii 

Vincent Dampier .Ms. Frank. Esmond. 


“1‘ortobello’s dressing boxes for 
lady bathers are practically ready. 
There arc fifteen boxes at the Band 
Bland enclosure, vory much re¬ 
sembling ballot boxes in size, shape, 
and material.” 

Edinburgh Evening Dispatch. 
short months after her husband’s death A h y t i, ou <,hfc to prepare the new 
she played bridge, bought a kimono votorB £or taking the p l u , lge . 

and an expensive carpet, and, it is said, _:___ 

oven flirted.. Why such recklessness? “The members of the Cabinet occupied 
Well, she discovered a stray daughter specially reserved Heats ill tho choir and lec¬ 


tern, where also the laird Mayor was seated. 

Scotsman. 

A little hard on the eagle. 

From a cinema advertisement:— 
Actual Scenes of our Local Charming 


of her sainted husband. Tho irregular 
mother died, aud of course solid Mrs. 

Pomeroy with the bubble reputation did 
the handsome thing, and shut her mouth 
until the fatal moment in tho Third Act, 

when it all came out. Whereby and „ ,, , . _ , , 

same boons he bad only a weeny litle wherein she discovered that the phil- gg" CoL? Scencr^nlso'predicti^Tw 
Army at the Bogining of the war and andermg Vincent Dampier. could trust Glorious Sunset Scenes that made Sir Alfred 
lie helped them to hold tito until more whore the solomf? Man rice Randall Turner * famous. West Country Paper, 
Mon oame. Or the Germans would could not. As a side issue the blame- qq 1G General will bo pleased. 

less baronot had a little goose to wifo, 

who went to Dampier's ^Maidenhead «To-day the weather has cleared, but the 
bungalow and foil into tho liver. Elabo- record according to a correspondent who, 
rate lies to explain quite Isimple situ- signing himself the 'oldeet iimbRaat,’ has 

Wt~~ Nosjer M *0 save a has now been oasily beaten ” 


have wun. Ho was only sir then now 
he is ft lord. 

Molly Pritchard (age 7A). 

“Berlin declares that the ‘Russians have 
begun an offensive which extends from tho 
Upper Stokhod to Stanislau, a distance of over little goose, 
125 metres .”—Daily Telegraph. 


worst. Moral: 


Never believe what Berlin says. 


Rangoon Times , 

Miss Violet Vanbrugh »ivfts patently The oldest inhabitant, however, is still 
nervous with her part, tlr little jerky undefeated. , 
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MY GUTHBEBT. 

Fob months 1 had boon chasing Cuth- 
bert. 1 had a store of withering phrases 
burning to be poured over bis unmen¬ 
tionable head. Last Tuesday my oppor¬ 
tunity arrived, 

A stranger was sitting comfortably 
in a deck-chair watching the vacant 
courts at the tennis club. His keen 
bronzed face and his obviously athletic 
body, clothed in white flannel, brought 
back to me the far days when the sharp 
clean crack in the adjoining bold told 
of a loose one which had been got 
away square. 

I looked at him again and thought 
how glad he must be to get into mufti 
for a few days. T tell you this to show 
iiow unprejudiced I was. The only 
other signs of life wore the two super 
aborigines who inhabit the croquet 
patch and detest all ollio'r mankind. 
I approached one of thorn warily and 
asked a question. IJe regarded me with 
a bilious and suspicious eye. 

“ Nothing whatever to do with the 
Army," ho snapped, and a Prussian- 
blue opponent was smacked off into an 
arid and hoopless wasto. 

“ Ah ! ” I exclaiinod, “ then he '■# 
only a rabbit after all.” 

Tl.o old thing gave me an unfriendly 
glance and then missod liis hoop badly. 
I strolled across and sat down beside 
the newcomer. He smiled at me in 
a frank and disarming manner. 

“ What do you think of our courts ? ” 
I said by way of a start. 

“Top-holo,” he replied; "I’inlooking 
forward to some jolly games on ’em.” 

His obvious disregard of perspective 
annoyed me. In our village, tennis is 
now played for hygienic reasons only. 

"I’m afraid we can’t offer you much 
of a game,” I said. "You see there’s 
a war on, and—but perhaps I can fix 
up a single for you after tea with old 
Patterby. ■ I believe he was very hot 
stuff in the seventies.” 

“ That’s very good of you. I expect 
he ’ll knock my head off; 1 ’in no use 
at the game yet.” 

He spoke as though on endless and 
blissful period of practice was in front 
of him. 



< 5 , 4 - STtrM** . 


T?’ 

“ Ole Bill Bek 'jo 'abdlx neveb sees ’is Missus nah." • 

“Oh! ’Ow'b that, then?" 

"Cos SHE’S ALL MOBNIK' AN’ ABTEBNOON IN A SVG All CUE, AND *E 'S ALL EVENIN’ IN 
A BKEll CUE." 


"I suppose you.’ll be going back “I’m afraid so—er—that is, of is that nowadays, owing to its uigent 
soon ?" course, only one of them really.” and unadvertiseil affairs, we seldom 

”Back where?” "Only one of them?” I repeated have an opportunity iri our villago of 

"I mean ypur leave will be lip." vaguely. meeting the Senior Service. But I feel 

"Ohr, I’m out of a job just now.” “Yes, Fritzie got it at Jutland; but convinced that the irascible Methuselah 
Sp it was genuine blatant indiffor- these new mark gadgets ate top-holo. on the croquet ground was purposely 
enee. I looked round for something I can nearly dance the fox-trot wjth and maliciously guiltfr pf xuppressto 
with which to slay him. mine already.” veri. cs= ——as==sa 

"I wonder,” lie said thoughtfully,! He stretched out the gadget in ques- 
"if I shall ever find my tennis legs tion and patted it affectionately. “Wasted, ^ood Man, to cut, make, and 

again," ■ * . • * The ensuing moment I count as the tnw **-»■• 

“Have you lost them?" I asked worst cmeI have ever known. I had In Yorkshire the new policeman's lot 
sarcastically. forgotten the Nayy. My only excuse j doesn’t seem to - be a yery happy one. 
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HEART-TO-HEART TALKS. 


act on that principle anti here I am. And poor Russian 
Nickie has had an oven worse fall- all through believing 
(The German CitowN Phince and Ex-Knnj Constantine.) ] m d th 0 people on his side. 

Crown Prince. My poor old Tino, you arc certainly not C. P. Well, but I know they’re all fond of mo; hut my 
looking yourself. Have a drink? All-Highest Ono may get knocked out before I got my 

Tino. No, thank you. I really don't feel up to it. chance, and may carry mo down with him. 

0. P. But that’s the moment of all others when you Tino. Well, we must try to bear up, oven if ho should 
ought to lake one. It's good stuff too—bubbly wine out go the way Nickie has gone. In the meantime the War 
of the cellar of one of my French chateaux. Come, 1 '11 doesn’t look particularly promising, does it ? 
pour you out a glass. C. P. Il certainly doesn’t; and the Americans will be 

Tino. Well, if I must I must (drinks). Yes, Lliero's no at our throats directly. Bo you know, J never thought 
fault to ho found with it. very much of Hindknburo. 

C. P. You're looking bettor already. Now you can toll Tmo. I suppose you know someone who is younger and 


mo all about it. 

Tino (bitlerln). Oh, there’s not much to loll, cxcopt that 
1 was lured on by' tho prouiiso of help, and when the crisis 
came there was no help, and so I had to go. 

C. P. ( humviimj an air). And so, and so 

Ho had, he had to go. 

Tino. I bog your par -' A 

don. ! / , 

C. P. Sorry, old man, 
but the Words fitted into 
tho tune so nicely I really 
couldn’t resist trying it. 

Fire ahead. 

Tino. 1 said, I think, 
that I was promised help. 

C. P. Yes, you said 
that all right. 

Tmo. And I added 
that there was no help 
when the trouble came. 

V. P. You said “cri¬ 
sis,” not “trouble,” but 
wo won’t insist on a trifle 
like that. Who was tho 
rascal who broke his 
promise and refused to 
help you ? 

Tino. You know well 
enough that it was your 
most gracious father. 

C. P. What! Tho 
All-Highest! Tho Inmostly Beloved! The Beyond 



could do it much hotter. 

“ Tlio diiTortme between tho classical Arabic and tho colloquial is 
f:ir greotor than that between tho Greek o£ (.'lecro and tho Greek of, 
let us say, M. Gounuris.' ’—'The Near East. 

Of course there is also the difference of accent,, Cicero 

spoke Crock with a slight 
vy • . Itomau accent and M. 

'= 3r 11 Counahis speaks it with 

a strong German one. 

“ Two van-loads of shrapnel 
bullets woro stopped by de- 
teetivos in Prospect Street, 
Rotlierhitho.’’ 

Morning Paper. 

Tough fellows, these de¬ 
tectives. Stopping a 
single bullet would put 
most men out of action. 




SOMEWHERE Cl’ NORTH. 

Naval Officer (to native). ’I'YN YOC TELL ME V HE UK THE GOLF COV11SB IB?" 
Native. " You T.E ON THE 1‘lllST UBEEN THE NOO. YOS ’8 THE FLAG OWJSR 
THF. I1AC1 O’ THAT STANK." 


"Wanted, Cottage or two 
Double-bedded Rooms, in 
country river, 20-30 miles 
from Birmingham, first foit 
night of August." 

Daily Post (Birmingham). 

So convenient for friends 
to drop in. 


“If the latest air raid does 
not malm the British bull-dog 
show his talons in a way that 

we have up till now wished ho might never do, well nothing will.” 

Jierwiclc Journal. 


All-Powerful ! Was if really ho? And you boliuved 
him, did you? What a cunning old fox it is, to he sure. With his now pedal equipment 111© British bull-dog should 
lino. You permit yourself to speak very lightly of the Bio Gorman oagle pause. 

August One, who also happens to be your father. 

C. P. To tell you tho truth, I don't take him as seriously We arc asked to state that a recently published work on 
as lie takes himself. Nobody could. . Bed* and Hunts (Methuen) is not a companion-volume 

Tino. After what has happened 1 certainly shall not to Minor Horror* of Tier, 
again. It's entirely owing to him that I've lost my king¬ 
dom and that the hateful Yenimelos is hack in Athens 


and that Alexander is seated on my throne. If your 
beloved father had only teTt me alone I should have worried 
through all right. 

C. P. I always tell him he tries to do loo much, hut lie’s 
so infatuated with being an Emperor that there's uphold¬ 
ing him. You know lie’s absolutely convinced that lie and 
the Almighty are on special terms of partnership. 

Tmo. \’ve dono a hit myself in that line and i know it 
doesn’t pay. 

C. P. I daresay I sliull do it when my time comes. 

Tmo. If it ever comes. 

C. P. If it depended on mo alone things would go all 
right. 1 ’m told the people like me, and evo'n the Socialists 
swear by me. * 

lino. How can you believe such nonsense? I tried to 


TO THE MEN WHO HAVE DIED FOR ENGLAND. 

All ye who fought since England was a name, 

Because Her soil was holy in your eyes ; 

Who hoard Her summons and confessed Her claim, 
Who flung against a world's time-hallovv’d lies 
The truth of English freedom—fain to give 

Those last lone moments, caroloss of your pain, 
Knowing that only so must England live 
And win, by sacrifice, the right to reign— 

Be glad, that still the spur of your bequest 
Urges your heirs their threefold way oloug— 

: The way of Toil that craveth not for rest, 

i» Clear Honour, and stark Will to punish wrong 1 
Tho seed ye sow’d God quicken’d with His Breath ; 
Tho crop hath ripen'd—lp, there is no death ! « 
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Thu Links hium*. dkvoted to Am.oimf.nta, Nfa, and Muk. Bllnkkii-Hiiownk imatiihk aitidvh 8'iotb, with the idea ok filmncj 

TJIKIK HARRIOT WITH PO I'ATOKA AT TIIH BAMK TIME. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clarks.) 

Marmatluke (Ukinka(Ann) has this peculiarity, that t.lio 
title role is l>y no moans its most important or inloresting 
clinractor. Indeed it might with more propriety have been 
called Marnon, since hers is not only the central figure in 
the plot, but emphatically the one ovor which Mrs. F. A. 
Steel has expended most care and affection. Moreover 
the untimely death of Mar mad like loaves Marriott to carry 
on tbo story for several chapters practically single-handed. 
I am bound to say, however, that at no stage did she get 
much help from her colleagues, all of whom —the gouty 
old father and his intriguing wifo, the faithful servant, 
ovon debonair Marmatluke himsolf—bear a certain air of 
familiarity. But if frequent usage has something lessened 
their vitality, Marrion is a living and crcdibla human being, 
whether as daughter of a supposed valet, adoring from afar 
the gay young ensign, or as the unacknowledged wife of 
Mannaduke and mothor of his child, or later as an army 
nurse arnid the horrors of Crimean mismanagement. Later 
still, when'the long arm of coincidence (making a greater 
stretch than I should havo expected under Mrs. Sturt's 
direction) brought Man ion to tho bedside of her parent in 
a hospital tent, and converted her into a Polish princess, 
I lost a little of my whole-heartod belief in her actuality. 
There are really two parts to the talo—the Scotch court¬ 
ship, with its intrigues, frustrated elopements, et hoc genus 
mine ; and the scenes, very graphically written, of active 
service at Varna and Inkerman. I will not pretend that 


the two parts are specially coherent; but at loast Mrs. Steel 
lias given us some exceedingly interesting pictures of a 
period that our novelists have, on the whole, unaccountably 
neglected. 

The Experiments of Ganymede, liunn (Hutchinson) is 
like to command a wide audience. Its appeal will equally 
bo to the lovers of Irish scenes, to those who affect stories 
about horses and bunting, and to tbo countless myriads 
who are fond of imagining what they would do witli an 
unexpected legacy. It was this last that happened (o 
Ganymede , who was left seventeen thousand pounds by an 
aunt called Juno (tbo names of this family aro not tbo least 
domain! that Miss Dorothea Conyers makes upon your 
credulity). My montior. of horses and Ireland shows you 
what be does with bis money, and where. It docs not, 
however, indioate tho result, which is a happy variant 
upon what is usual in such cases. You know already, 1 
imagine, the special qualities to bo looked for in a tale by 
Miss Conyers— chief among thorn a rather baffling inability 
to lio a straight course. If I may borrow a metaphor from 
her own favourite theme, she is for over dashing off on 
some alluring cross-scent. Moro important, fortunately, 
than this is the enjoyment which *sbe cloarly has in 
writing her stories and passes briskly on to the roador. 
There’s a fine tang of the open-air about them, and a 
smell of saddle-leather, that many persons will consider 
well worth alt the intricacies of your problem-novelists. I 
had the idea that lior honest vulgar little legatee and his 
speculations as a horse-breeder might make a good subjoct 
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for a character-comedian; but I suppose tho late Loud Mr. Will Irwin’s war-book naturally divides itself into 
George Banger is the only man who could have produced two parts, since ho was lucky enough to get near the 

tho right equine cast. Front both about Verdun during tho great attack, and with 

_ _ the Alpini fighting on “tho roof of Armageddon.” To these 

The component elements of The White lie ok (Charman brave and picturesque friends of ours he dedicates his study, 

r« n » t r \ J «» ilm «.! ... 1 I it 7 >1 /l.l ft 4 i 1 im\ V nil tviunf tint m.inU 


and Hall) may be summarised in the picturesque argot of 
Army Ordnance somewhat as follows : Chinamen, inscrut¬ 
able, complete with mysterious drugs, one ; wives, mis¬ 
understood, Mark I, one; husbands, unsympathetic (for 
purposes of assassination only), one; ingenues, Mark II, 
one; heroes, one; squires, brutal, one; murders of sorts, 
throe; ditto, attempted, several. Tho inscrutable one is 
responsible for all the murders. Only the morcst accident, 
it seems, prevents him from disposing of the few fortunate 
characters who survive to the concluding chapters of the 
story. He narrowly misses tho misunderstood wife (now 
a widow, thanks to his kind offices), and his failure to bag 
the hero and ingenue (together with a handful of sub¬ 
sidiary characters) is only a matter of minutes. There is 
almost a false note about tho last chapter, in which the 
Oriental commits suicide 
before he has completed 
his grisly task ; hut it was 
obviously impossible for 
anyone in tho book to live 
happily ever after so long 
us he remained alive. Just 
how Mr. Harris Bum, and 
and the villainous fig¬ 
ment of his lively ima¬ 
gination perform these 
deeds of dastard-do is not 
for me to reveal. The 
publishers modestly claim 
that in the school of 
Wilkie Collins this 
author has few rivals. An 
regards complexity of plot 
the claim is scarcely sub¬ 
stantiated by the volume 
before mo; but if blood¬ 
shed be the food of fiction 
Mi'.Burland may slay on, 
secure in his pre-eminence. 



The Latin at War (Constable). You must not expect much 
of that inside information which the author, as an American 
journalist, must have been sorely tempted to produce, 
indeed he has little to offer us that has not been common 
property of the Correspondents for long enough, and several 
of his descriptions (his picture of a glacier, for one), given 
with a rather irritatingly childlike air of now discovery, can¬ 
not escape the charge of commonplace. But his reflections, 
for once in a way the better half of experience, more than 
make good this defect. His essay on Paris, for instance— 
“ tho city of unshed tears "—is something more than inter¬ 
esting, and his analysis of the cause of the successes of tho 
French army, in the face of initial defects of material, even 
bettor. The author of Westward Ho!, considering the 
Spanish and English navies of Elizabeth’s time, found pre¬ 
cisely tho same contrasted 
elements of autooracy and 
brotherlinesa producing 
just those results that we 
find respectively in tho 
German and French forces 
of to-day — on tho one 
hand a mochanical per¬ 
fection of command, on 
the othor an informed 
equality which, somehow, 
does not make against 
efficiency whilst fostering 
individuality. Mr. Irwin 
hardly refers to our own 
Army; but one is thank¬ 
ful to remember that dis¬ 
cipline by consent, one of 
the virtues 6f true demo¬ 
cracy, is not the exclusive 
tradition of our French 
allies. 


[Owing to a scarcity of literary matter at the Front, our soldiers are 
sometimes reduced to telling each other tales.J 
Private Jones. “And sub ba.yb, 1 Oh I wot honkin’ cheat eves you 

’AVE, GRANDMOTHER! ’ AND THE WOLF, ’JB SAYS, ‘ALL THE BETTER TER 
SEE YEU WIV, MY DEAR.’ ” 


The Itcv. Frank Far¬ 
mer, hero of Mr. Bichard Marsh’s The Deacon's 
Daughter (Lono), was tho youthful, good - looking and 
eloquent Congregationalist minister of the very local 
town of Brasted, and the ladies of his flock adored him. 
So earnestly indeed did they adore him that, after lie 
had preached a stirring series of sermons on the evils of 
gambling, they decided to subscribe and send him for a 
holiday to Monte Carlo. On his return he was to preach 
another course of sermons, which "would rouse the national 


A London Posy (Mills 
and Boon) is a story with 
at least an original setting. 
So far as T know, Miss Sophie Cole is the first novelist 
to group her characters about an actual London house 
preserved as a memorial to former inhabitants. The 
liouse in question is that in Gough Square, where Dr. 
Johnson lived, and two of the chief characters are George 
Constant, the curator, and his sister, to whom the shrine 
is the most precious object in life (“housemaid to a 
ghost," one of tho othor personages rathor prettily calls 
her). It therefore may well bo that to ardent devotees of 


conscience and, with God’s blessing, the conscience of all the great lexicographer this story of what might have 
Europe.” Possibly you can guess what happened to him; happened in his house to-day will make a stronger appeal 
I did, and I am not a good guesser. The Lev. Frank J*ad than was the case with mo, who (to speak frankly) found 
never been out of England, and he found Monte Carlo in- it ft trifle dull. It might bo said, thougli perhaps unkindly, 
habited by ladies who made him blush. He could not that Miss Cole looks at life through such feminine eyes 
understand their bold ways, so different from the manner of that all her characters, male and female, are types of perfect 
the Brasted maidens. One of them laid especial siege to womanhood. In Denis Laurie, the gentle essayist and 


realuse, one might expect to find some feinifiine attributes; 
but even the bolder and badder lots, whose task it is to 
supply the melodramatic relief, struck me as oddly unvirile. 
Btit this is only a personal view. Others, as I say, may 


him and assured him that he had “la veine." At first 
I am inclined to believe that he thought she was talking 
of something varicose, but when ho understood what she 
meant lie was at her mercy. In short he tried his luck, 
to the dismay of his conscience but with prodigious benefit find this very gentle story of mild loves and two deserted 
to his pocket. His return to Brasted is described with wives a refreshing contrast to the truths, so much stranger 
excellent irony. and more lurid than any fiction, by which We Me surrounded. 
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faction by several dogs, who have now over ordinary people when it comes to 
GHAKIVAHIA. promised to cut out postmen from their thinking out things. 

It is reported that the Emperor of menu. 


China has joined the Boy Scoot move¬ 
ment. 


* * 

* 


Some explanation of the Kaiser's 
anxiety for peace and the German 
Chancellor's statement in the Reich- 
stag has just come to hand. It ap- 


At the St. Pancrag Tribunal Inst 
When the Middlesex Sessions were week an applicant said his only re- 
about to commence, a bell warning maining partner had been ill in hod for 
people of tbo air raid was sonndod, and some weeks, and the Chairman of the 
the Justices immediately advised people Tribunal promptly remarked, “Obvi- 
to take shelter. No notice was taken ously a sleeping partner.” This joke 
of the suggestion made by several has been duly noted by a well-known 


pears from The Boston Christian Science prisoners who expressed tho view that revue manager, and as soon as a cast 



has been engaged an entiroly new and 
topical review will be written round it. 

sjt * 

• * 

The policy of air reprisals advocated 
by a section of the Press has found 
much support. Indeed one 
prominent pacifist has even 
1 threatened to put out his tongue 
at tho next covey of enemy 
aeroplanes which visits this 
counti y. ... ... 


Tho raspberry crop in Scot¬ 
land is to be taken over by 
Lord Bhondda. The rumour 
that it is to be used for Army 
jam has had a most demoralis¬ 
ing effect upon the market in 
I imported tomatoes. 

Mysteriously, in the night, a 
1 pile of shells representing 
i thirteen thousand eggs was do- 
! posited on a common outside 
i Munich. This evidence of at 
! least one citizen’s return to the 
breakfast has 


given 

hopes 


Monitor that Mr. Charlie Chaplin is the safest place was tho street, 
about to join the Army on tho side of %* 

the Allies. * In view of the fact that the animals 

* at tho Zoological Gardens are on war 

A baker lias been fined ten shillings, rations, tho R.S.P.G.A. especially re- 
for selling War bread which 
was overweight, thereby un¬ 
necessarily endangering tho lives 
of his customers. 

* * 

* 

Cigars in Germany aro now 
being made of cabbage or hay 
flavoured with strawberry leaves. 

Another march is thus stolen on 
British manufacturers, most of 
whom still cling obstinately to ; 
the superstition that a slight { 
flavour of tobacco is necessary, 

* v 

“ How pathetic it is to sec 
six small farmers sending six 
small carts with six small con¬ 
signments along tho same road 
to tho same station twice a 
day,” said Lord Sklhohne at 
the Agricultural Organisation 
Society. Almost as pathetic as 
seeing six fat middlemen mak¬ 
ing six fat profits before the 
stuff reaches the consumer. 

* * 

* 

Wo fear that some of our 
Metropolitan magistrates arc 
losing their dash. At a police 
court last week a man who 
pretended to foretell the future 
was fined two pounds, and the 
magistrate forgot to ask the 
prisoner to prophesy how inueh he was quest very stout people not to cause It is roportod that two Leicestershire 

going to be fined. annoyance to tho tigers by parading farm labourers have brought up twenty- 

up and down in front of their cages. nine children between thorn. It is hoped 

Adequate arrangements are being *.,> that the news will not cause any allot- 

made, says Sir Cecil H. Smith, to pro- During the last air raid the windows meat enthusiasts to abandon their 

tect the National Gallery from air-raids, of one house were blown outwards, the holdings. v 

The intention, it is thought, is to dis- plaster and ceilings fell, and doors woro * 

guise it as a moving picture palace. thrown off their hinges, and yet the Another hotel has been command- 

*„* occupant—a woman—experienced aur- eered by the National. Service Depart- 

A great impetus has been given to prise on hearing that the house had merit. The task of preparing lists of 
the teaching of singing since it has been struck by u bomb. She was under men and women who would bo willing 
been pointed out that at the Guildhall the impression that a new bus route to perform National Service if they were 
School of Music a woman wont on had been opened. not already engaged in it is assuming 

singing until the enetay aeroplanes colossal proportions, 

wore driven away from London. “ Candidates for the diplomatic ser- 

n , . , ,± „ , , v j® e> says Lord Robbet Cecil, ‘‘will A Chinese butcher’s reply to a oom- 

Certain meatstufts unfit for human after the War bo largely drawn from plaint of short wei-dit ■— 

U th ° P 1 r8 T ?* talel jY’ k , n0wn , “Butcher said he had gave to your coolie 

manufacture of dog biscuits. The news who first thought of this, but it just wi u, f U p WC j gb t an a expecting your coolie 
lias been reoeived with much satis- shows what a pull politicians have fall down some of them on the road.” 


i pre-war 

j rise in somo quarters to 
1 of an early peace. 


Teuton writes: “I am sad at heart, deah Grktchen. 
Despite mv weak siuht thev Have for bomb season 

DRAFTED ME INTO THE SHOCK TBOOl'B.” 


It must have been something 
more than carelessness that 
caused an evening contemporary 
to announce in a recent edition : 
“ Sinco the commencement of 
! the War three solicitors have 
| become brigandiers.” 
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LESSONS OF THE WAR. 

ii. 

[The Ophir Gold Pantomime Syndicate 

issues its Preliminary Instructions 

/or the Production of its Annual 

Pantomime.) 

Phemminmiy Jnhtkuotions. 

O.G.P.S. 42/B/26. 

November 20th, 1919. 

1. General Outline. 

It is Hie intention of tho Ophir 
Gold Pantomime Syndicate to 
attack and capture the Public 
Favour on tho night of tho 20/27 
December, 1919. 

As foreshadowed in tho preliminary 
Press Notices (which will he 
issued later) tho production will 
outstrip all previous productions 
both in wit and sjjlendour. 

The Preliminary Bombardment will 
be carried out by Press Agents 
of all calibres. 

Tho General Scheme will be as laid 
down in the West-End Managers’ 
Standard Formation of Panto¬ 
mimes. 

Zero time will probably be at 7 r.M. 

If the operation is successful it will 
be repouted daily until further 
(fortnight’s) notice, and every en¬ 
deavour will bo made to oxploit 
the success to the full. 

2. Advertisements. 

No opportunity for advertisement will 
be neglected. 

Advance Agents will reconnoitre the 
ground thoroughly and secure tho 
best hoardings available. 

The Loading Lady will lose her 
jewels not later than 4 r.M. on 
December 22nd. “ Q." will ar¬ 
range for tho necessary publicity. 

3. Chorus. 

Will consist of One Section Blondes 
and Brunettes, One Section Po- 
tites and One Section “ Stunners ” 
(see Standard Formation, para. 
3a). Category “B” will be at 
the back. Category “ B ’’ of last 
year’s Chorus will bo transferred 
to tho Pantomime Employment 
Company. 

4. Scenery. 

Tho S.E. (Scenic Engineers) will co¬ 
operate by improvising now scen¬ 
ery out of last yoar's production 
as far as possible. 

5. Discipline. 

Tho stage-manager will be responsible 
for tho strictest discipline being 
maintained during performances, 
ami will put up a barrage of iu- 
vective at the slightest signs of 
slackness. 


G. Intedligcnce. 

Ground observers will be sent out to 
note the effect of the comodians’ 
gaga upon tho audience. Thoy 
will report any impropriety at 
ouco to the Manager, who will 
at once take stops to improvo 
upon it. 

7. Police. 

Special Mounted Polieo will assist the 
doorkeeper to collect all stragglers 
at the Stage Door and will cause 
them to bo returned to tboir pa¬ 
ternal units (if their credentials 
are not satisfactory). 

8. Dressing-rooms. 

Disputes over dressing-rooms will 
bo arranged between the artistes 
concerned. 

9. Artistes. 

The Fairy Queen will be specially 
omployed to create a diversion 
while the Palace Scene is being 
set behind. 

The Demon King will put a few 
heavies across in the Grotto 
Scene. 

The Eight Atirial Girlies (under the 
direction of tho O.C. Flying Corps 
de Ballet) will make a personal 
roconnaissanco of tho front rows 
of the Stalls in “Tho Fairies' 
Bower” Scene. 

The eyes of the Chorus will bo worn 
in the “alert” position during 
performances. 

10. Principals. 

Artistes will submit for approval not 
later than the 10th December the 
details of their songs and dances. 
Comodians well also submit their 
“ gags ’’ and comic scenes for blue- 
penciiling. This is merely a mat¬ 
ter of form and the stiictest 
secrecy as to their real inten¬ 
tions will bo preserved in order 
that the principle of “springing 
it on one anothor” should be 
maintained. 

If twenty people arofouud in tho bar 
during a comedian’s turn he is 
liable to summary dismissal. 

Cross-talk Machino Fun Fire will be 
under direction of O.C. Gags. 

11 . Music. A 

Choruses and incidentals will bo 
original. That is to say, they 
will be takon from last year’s 
MSS. and tho crotchets moved 
up one space and the quavers 
down one space. 

12. Rehearsals. 

A .hot meal will bo aorved after mid¬ 
night rehearsals and taxis will be 
providod for those who care to 
pay for them. “Q ” will arrange. 


13. The Audience. 

Hostile retaliation is not anticipated, 
hut arrangements will be made to 
deal summarily with any counter¬ 
attack. O.C. Chuckers-Out will 
arrange. 

14. Organisation. 

Tho goodwill and earnest co-opera- 
tion of all are solicited to achieve 
lho success which will he advan¬ 
tageous to all, especially to the 
philanthropic Directors, who are 
poor men and cannot really 
afford it. 

Copies to : — Issued at 4 r.M. 
All Concerned. 

(Signed) Etc., etc., etc. 

HAVE YOU WATCHED THE FAIRIES? 

Have you watched the fairios whou the 
rain is dono 

Spreading out their littlo wings to dry 
them in tho sun ? 

I have, 1 have! Isn’t it fun? 

Have you heard the fairios all among 
tho lioios 

Singing littlo fairy tunes to littlo fairy 
rhymes ? 

I have, I have, lots and lots of times. 

Have you seen the fairies dancing in 
the air 

And dashing off behind tho stars to tidy 
up their hair ? 

I have, 1 have; I've been there! 

War the Bejuvenator. 

“ Rear-Admiral Sims ... is 69 years old 
and will 1>L‘ 58 next October." 

Saturday Evening 1'osl. 

“Miss-played the other works men¬ 

tioned also, 1ml while Miss —— can play those 
bettor than most—by far-she brings the 
rarest of fresh-air feeling into her playing of 
Bach's 1 O Si Sic Gin nos.’ ”— Daily Telegraph. 

What wo want to bear is Offenbach's 
Mens Sana in corpore sano. 


“ A personal experience in a large office not 
1,000 miles from whore the bombs fell. Not a 
sign of panic ; hardly oven of alarm." 

The Globe. 

We have heard of places not even 100 
miles away where equal intrepidity 
was displayed. 

“ UnIVKUKITY OF JilUSTOL CONTINGENT O.T.C. 

Recruiting —Suitable candidates for admis¬ 
sion should bo under the age of 7 yours and 9 
months, except, in the coao of former mombors 
of a junior contingent,” 

Bristol Evening News. 

Tho result of Baby Week at Bristol, 

General von Blume says America’s 
intervention is no more than “a straw." 
But which straw ? The last? 
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Promt J‘iv<!/if'cr. “What no vou think or that jnou a now potato? ’ 

Friend. "It’s not a nkw potato. You’vjs shown it to *m thihck times alheady.” 


PHILIP. 

Philip is the morose but rather drossy 
foreigner who resides in a cage on tlio 
verandah. Miss Ropes, who owns him 
ntul ought to know, says he is a Grey 
Cardinal, but neither his voracious 
appetite for caterpillars nor his grue¬ 
some manner of assimilating thorn are 
in the least dignified or ooclosiostical. 
It takes the unremitting efforts of Miss 
.Ropes and tho entire available strength 
of convalescent officers (after deducting 
tho playors of bridge, the stalkers of 
rabbits and the jig-saw squad) to sup¬ 
ply Philip with a square meal. 

Recently a caterpillar famino began 
to make itself felt in the parts of the 
garden near the house, and the en¬ 
thusiasm of the collectors evaporated 
at tho prospect of searching farthor 
afield. 

Ansell was the first to cry off. 

“ T’m sorry, Miss Ropes,” he said 
firmly, “ hut 1 havo an instinctive anti¬ 
pathy to reptiles.” 

“ They aren't—they ’re insects.” 

“ In that case,” ho replied still more 
firmly, “the shrieks of the little crea¬ 
tures when Philip gets 'em rend my 


heart strings. I don’t think the doctor 
would approve.” 

Iiayues suggested that Philip’s be¬ 
haviour savoured of unpatriotisrn, and 
that the one thing needful was the 
immediate appointment of a caterpillar 
controller. Miss Ropes countered this 
by electing herself to the post, and 
declaring that tho supply was adequato 
to meet all demands, as soon as the 
regrettable strike of transport-workers 
was settled. 

“ Don’t you think," I said, “ that 
it would be very much nicer—for Philip 
—if lie were allowed to forage for him¬ 
self? Wo had a bullfinch once who 
spent his days in the garden and always 
catno back to the cage at night.” 

This apposite though untrue anecdote 
obviously impressed the lady, but she 
decided that Philip was too precious to 
bo made the subject of experiment. 
Tho transport-workers then returned 
to their labours, under protest. 

Howover, a day or two later Fate 
played into our hands. Miss Ropes 
herself inadvertantly left th*e cage door 
open, and Philip escaped. The entire 
establishment devoted the day to his, 
pursuit, without buccoss ; but in the' 


evening the truant, dissipated and dis- 
tonded, lurched into his cage of his own 
accord and wont instantly to sleep. 

Encouraged by his return and by tho 
regular habits of my hypothetical bull¬ 
finch, Miss Ropes lot him out again 
next day. This time he did not come 
back. 

“ Probably he‘s sleeping it off some¬ 
where,” said Haynes cheerfully. “ He ’ll 
be back to-morrow.” 

However lie wasn’t. Miss Ropes 
had his description posted up in the 
village, and next day a telephone mes¬ 
sage informed us that a suspicious 
red-headed character answoring to the 
specification was loitering near the 
“ Waggon and Horses,” and was being 
kept under observation. Miss Ropes 
and Haynes wont off to arrest him, but 
hardly had they disappeared down the 
drive when Philip in person appeared 
on the lawn. 

This gave our Randy man, James, his 
chance. Jatnos simply loves to mako 
himself useful. If anybody wants any¬ 
thing done he can always rely on James 
to do it by a more complicated method 
and with more trouble to himself than 
the ordinary man could conceive. His 
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education is generally understood to 
have consisted o£ an exhaustive study 
of tho “ How-To-Mako ” column in the 


Boys' Own Paper, completed by a short 
course of domestic engineering under- 
Mr. W. Heath Robin son. 

Wo first know that ho had under¬ 
taken the case when we hoard his voice 
excitedly telling us not to move. Natur¬ 
ally we all turned to look at him. He 
had got a butterfly net from some¬ 
where and was lying flat on his tummy 
and whistling seductively an alleged 
imitation of Philip’s usual remark. 
Philip, about thirty yards away, was 
eyeing him witli contempt. 

Suddenly James gathered his limhs 
borieath him, sprang up, galloped ton 
yards and flung himself down again, 
panting loudly. Philip, surprised and 
alarmed, took refuge in a tree, where¬ 
upon James abandoned tho stalk (blam¬ 
ing us for having frightened Philip 
away) and retired to think of another 
scheme. 

Boon he reappeared with some pieces 
of bamboo and a square yard of white 
calico, sat down solemnly in the voran 
dab and l>ogan to sow. 

“ Is it a white flag? Aro you going 
to parloy with him, or what?” asked 
An sell. 

“Trap,” replied .Tamos shortly. 

Wo watched with silent, interest while, 
ho got more and more entangled in his 
contrivance. 

"1 hopo Philip ’ll know how to woik 
the machine,” said I, ‘‘because I’m 
sure I shouldn’t.” 

At last it was finished, and James 
took it out and set it. Ho disguisod it 
(rather thinly) with half-a-dozen oak 
leavos and baitod it with a lot of cater¬ 
pillars, and retired behind a troe with 
the end of a long piece of string in his 
hand. 

“ Whon Philip walks up to tho trap,” 
he explained, “ ho starts eating the 
caterpillars. I pull tho string, and ho 
is caught in the calico. It’s called a 



Manager oj Labour Exchange (to man whom hr has sent to a job Jor“an lutrlligi nt 
labourer to assist the demonstrator of tanks • one who can hold his tongue about the uoi k "j. 
“Well, Mike, now’s wvebything uoino?” 

Mike (confidentially). “Faith, but they‘be a head i'ail.ltie, Soldi. Why. thuei: 
WEEKS I’Vl'l UKICN ON THlM TANKS AND NIVEB WAN HAS BIZ Old-’ *1 HE OllOUND YJ4T.” 


bow-net.” 

lie waited patiently for an hour-and- 
a-half, except for a short break while ho 
rounded up the caterpillars, who, not 
knowing tho rules, had walked away. 
Then wo took tho luncheon interval; 
scores, James (in play) 0; Philip 0. 

“ I don’t see,” said Ansell soon after 
the resumption, “ why poor old James 
should do all the work. Let’s all help.” 

We bogan by posting an appeal in 
prominent spots about the grounds;— 
Philip—I f this should meet the 
eye of. Return to your sorrowing 
family, when all will oe forgotten and 
forgiven and no questions asked. 

Next we festooned the estate with 
helpful notices, such as “ This way to 
the Trap EsE" ” and “ Caterpillar Buffet 


first turn to Loft.” One of the pea¬ 
cocks was obsorved to be reading this 
last with great interest, so we added a 
few more notices for tho special benefit 
of unauthorised food-hogs: “ Free List 
Suspended until Further Notico,” and 

Eat Less Worm.” 

At tea-time Philip was still holding 
coldly aloof. But while wo were in¬ 
doors Bennett, the gardener, caught 
him by sorno simple artifice beneath 
James’s notice. I found him putting 
the truant back in his cage. 

“Don’t do that, Bennett,” I said. 

Put him in Mr. James’s trap. He’s 
had a lot of trouble making that trap, 
and it’s a pity to waste it.” 

Bennett grinned a toothless grin at 
me and did Borne dialect, which I under¬ 


stood to rneau that I might do as I 
liked, but that he (Bonuett) was not 
going to catch no more birds for us. 

Hardly had I put Philip in tho trap 
when James emerged. 

“Good Lord!” lie shouted, “it’s 
done it! Ho’s in! ” 

He dashed on to tho lawn, wild with 
joy. Probably it was tho first time 
any of his devieos had succeeded. 

“Alia, my beauty,” he cried, slipping 
his hand under the calico. “ Wo ’vo 
got you safe, hav® we?” 

We had not. There was a. flash of 
red and grey, and the outraged Philip, 
minus a tail feather, sought the sanc¬ 
tuary of tho woods. 

Ho is still absent without leave at 
the time of writing. 
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FURTHER REMINISCENCES. 

(ll’Y/i aeknowJedymrnts to Mr. (Iiionci: 
it. Sims). 

Wb coino now to tho beginning of 
blio sixties T well remember, imrlj in 
the summer of one of them, Gentleman 
Dick - we called him this because Ids 
father had been a tramp, and, although 
he scarcely justified the maternal strain ] 
(his mother had been a washerwoman), 
ho was certainly to all appearances 
his father’s son -rushing in to toll me 
that “Blue Katin," the prize hull bitch 
belonging to the proprietor of that well- 
know n tavern — public - houses were 
scarcely known in those days---“The 
Keren Sisters," had given birth to a 
son. 

This was an opjim tunity too good to 
he missod, and in spite of tho bitter 
cold 1 hurried oil with Gentleman Dick, 
j who already had acquired no small 
reputation for Ids dexterity in hanging 
on to tho backs of cabs, and ultimately 
secured " Albert tho Good." if 1 had 
to christen a pup now I should natur¬ 
ally cull him “Jellieoo tho Grave.” 
“ Albert tho Good ” scarcely lived up to 
his name and ovenlually 1 had to got 
rid of him. lie hit a piece out of a 

constable's leg. Kir J-It-, tho 

presiding magistrate at How Ktroot, was 
most charming about it however, and 
gave me a seat on the bench during tho 
constable’s evidence. 

1 remember it especially because it 
was the day following this I was in at 
the death, when Ebono/er Smith, the 
Mayfair murderer, camo to his end. 
lie mado an excellent breakfast of ham 
and eggs just before his execution, the 
Governor was good enough to tell me, 
and w'as collected enough even to 
grumble at the nge of one of the eggs. 

D-L-, the famous comedian, 

was very funny always about his oggs. 
1 remember he had an idea that if you 
whistled to the hen before the egg was 
laid tho losult tasted hotter when you 
ate it. Ho wanted me to write a comic 
song for him on those lines, hut the 
idea never came to any Idling. I was 
veiy busy at. the lime collecting royal¬ 
ties. The thousandth performance of 
Tin• Mein / Murderers lmd just taken 
place, and at last 1 felt free to shake 
the dust of the City from my feet and 
devote myself to literature. 

It was just about this timo that Jim 
Peters became the idol of England 
through knocking out tho Black Bully 
— a coloured bruiser with an immense 
capacity for eating beef--in a couple of 
rounds. Peters was one of the best of 
fellows when ho wasn’t drunk, and 
could wink ono eye in a manner I have 
never seen equalled by that later idol 
of the Biitish public, M-L-. 


Alas! poor Peters from fat purses 
fell to thin times. Ho petered out, in 
fact, as far as the Milo End workhouse, 
where 1 discovered him ono sad day, 
and was ultimately able to got him 
married to tho lady who sold winkles 
on tho pavement just outside. Her 
previous pitch had been just outside 
the Tloxlon Theatre, hut she told me 
she found Milo End more disposed to 
her waies. The marriage turned out a 
very happy one, I am glad to say, and 
it pleased me to think that Jim, having 
had his wink, was at least sure of his j 
winklo. 

1 remember another old friend of 
mine—John Madden-—lie made a hit 
in that ill-fated play, A Little Hit Off 
the Top— who had an extraordinary 
passion for shell-fish. 1 have often seen 
iiim seated on Southend Pier eating 
shrimps out of a paper-hag. By the 
way, T ought to add that ho always 
purehasod the shiimps in town and 
travelled down with them. 

Poor John, lie might still bo eating 
shrimps to-day if ho hadn't caught a 
chill throwing off his sable coat during 
a rehearsal at the “ banc.” 

Talking of fur coats, Florence Mont¬ 
gomery, who flourished in tho early 
eighties, and took the town by storm 
singing, “ Let mo share your umbrella,” 
in tights, lmd a perfect passion for 
thorn. Kho had ono for every day in 
the week, as she laughingly told me 
once. She vanished suddenly, and 
everybody thought she had elopod with 

the Russian Duke B- (ho had been 

paying her marked attention), hut it 
turned out afterwards that she lmd 
married a dustman. 

1 met him casually at one of the 
yearly dinners given to this hardwork¬ 
ing body of men—a most affable person 
he was too and deeply interested in 
the chemical properties of manure— 
and it came out. Romo people might 
have thought, a marriage like this a hit 
ol a hygienic risk, hut Florence always 
had a heart of gold. 

1 have often thought this posses¬ 
sion to be a particular attribute of tho 
theatrical profession. Bessie Bean, the 
“CocoaQuoen,’’possessed it in a marked 
degree. I remember Wo called her tho 
“Cocoa Queen” because sho always 
fancied “ a drop of something comfort¬ 
ing” just before tho curtain went up on 
the Third Act. Only, unfortunately, it 
wasn’t cocoa. 

Arthur Batchon, manager of the 
Fly-by-Night Theatre and one of 
the best follows that ever breathed, 
told me once he thought the soda must 
got into Bessie's.legs. But her dresser 
was* positivo about her instructions 
always to forgot the soda. Ko I don’t 
think it can have been that. 


I remember too- 

|For the continuation of this inter¬ 
esting series of reminiscences soe to¬ 
morrow's Evening Cues. | 

A HOST DEADER. 

(Or, Thoughts on Trek.) 

Tub men aro marching like the best; 

The waggons wind across the lea ; 
At toil to two we have a rest, 

Wo have a rest at ten to three; 

1 ride ahead upon my gee 

And try to look soiono and gay; 
The whole battalion follows me, 

And l believe 1 're. lost the tray. 

Full many a high-class thoroughfare 
My orririg map does not disclose, 
While roads that are not really there 
The same elaborately shows ; 

And whether this is one of those 
It needs a clever man to say , 

I am not clever, 1 suppose, 

And 1 heliere T'ee hist, the way. 

The soldiers' sing about tlioir beer; 

Tho wretched road goes on and on ; 
There ought to ho a turning hero, 

But if there was the thing has 
gone; 

Like some depressed automaton 
I ask at each estaminel ; 

They say, "Tout droit," and I say 
“ lion,” 

But I believe I ’cc lost the. way. 

1 dare not toll tho trustful men ; 

They think me wonderful and wise; 
Bub where will be tho legend when 
They get a shock of such a sizo ? 
And what about our brave Allios? 

They wanted us to light to-day; 
We were to be a big surprise- - 
And J believe. J Ye lost the -way. 

The Daw& of Peace ? 

“The Commissioners of II.M. Works, Ac., 
aro prepared to receive loaders for the supply 
of. 

(a) I*'loot polish during a period of six or 12 

months from 1st August, 1917. 

(b) Arm chairs.”— Daily Telegraph. 

From an interview with an eminent 
playwright regarding a new farce :— 
“Has my face a war object.? Certainly it 
has, a very definite though an indirect one.” 

Liverpool Echo. 

If it hadn’t boon so old a joke, we 
should have guessed that the author 
has a strong cast in his eye. 

“A Chaplain Wiuited, for private ohapol in 
the Highlands. Thorn is plenty of stalking 
for a good shot, also there is fishing, shooting, 
and golf. A chaplain is win tort who can drive 
a motor-car. Terms ill, travelling expenses 
are paid, and there aro rooms provided." 

Daily Telegraph.. 

Yet thoro are still people who write to 
the newspapers demanding "Liberty 
for the Church.” 




LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT: ITS DISTURBING INFLUENCE. 









“SHIPS THAT PASS IN THE NIGHT.” 

I, who before these lines appear (or don't) 

Must fuco the Hoard reviewing ray diseases, 

Am fluttered, as the sentient soul is wont, 

Thinking how rum the case of mo and these is; 
We’ll come together — just because it pleases 
Some higher Pow’r— and then for ever part, 

Not having learnt each other's views on Art, 

Nor in our only chat got really heart to heart. 

They 'll sound mi/ heart, it’s true, hut in a way . . . 

Perhaps they ’ll ask mo if 1 ’vo had enteric; 

I5ut -can I fell them that I ‘vo writ a play 
And have a nephew who is atmospheric? 

Or that my people meant me for a cleric 
(Hut Satan didn’t)? or even that 1 shan’t * 

Ho left much money by my maiden aunt ?— 

Those are the human links that bind us, but—I can’t. 

Nor can 1 hope to got behind the mask 
That shrouds from me their human cares and graces. 
“ Is your name William ? ’’ 1 shall want to ask, 

And burn to know if this one bets on racos, 

Or that one has a pretty taste in braces, 

Or if a third, who only says, “Just so,”* 

Beneath his tunic has a heart aglow 
Wijjh treasured words of praiso dropped by his golfing pro. 


Wo ’ll part, wo ’ll parti Nor with a soulful cry 
Will one strong human citadel surrender. 

M.O.’s who dandle babes no loss than 1 

Will leave me cold ; M.O.’s who have a tender 
Passion for my own typo of sock-suspondor 
Won’t utter it. Though on my heaving breast 
They loan their heads, they’ll loan thorn uncaresscd ; 
We 'll part, nor overstep the auscultation tost. 


“ AmEUIOA’B lii.OCKA.DK. 

By David 0. Pinkney, the well-known chip-ownor.” 
A chip of the old blockade. 


-Evening Nevis. 


"Businesses suitable for ex-soldiers: generals and otliors , taking £40 
wkly, price £35. Call or stamp .”—The Daily Chronicle. 

We can almost hear our Gonerals stamping. 

“ Tt was an extremely difficult tiling to effect a hit with anti-aircraft 
guns. A 1 rieohotting ' pheasant was nothing to it .”—The Globe. 

We take this romarkabie bird to be a sort of bouncing 
“rocketer.” _ 

Extract from a testimonial sent to a patent-medicine 
vendor:— 

“If you remember I camo to you throe days after I was bitten by 
my cat on the recommendation of a lady friend .”—Straits Times. 

We think it was cowardly of the lady to employ an agent. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


they had boon allowed to depart almost 
unscathed. In this atmosphere the 
usual badinage of Question-time passed 
almost unnoticed, 
a neat summary of 


first time in a gallant career, a hasty 
retreat. 

The Government had to withstand a 
massed attack by the Free Traders, 
who even in war-time have not entirely 
shed their prejudices against subsi¬ 
dizing the farmer at the exponse of the 
rest of tho community, although the 


Thanks to the Home Secretary's which Sir Colin Keitel, inueli abashed 
conciliatory methods thero was con- to think that he, the guardian of order, 
Monday, July Wilt.— With the sound j siderahly loss tension in the atmosphere j should have been regarded as even 
of Saturday's bombs still in their ears j when the time came for the Prime j potentially insubordinate, boat, for the 
Mombers eamo down to the House pro-, Minister to make his statement, 
pared to make things very uncomfort- When air-raids are about there is 
able for Ministers. Woo betide them nothing ho finds handier than a com- 
if they could not explaiu satisfactorily, fortable and capacious Cave. 
first, why tho raiders had been able to Tuesday, July 10th. —The echoes of 
got to London at all, and, secondly, why tho air-raid had almost died away by 

this afternoon. When Mr. Billing 
again tried to move tho adjournment, 

the Speaker put him back in his box object of the subsidies is to ensure the 
Mr. Balfour gave with so firm a hand. that his spring rest of tho community having enough to 
f Germany’s pro- may have been irretrievably injured, oat. Mr. Runciman and his colleagues 

had tho temerity to take a division 
which ran very much upon tho 
old party-lines; but on this occa¬ 
sion tho Nationalists, in the interest 
of Irish farmers, wore not “ agin' 
the Government,'' but helped it to 
secure the comfortable majority 
of H4. 

'Wednesday, July ll</i.—In the 
matter of the Mesopotamia Report 
a largo section of the public and 
the Press is in tho mood of 
Sam IVeller, “Ain’t nobody to bo 
whopped ? ” Anxious to satisfy 
this demand and at the same time 
to do justice to the individuals 
arraigned, tho Government pro¬ 
poses to set up a special tribunal 
under the Army (Courts of Inquiry) 
Act. That measure, passed to deal 
with the strange case of tho Bash¬ 
ful Lieutenant and the Lively 
Lady, and now to ho utilized for 
this considerably larger issue, ap¬ 
pears to resemble tho elephant's 
trunk in its singular adaptability. 
But there was a tendency in both 
Houses to regard the procedure as 
more ingenious than statesmanlike. 

Thursday, July 1 2lh. — The 
Home Secretary announced that 
it had been decided to warn the 
public in future when an air-raid 
was actually imminent, and added 
that the exact method would be stated 
shortly. I am glad that ho did not 
accopt Sir Francis Lowe’s proposal 
to sot the telephone-bells ringing all 
over London. Think of the language 
which would proceed from a hundred 


summary 

pagandist methods. “ In Russia, 
w he re autocracy h as been abol i s bed, 
it declares that wo are secretly 
fostering reaction ; in Spain, where 
there is a constitutional monarchy, 
if. proclaims that we are aiming 
at revolution. Both statements 
are untruo ; both are absurd." 

Not until Mr. Bon Ait Law an¬ 
nounced that the Prime Minister 
would move tho adjournment of 
the IIouso and make in Secret 
Session a statement regarding tho 
air-raid was the House really 
roused. At once a storm of “snp- 
plemontaries’’ broke forth. Air. 

P. Billing, baulked of his prey 
—for private sittings are no use to 
orators of the flatulent variety— 
bounced up and down like a Jack¬ 
in-tho-Box until tho Speaker 
finally suppressed him with tho 
words, “ There must ho a limit to 
this.” The Member for Mast 1 ferls 
is presumably "tho limit” referred 
to. 

Fortunately, perhaps, for the 
Government the Homo Oilice Vote 
was the subject for discussion. This 
gave Members an opportunity for 
blowing off a lot of preliminary 
steam. At one moment an even 
more dangerous explosion was 
feared. Sir Hf.nuy Dal/.iel sud¬ 
denly produced from his capacious coat¬ 
tails a shell which had fallon into his 
oilice during the raid. His neighbours 
crow dod round to examine it, until his 
remark that it was “ still unexplodod ” 
caused a slump in their curiosity. 
There was once a statesman who, to 
emphasize his argument, flung a dag¬ 
ger upon the floor of the House. For 
once the House was thankful that Sir 
IIenry Dalziel hears no resemblance 
to Burke. 

To warn or not to warn: that was 
the question mainly agitating Mem¬ 
bers. The majority appeared to think 





WORK OF •' GREATER NATIONAL IMPORTANCE 
Mr. Spkakku misses a cheat chance. 

It is hoped that the National Service 
Department, which recently sout Mr. 
Lowther a notice informing him that 
ho was about to be transferred to 
Wolverhampton as a labourer at 4s. lOd. 
a day, “on tho ground that such em¬ 


ployment is deomed to be of greater thousand agitated subscribers, deceived 


into answering supposod “calls,” when 
they ought to be making for their dug- 
outs. 

The gist of a very long speech by 
the Attorney - General was that 


national importance than that on which 
he is at present engaged,” will now 
consent to holS its hand. 

When the House was about to go 
into Committee on the Corn Production 

Bill a strange thing happened. Before the Press had mistaken the Mesopota- 
loaving the Chair the Speaker was pro- mia Commission for a Hanging Com- 
ceeding to lop off a few excrescences in mittee, whereas it much more resembled 
that some system of sound-signals was the way of Instructions that appeared a Fishing Expedition. But his new 
desirable; others pointed out that many on tho Order-paper. Meanwhile the tribunal found little favour with the 
threatened raids proved abortive, and Sergeant - at - Arms . had advanced to House, especially when it was dis- 
that sirens would interfere with busi- tho Table to remove the Mace. “ Order, covered that it would have no power to 
ness, as in the loading case of Ulysses, order! ” exclaimed the Speaker, upon try the civilians affected. One of them, 




/ Zn ■ ' 

VI tutor to country churchyard (serin// elderly gentleman lisfcnin</ hard, presumably to (hr choir singing in the /hnrrh). “It’s VERY 
UEAUTIFl L, ISN’T IT?" 

EUl/rhj gentleman (naturalist, listening to the grasshoppers) “And True wonderful thing is that ihhy do it by rubbing their 
LEGS TOGETHER." 


Mr. Austen Ciiamukki-ain, announced 
his resignation—much to the regret of 
Mr. Bai.foub, who has no intention of 
following his example) or of allowing 
Lord Harmnue to do so. In the end 
it was decided that thoro must be an 
entirely now tribunal, which can deal 
fairly and, ono hopes, finally—with 
both soldiers and civilians, But it is 
now oven betting that tho Mesopotamia 
laundry-work will outlast the duration 
of tho War. 

“Kx.r.C. and wife will take care of jour 
residence during holidays or other period ; p.c. 
will receive prompt attention.” 

Sheffield Telegraph. 
But what about p.c.’s wife ? 


“Tho bride's going-away dress was a silver 
eigarotto casg .”—Dover Telegraph. 

We don’t like this new fashion for 
brides. It is too suggestive of “weeds.” 

“Ale and beer—Brow your own, 4J gallons 
for Is. ; intoxicalive ; no malt ; legal ; two 
trade rooipes, Is .”—Cork Examiner. 

In England wo do not require >to brew 
this “ intoxicative ” with “ no malt” for 
ourselves. Every public-house sells it. 


SIRENS AND THEIR SUCCESSORS. 

[A writer in an evening paper has been 
discussing the book that might be written on ! 
Sirens’ Songs ] i 

What were the songs tho Sirens sang j 
Throe thousand years ago or more, [ 
When their silvery voices roso and rang j 
j Over the ocean’s wine-durk floor, | 

And brought a strange pe turbing pang 
To tho heart of the wisest man of! 
yore ? 

Music and words have passed away, 

But a modern rhymer is free to guess 
What lont such wizardry to their lay, 
What gave it glamour and tendor- J 
noss, j 

And lured tho hardy soamnn astray i 

From the paths of duty and toil and : 
stress. 

They sang of the Zephyr's scented 
• breeze, 

Of amber eve and star-strewn night, 
Of the moan of doves, the murmur of 
bees, 

Of water triekling from the height, 
And all that ministers to our ease 
And puts dull carking care to flight. 


They sang of banquets in gorgeous 
halls, 

Of raiment tinet with saffron dyes; 

Of ivory towers and eiyslal walls 
And beauty in many a wondrous 
guise, 

And all that fascinates and enthralls 
Tho saint and the sinnci, tho fool 
and tho wise. 

Wily Ulysses at heart was sound— 

At least he was quite a family 
man; 

He faced the fatal music, but found 
An antidote to tho risks he ran, 

For he sealed the cars of his crew, and 
bound 

Himself to tho mast ore tho song 
began. 

But the Siren who sang and slow is now 
The fable outworn of an age remote, 

And the women to whom to-day wo 
how 

Have long abjured her sinister note ; 

Sho heals, she helps, she follows the 
plough, 

And her song has fairly earned her 
the vote. 
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WHAT THE KINGFISHER KNEW. 

Thu wind ruffled the grey sutler of 
the stream under the old stone bridge. 

“Ssshhh, ssshhh,” whispered the 
young willows, “ what will become of 
us ? what will they make of vis ? 
Ssshhh, ssshhh." But no one replied, 


need us for criekot-bats now,” they TUP on AT 

sight’d sadly. “ J wish they were back THE BOAT, 

and wanting us to play games with.” A Study in Indifference. 

Anti then one day, when the young One likos to think of oneself as a 
willow-t rees had grown older and more person of some importance, whose vital 
wise, the woodmen came again to the spark, even in these days when life is 
quiet stream. Jso cheap, ought to be guarded with 

“ What havo they come for? What solicitude. Indeed, to adapt Clough’s 
chiefly because no onu knew, excepting will they do with us?” whispered the! phrase, one wants other people—and 
the kingfisher, and ho was away on a willow-trees as they shivered and trein- especially those whose prosperity is 
fishing expedition. bled on the reedy margin of the stream, dependent upon us—officiously to keep 

Then one day the woodcutters came The kingfisher was preening his small us alive, 
and the sound of their axes rang out many-hued body in the sun. This being my not unnatural attitude, 

over tho meadows by the quiet stream. “I’ll find out,” he said, and flashed you will understand what a shock I had 
A great many of the older willows were away like a fragment of rainbow gone when the owner of the boat, who would 
laid low that day, and tho young trees astray. Almost by the time tho first expire of starvation if his boats were 
bent and whispered among themselves, stroke of the axo rang out over the not hired, treated me as he has done. 
"Ssshhh, ssshhh, what will become of sleeping meadows ho was back again. The boat in question was needed for 
them ? what will they make of them ? “ You are going to die for your coun- an estuary or hay in which sailing is 

Ssshhh, ssshhh.” This time tho king- try,” ho told them. “They are using permitted. Since wo had decided to 

take a holiday on the 


fisher answered them, for 
lie was just back from a 
fishing expedition. 

“ They will make them 
into cricket - hats,” he 
said ; “ that is what wil¬ 
low-trees are used for.” 

And ho sat and preened 
his gay little body in the 
sun. 

“ Rss-shaincful ! Sss- 
shamoful 1 ” whispered 
the young willow-trees. 

“ To cut and maim and 
carvo us up just for men 
and hoys to play with, 

Sss-shanso! Sss-shauic! 

If they only used us for 
tools to work wit h or for 
swords to fight with, we 
shouldn’t mind; hut just 
for sport 1 Sss - shame ! 

Bss-shame! ” And they 
trembled and whispered among them¬ 
selves on the edge of the silver stream. 
But although tho kingfisher hap- 



AT OtUi REP CROSS SALE. 

" Mn. Jem Wallop, a muired heavy-weight champion, has very kindly 

CONSENTED TO GIVE A LESSON IN BOXING TO THK HIGHEST BIDDER.” 


willows to make now limbs for our brave 
soldiers and sailors who have lost their 
own; they are using willows to make 
peued to havo a very little body ho had new limbs for our bravo sailors and 
a very big mind, and ho explained to soldiers.” Tip and down the stream ho 
tho young willow - trees that, oven if darted, spreading the wonderful nows; 
cricket might he only a game, yet it and so the willow-trees wore comforted, 
trained boys and men for tho Battle of “ Ssshhh, ssshhh,” they whispered. 
Life. But the willow-trees were young “ Ssshhh 1 ssshhh 1 for our brave sol- 
and of course they thought they knew dors and sailors, for our dear sailors 
best, so they went on whispering among and soldiers—ssshhh, ssshhh.” 
themselves, “Sss-shaine! sss-sbame!" 

i',< * t\: * |f 

After tho War began tho kingfisher 
user! to bring hack what nows ho 
could gather on his fishing expeditions. 

“They are cutting down the oaks in 
the lower spinney," ho told them one 
day. “ I expect they will bo used for 
budding ships.” And he preened his 
little dazzling body in the sun. 

“ I wish they would use us for build¬ 
ing ships,” whispered tho willows. “ 1 
wish they would let us die for our 


Commercial Candour. 

“Electric hoist for passenger or goods; to 
lift lOowt.; littlo uso .”—Manchester ityier. 

“ CHINESE CRISIS. 

Distrust of the Ice-President.'’ 

Times and Mirrnr {Bristol). 
Yet one would have thought him the 
very man to preserve his coolness. 

“ Hair Repouts Progress. 

1 Tuesday, 11.4C a.m. - ' 

* _ Star. 

country. All our bravo men and boys It is hoped now that the British com- 
have gone to fight; they do not even muitiquis will be a little less bald. 


shores of this water it 
seemed well to secure 
something to navigate; 
and as I detest rowing 
it had to be something 
with sails, petrol being 
too scarce. The hotel 
people sent mo the name 
of a man who had suil- 
■ ing-boats for hire. 1 oor- 
! responded with him,fixed 
\ up tho price (an exorbit- 
. uut one), and arranged 
, for the boat to bo ready 
! on Monday afternoon. 

| On Monday afternoon 
it hud not arrived. There 
j was the sea; there was 
! the littlo pier; there were 
|plenty of rowing-boats, 
but my vessel was — 
J where? 

After breakfast the next day there 
was still no boat, but word eamo that its 
owner had called and would I see him ? 

“ About the boat,” he began. 

“ Where is it ? " I asked. 

" She's moored just round the point 
there,” ho said. 

“ Why isn’t she here ? ” I asked, 
adopting his pronoun. I had forgotten 
for the moment that boats belong to 
the now enfranchised sex. 

“ Bid you want her so soon ? ” he 
replied. 

“It was all arranged for her to be 
here yestorday afternoon,” 1 said. “ I 
have your letter about it.” 

“Oh, well, she’ll be here directly,” 
ho answered. 

“ I should havo preferred you to keep 
your word," I said stiffly. 

He made no reply. 

“ Send for her at once,” I said. It 
was now half-past ten. “I want to 
go out this morning; ” and he agreed. 

The boat arrived at a little after 
three—an open boat with a most. No 
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(iraik/j>a/ia t/o small Teuton struggling with home lessons). " ( loilt; Fritz, is vo€U task SO umnoc i ' 1 ' 

Frits. "It is ixukkd. 1 hvvb to i.eaiin the names of ai.i. the countries that misunderstanu the All-Highest.” 


dock; nowhere to ho comfortable, as 
the boom swung almost level with the 
bulwarks. There was a foot of water 
in her. 

Her owner arrived while 1 was noting 
these things. 

Ho looked at her with pride. “ She’s 
a good boat,” he said. “ Sho used to 
be a lifoboat, with tanks in her to keep 
her buoyant, but I took them out.” 

“I was expecting one with a deck,” 
I said. 

“ Deck ? Who wants a deck ? ” he 
answered. “ She's all right. You must 
keep baling, that's all. She would be 
all the better for Home white-load and 
paint." 

“Why not give them to her?” I 
asked. 

Ho pointed to an island about a mile 
distant and a headland half a mile 
across the bay. “Keep within those 
two spots," he said, “ and you 'll be all 
right. It’s not safe to take her be¬ 
yond. There might be squalls." 

“'Rather limited,’’ I suggested. 

“There’s grand water in between," 
he said. “Deep too in places. Nino 
fathoms." ’ 

• “Where's the man to sail her?" I 
asked. 


" The man?" ho roplied. “ Aren'tyou 
going to sail her yourself ? Your letter 
said nothing about a man.” 

“Good heavens!” 1 said, “you 
surely wouldn’t let a total stranger try 
to sail a boat hero among all these un¬ 
known rocks and currents ? ” 

From his manner it was plain that 
he would, cheerfully. 

“ Well, I've no man to sparo,” ho 
said at last. “ But there's a hoy in 
the villago who could como. He’s not 
right in his head quite, but he 'll bo 
haudy." 

“ Does he know tho channels ? ” T 
asked. 

“No, I wouldn’t say he know the 
channels,” he replied, “ but he ’ll be 
handy.” 

“ Have you any lifo-bolts ? "I asked. 

“ There were some,” he said, “ but 
they’ve gone." 

“ You ’re not very encouraging,” I 
remarked. “Surely you don’t want 
people drowned in your boats? It 
wouldn't" do the village or (fee hotel 
ttnyeopd." 

“ No, T suppose not,” he assented 
thoughtfully; “but no one’s going to 
be drowned. No one ever has • ween 
drowned in that boat since I’ve had 


her.” lie laughed a hearty laugh. “ So 
that's all right,” ho added, and was 
gone. 

I now know what an invalid fools liko 
who, after a few weeks in (so fo speak) 
cotton wool, is deposited on tho door¬ 
step in the sleet. 

“ Consequently, if Austria wants to save her 
twin-broth Hungary from a crushing defeat, 
sho must take her armies from Lemberg in a 
round-about way through most inconvenient 
mountain passes.” 

Judging by this account tho Central 
Powers seem to be in tho soup. 

“To ascertain to what extent the children 
under their care have lost weight as a result 
of ilut war dietary, the Henley - on - Thame* 
Guardians have decided to have them weighed 
periodically. At a certain boarding school all 
the hoys wore found to have lost weight - in 
Homo casqs-to the extent of 1111b—under the 
now food regime .”—Manchester Guardian. 

What did those young giants weigh 
before tho War ? f 

"Hr, A-is the gifted author of his old 

Vicar, the late Dr. Bickerstoth, who utter- 
wards became Bishop of Exeter. He is also a 
son-in-law of the late Bishop.” 

Church Paper. 

And apparently (by marriage) his own 
grandfather. 
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" ° rather,” 1 said, “ to have two smoking-rooms 
TH E VOTE. to every house, one for me and the likes of me and the other 

“And now,” 1 said, “that you’ve got your dear vote, for the grandmothers.” 
what are you going to do with it ? ” “ Segregating the sexes again ! Surely if we have mixed 

‘If,” said Francesca, “you’ll promise to treat it as bathing wo may have mixed smoking." 
strictly confidential 1 ’ll toll you.” And mixed voting,” J said. 

“There you are,” I said. “Unless you can make a secret “That is no real concession. We have wrung it from 

out of it you take no pleasure in it. You’re just like a lot j you because of the force and reasonableness of our case.” 
of girls who ” “ Say rather tho force and Christahelnoss of your case.” 

“1 ’m not. 1 ’m not oven like one girl. I wish I was.” “ Anyhow, we’ve got it.” 

“ I don’t. I like your mature intellect. I can’t do without “And nenv that you ’vo got it you don’t really care for it.” 

your balanced judgment." “ Wo do, wo do.” 

1 Thanks; it. ’s pleasant to he appreciated as ono deserves. “ You don’t. Tt’s not one of the important subjects you 


10. .J! 0. In ! ‘ 


And now I’ll tell you what 
I’m going to do with my vote. 

When the time comes 1 shall 
take it with mo into what’s 
called a polling-booth, and 1 
shall demand a piece of paper, 
and then —yes, then I shall de¬ 
stroy tho sanctity of tho homo 
and neglect my children, and, 
incidentally, 1 shall break up 
the Empire, and do all tho 
other dreadful things that you 
and tho others have been pro¬ 
phesying ; and 1 shall do thorn 
simply by making a cross op¬ 
posite the name of the candi¬ 
date who’s got tho nicest eyes 
and tho prettiest moustache. 

That’s what I shall do with 
ray vote. I shall vote with it by 
ballot. What else could 1 do ? " 

“ G reat Heaven! Francesca, 
how can you he so frivolous ? 

Aro you aWaro that politics, 
in which you are now to play 
a part however humble, are a 
serious matter ? ” 

“I know,” sbo said, “and 
that is why they ’ll ho all tho 
better for an occasional touch 
of lightness. Thero’s some 
Latin quotation about Apollo,,j 
isn’t there, my Public School 
and IJuivorsity man ? Well, 

L ’in all for that.” 

“ But,” 1 said, “ you don’t 
know how dangerous it is to 
he light and humorous at public meetings or in the House | Letters of Business, I’urity of Lifo and the Revision of the Iiiction- 
of Commons. A man gets a reputation for that sort of I “T .• • • " m 1,0 ‘^en into consideration; and, afterwards, several 
... ... . , - , , , f , motions on a uinpfcy of topics will bo brought forward. One of theso 

thing, and then ho s expected to keep it up, and, anyhow, b t ,g 3 tho War Office to provide botucj moans of protecting, wlion 
it gives him no influence, however funny he may bo. The necessary, ladies of education working in munition factories 1 from 
other men laugh at him, but distrust him profoundly.” tiro profane languugo and swearing of the officials undor whom they 
“Pooh!” said Francisca. “That’s all very well for work ."'—Church Conner. 

men—they have little humour and no wit-" The dictionary certainly ncods revising if this sort of 

“My dear Francesca, how can you venture to fly-in the language appears in it. 
face of all experience-•” 

“ Men’s experience,” she said ; “ it doesn’t count. You’ve "After doing a few rounds of the field a wha ho 1 naivos ’ call a 
often said that smoking-room stories are tho dullest in the R l ,0o d, ho calf leaped a high wall inoa nohohr field, and, fol- 

wor ]^ " lowed by a number of men, made sraigh for he cliffs. Fearing 

T -j t i. nohing, he animal jumped from the cliff.”— Daily Dispatch. 

“ How you do dart about, I said, " from subject to sub- T , . . . , •. , 

ject. Just now you were in a polling-booth and now you ’re ^ ^conjectured that the unfortunate animal was missing 

in a smoking-room.” lts 

“ And heartily ashamod to bo found there 1 — stale tobacco l a Wanted Plain Dressmaker, who goes out daily, for altering and 
and staler stories. Why have a smoking-fpom at all when ia-making .''—-Irish Paper. 

everybody’s grandmother has her own cigarette-case and After a few days of jsbis procoss she may hope to be a 
her own spocial brand of cigarettes? ” plain dressmaker no longer. 



Aunt Lit. 
Aunt Lie. 
Aunt Liz. 
Aunt Lie. 


WAll ECONOMY. 

•Where teh coin', Tiny?" Tiny . “Pictures." 
•Got yer money?” Tiny. “No." 

‘What yeh qoin’ to do, then?" Tiny. ■• Shove in." 
‘Ale iuuiit. Mind yer don’t get runner over.” 


and your friends talk about 
after you've quito definitely 
got up to go and said good¬ 
bye to ono another.” 

“What," 6aid Francesca, 
“does this man mean V " 

“He means,” 1 said, “those 
delightful and lingering com¬ 
mittee meetings, when you 
have nearly separated and sud¬ 
denly remember all the sub¬ 
jects you liavo forgotten.” 

“Now,” she said, “you aro 
really funny.” 

“ J’m a man and can only 
do my host." 

“ That’s the pity of it; hut 
now you 'vo got tl jo women to 
help you.” 

“ So 1 have. Well, mi revoir 
■in the polling booth.” 

“ Anyhow, <i has tho smok¬ 
ing-room.” li. G. 1j. 


“Hot pennies and halfpennies 
were throw n from the windows at 
a West 1 Lartleiiool wedding party. 
One fell down the hark of a school¬ 
boy, burning him, arid has been 
awarded At 5 damages.” 

Pattern Daily J'resn. 

! And did the poor boy get no- 
| tiling ? 

“Tho Lower House of tho Con¬ 
vocation of Canterbury has a vory 
full agenda. Reports of tho respec¬ 
tive Joint Committees on tho Royal 
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Mint res 5 (fn under-gardener , wUj has been up to be examined for the Army). “I BOPI’OHB, JOHN, YOU TOLU I’ll KM you WOULD NOT 
UK lilOHTEKN UNTIL TUB KN1> Ob' THE MONTH?’' 

John . "No use, Mum. You only ciets cheek up these if you says anything. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

[By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

The Candid Courtship (Lank) is a story full of good 
talk ; by which I do not at all mean brilliant epigram and 
verbal fireworks, but direct and genuine conversation, just 
so far manipulated by the author that it udvancos tho 
business in hand without becoming artificial. I must add, 
iiowovor, that Miss Madge Me.vks occasionally displays 
the defects of her qualities, to tho extent of sacrificing 
syntax to oaso, oven in passagos of pine narrative, with 
results that might offend tho precisionist. But after all it is 
what she has to say that matters most; and the story of 
The Candid Courtship will hold you amused and curious to 
the end. I will not spoil it by re-telling, save to indicate 
that (as the title implies) it is about a suitor who, in pro¬ 
posing to the girl of his choice, confessed to her that he had 
a past. Not a very lurid past, but quite bad enough for tho 
G.O.H.C., who happened to entertain strong views on sex- 
oquulity. So, as vulgar porsons say, the fat was in tho fire 
—more especially when tho lady of tho past turned up 
again, not past at all, but very pleasantly intriguing with 
another, and that other own brother to tho girl herself. 
A pretty complication, and leading up to an admirablo 
scone of tragi-ooinedy over a double elopement and a pur¬ 
suit, which you must certainly read. Do not, however, be 
led to think that tho story is at all farcically treated; 
Miss Mkaks is far too' serious an artist to neglect the 
graver aspects of her theme. Briefly, an oxeellently human 
and stimulating novel, whose only drawback is that recent 
events have caused the sutfrago atmosphere in which it is 
set to taste somewhat stale. 

Between anarchy and anarchy tho history of unhappy 


Mexico is spannod for tho space of a generation by tho 
colossal liguro of tho soldier-president, Diaz (Gonstahus). 
Mr. David Hannav, writing with oxquisito literary work¬ 
manship in the series of biographies cntitlod collectively 
Makers of the Nineteenth Century, presents this typically 
“ strong ” man as neither hero nor villain, hut as a human 
being with human limitations, even more as a Mexican 
with the characteristics of a Mexican, Amongst a populace 
hopclossly divided by race, untrained in self-government 
and cursed with a natural twist for lawlessness only 
equalled by its hatred of work, Diaz stands for a tyranny 
cortainly, but for a unified orderly tyranny, preferable, one 
might think, to a myriad petty outlawries. If little of the 
country’s wealth found its way beyond the narrowest of 
circles during his long control, and if certain Indian tribes 
were shamefully ouslavod—a fact which is neither denied 
nor condoned---still railways and harbours did get them¬ 
selves built and the dictator himself lived a life of (incor¬ 
rupt simplicity. lie has been blamed for failure to establish 
onduringly tho civilisation tliut Europe thought had been 
attained, but on this tho author’s verdict is an unhesi¬ 
tating acquittal. Only a god could have done better, 
ho thinks, and, in a series of illuminating analyses of tho 
material to bo moulded ho shows how anything more than 
a superficial improvement was humanly impossible. Until 
that day of absorption in the United States which Mr. 
Hannay considers fortunately inevitable, Moxico has no 
chance, ho maintains, of even a moderately good govern¬ 
ment except under a firm dictatorship; and so he renders 
no small homage to tho man who, all liis failuros notwith¬ 
standing, did for a time lift his country from the anarchy 
to which in his old age it reverted.. Sober reading in all 
conscience, but for tho manner of the writing ono can 
have nothing but joyous praise. 
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ITis own modesty must preclude Mr. Puncli from indi- bolievo always the worst of an enemy, the beet pf a friend 
eating those chapters in Soldier Men (Lank) that appear —a credulous loyal fellow. And in Italy at War (Dent) 
to him the most worthy ot' praise. But of course, if you ho sets out to tell us a good (leal that is interesting about 
specially want to know, a glance at the preliminary aolniow- the fine feats of our Italian Allies, especially of thoso 
lodgments Anyhow, parental prejudice apart, these Titanic gymnasts, the hoaven-scaling Aipini. It is fair 

studies of military life, mostly on the Egyptian Front, form to warn the reader that it is a rather desultory Bcrap-book 
a sufficiently entertaining and interesting volume. In this of the typo the War lias made common ; fair also to add 
war of many fronts and facets, literature seems a little to that some of the chapters least connected with the War 
have deserted the desert; it is therefore good that a writer are exceedingly interesting, as that about the elaborate 
so well equipped as “ Yuo” should tell us a little of what sport of pigeon-netting aL Cava dei Torreni. What I like 
our soldiers there are doing for the cause, the special variety least about our ready author is his fatuous little jokes, such 
of beastliness that they are enduring (to road the chapter as “ Noli remained a sovereign republic for centurios . . . 
called “ Plaguos of Egypt ” is enough to make one soak out had her own bishopric (honec the phrase ‘ Noli episcopari ') ”; 
an English wasp and embrace it with tears of affection), or, “ Briand came to Home tho other day with much brio.” 


and the courage and humour ' 
that support thorn in lheir task. 
Momething more than this, too; 
tho wholly illogical and baffling 
humanity that — one likes to 
think— helps to differentiate tho 
British fighting man, ami must! 
surely causo certain European 
people such bewildered qualms, 
if tiioy ever hear of it. Head, 
for oxamplo, that grim and 
moving story of the Corporal 
who thought shooting was too 
good for Bedouin rebels, and 
what he actually did to a family i 
of them who interrupted these 
reflections. But 1 forgot; this 
is one of the chapters that I j 
was not going to mention. 

Miss Makoahkt Peterson's 
Fate, ami the Watcher (IIurht 
and Blackett) was alieady re¬ 
minding me strongly of The. 
Broken Road when I found that 
one of her characters lmd been 
struck by this same idea : 
“ Lady Daring was not easy in 
mind, remembering the look in 
Prince Channa's eyes the even¬ 
ing of tho ball. She had a vague 
memory of a novel by Mason 
that she had once read which 
dealt more or loss with the 
same situation.” This naive 
admission must be my excuse 



=E V- 


llrturnal Soltlier. “WELL, John, I DON’T SEE MUCH CHANGE 
JN THE OLD PLACE SINCE X WENT AWAY." 

Old Villager. ‘'Oh, we ain't bucii stick intue-mcds as 

YOU MAKE OUT, MY LAD. W’Y, AIN’T YOU NOTICED THAT OLD 

Mbs. Hubble 'as got a new pair o’ specs?" 


i And inconsequences like this: 
“ One of Disraeli’s heroes dis¬ 
covered two nations; the rich 
and tho poor. In a similar 
spirit General February may 
ha said to command two dis¬ 
tinct armies.” All the same, 
an interesting book. 

I am no pacificist, but I am 
hound to admit that tho 'mo- 
! ment seems distinctly ripe for 
; a cessation in one minor War 
! product, namely the trench- 
' book. Porliaps some form of 
armistice might bo arranged, 
1|j, to last, say, six months ; at tho 
end of which time (should tho 
i War last so long) the changed 
j conditions of campaigning on 
German soil might at least give 
our impressionists a clianco of 
originality. 1 have boen inspired 
to these comments by a perusal 
of Mud and Khaki (Simpkin), in 
which Mr. Vernon Bartlett 
has reprinted from The Daily 
Mail and elsewhere a number of 
vigorous and realistic studies 
of life on the Western Front. 
Perhaps, as a wholo, tho col¬ 
lection is a little more grim 
than most; but there are not 
wanting toucliesof light comedy, 
in, for oxamplo, tho comments 
of an admirable philosopher 


for making odious comparisons between the two books named “ Bongo " Simpson. For the rest the book is 



heroine and tho cause of all the trouhlo is a waif taken stay - at - homes of tho hardships and heroism of their 
literally from the gutter. She develops into a most defenders. But does there really breathe a man with soul 
unscrupulous minx, and, although we are led to suppose so dead as to belittle these to-day? I should be ashamed 
that her defects of character were largely duo to her effigin, to think so. Still, do not suppose that I regret that Mr. 
1 am prepared to allot, to Sir Henry and Lady Daring, who Bartlett should have been goaded by whatever motive 
adopted her, their fair share in the blame. A girl of tho into print. Far from it, for he is clearly a writer of gifts, 
sweet type, endowed liberally with virtues, is produced as .Glut I suggest that ho should next time exhibit them to 
an antidote to the minx, but is no match for her. The us in some (dare I say ?) less trenchant guise, 
present is not perhaps the most happily chosen time for a 
novel with such a theme, but I can at least say that Mies 

Peterson is an export in her subject and is never at a Jpss * “Christening Lock. 

for incident. And Ruth (if that will consols you) pays full while going down the Canongato one day last year, I whs pre¬ 
price for her sins. sauted with a parcel by a lady carrying a baby, which contained 

- bread and cheese, cukes, and a threepenny piece." —Soots Paper. 

Mr. IJerrert Vivian is the complete partisan, He will f'Ehrifty little beggar 1 
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really fond of children, although it ting rather frayed at the edges through 
CHARIVARIA. might in time prove a good house- constant wear. * 

Not one of tho morning papors ad- guard with which to ward off burglars. * 

vocated the appointment of Sir Eric “ Bad language is used at Billings- 

Geddks to bo First fjord of the Ad- At the Birmingham Assizes a man gate not so much by the poi tors us by 
miralty. A big scoop this for the has been sent to prison for publishing the buyers,” said a witness at a City 
Government, # * a pamphlet entitled‘‘Questions for Far- inquest last week. A purchaser at this 

* sons.” TIo now contemplates a new market declares that tho language is 

A shortago of paper yarns is reported pamphlet entitled ‘Back Answers to often provoked by tho fish. Only last 
from Germany. The coarser varieties the Bench.” * 
havo apparently all boon monopolised 

by the Imperial Government. Owing to the fact that the political 

situation is not quite clear in Germany 
A foolish rumour is going the rounds the Reichstag has been adjourned. It 
to the effect that a music-hall comedian is expected also that an attempt will he 
has confessed that ho has never made made to adjourn the War. 
a joke about tho Mess in Mesopotamia. *** 

It is feared that the recent hot woather A writer in English MerJuntics do- 
has affected tho poor fellow. dares that a cornet played near cater- 

*., * pillars will cause them to drop to tho 

In the absence of the sea-sorpent ground and die. Wo understand that 
this year a tope weighing thirty-nine the U.S.I’.C.A. plead with allotment- 
pounds has been captured at 


wook ho had a heated argument with a 
very talkative haddock. 

England has lost first place in Ger¬ 
many, for America is said to bo tho 
most hated country now. The morn¬ 
ing hate of tho Gorman family with 
ragtime obbligato must ho a terrible 
thing. * * 

“The National Service Department,” 


said Mi¬ 
nions, 


Hastings. The fisherman who 
caught it declares that if he 
had known it was a tope at 
tho time he would not havo 
been in such a hurry to sign 
the pledge. * * 

Tho Food - Controller is 
calling for strict oconomy in 
tho uso of ice. It is not gen- i 
orally known that after it has j 
been warmed a littlo in front 
of the firo the stuff' will keep 
almost indefinitely. 

=s * 

S','. 

The order prohibiting the 
use of enemy languages ovor 
the telephone is said to bo 
causing some inconvenience. 

Several persons intercepted by the holders to destroy these posts by a less 
operator in the course of a guttural gruesome method, 
conversation havo boon subsequently 
shown to have been talking Swiss. 



Ni:w Jlatul. “ PUKB BKEM I'llKTTY AWFl'L OUT IIF.nl:, 
HariU-.ned Campaigner. “Wot ki.ifs?” 


A motor 
dashed into 


lorry ladon with petrol 
tho front of a house at 


Beck in the House of Com- 
is desirous of remaining whore 
it is.” If we are to bolievo all 
wo read it will take a great 
deal to move this department. 
*** * 

“God liver oil," says a weekly 
paper,“is the secret of health." 
Smith minor sincerely regrets 
that our contemporary has not 
kept the secret. 

'!< * i 

* 

Tho Vossi.sc/u! Zeitung, refer¬ 
ring to the appointment of Dr. 
Michak.lis, says “ there is no 
chance of his clubbing to¬ 
gether with the big indus¬ 
trialists and misguided agita¬ 
tors.” So long however as 
they are clubbed separately wo 
shall not grumble. 

_ _ * 

Waste-paper in Westminster, it is 
stated, has gone up from .£‘2 Ids', to £7 
a ton. Why, it is askod, cannot, the 
Government coino to the rescue and 
publish the full reports of tho Dardan- 


(’olU'OJtAI 


A Pittsburg inventor is reported by Hazelgrovo when the family was not elles and Mesopotamia Commissions 


Mr. Marconi to havo discovered a 
method of bottling light. If he can 
bottle anything lighter than tho now 
Government ale his claim to he a 
wizard is established. 

« * 


at home. It is only fair to say that 
the driver did not know they were out. Boxes of matches with jokes on them, 

wo are told, are now on sale. Several 
The Barcelona to-Bilbao motor race correspondents who were charged two- 
has been postponed owing to strikes in ponce for a box complain that they are 
Spain. A few sharp lessons liko this unable to see the joke. 


A safe weighing three hundredweight will, we feel certain, havo tho effect of 
has been stolen from a branch post- discouraging the habit of striking, 
office in the Gray’s Inn Road. It is %* 

believed that in the excitement caused Some men, said a man before the 
by an air-raid alarm it was snatched Swindon Guardians, tako up angling j ing what it can possibly havo said 
up by a customer who mistook it for in order to go into the country to enjoy 
his hat. * * * a smoke. It is not known why the 

others do it. 


An Irish newspaper, The Kilkenny 
People, has been suppressed for sedi¬ 
tious utterances. People are wonder- 


* * 
* 


A man applied at Willeaden Polico 
Court recently for advice as to what 


* * 


There will bo no flag-day on August 
20th. 


Tho Board of Agriculture point out A girl clerk in a Surrey hank has 

. - /. 1.1_ • _ _.1___ i_ _ e ...... t i i p . i _ iif ...... 


he should do with a loaf of War broad I,hat there is an abundant supply of explained a shortage of a half-penny 
which was uneatable, as he dared not kippers on the market at. reasonable in her postage - stamps by admitting 
destroy it and qould not eat it. His prices, This will come as a great boon that she swallowed one. lb is thought 
only objection to keeping it as a pet batintigj£-hall audiences, who find that that the extremely low price tempted 
was a fear that it would never become tftlswipers used by comedians are get- her. 
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ON VIMY RIDGE. 

To II. <S. II., Jnh / I I ///. 

On \ imy Ridge T sit, at, iesf, 

With Loos and bens oulspicad below; 

An A.I>.0.- the very best, 

Expounds I,Iio panoramic show ; 

J .i*>lit Iy L lunch, and never yet, 

lias (|Llitn so strong an orchestration 
Supplied the music while 1 ale 
My cold collation. 

Past. Avion through the red-roofed town 
There at, our feet, our white line runs , 
Frosnov’s defences, smoking hrewn, 

Shudder honeath our shattering puns, 
Pop-pop! - and Archie’s puffs Inve hlurred 

Sonic craft engaged to search the Hoscli old - 
1 hold my breath until tlio bird 
Signals a wash out. 

Scarce I believe the vision real, 

That here for life and death they light; 

A “Theatre of War," 1 feel, 

Has set its stage for my delight, 

Who occupy, exempt from toll, 

‘ This auditoiium, green and tufty. 

Guest of the Management, and solo 
Object in mufti. 

And now along t.ho fretted ground 

Where Canada's “Hyng Hoys" stormed their 
way. 

1 go coudueled on the round 

That Gk.oikih ok Windrow did to-day ; 
Immune ho trod that zone of lead, 

And bow should 1, who just write verses, 
Hope to attract, to my poor head 

Their “Perishing Percies"? 

Hapaumo had nearly I icon my tomb ; 

And greatly flattered 1 should bo 
If T could honestly assume 

The beastly shell was meant for me; 

Hut though my modesty would shun 
To think this thought (or even say it), 

I feel 1 owe the Kaiskh ono 

And hope to pay it. O. S. 


HOW TO CURE THE BOSCH. 

“ Yes, 1 seen a good hit o’ the Bosch, one way and 
another, before he got mo in tlio log,” said Corporal 
Pigweed. “ Eighteen months 1 had with ’im spiteful, and 
four months with 'im tamo. Moaning by that four months 
guarding German prisoners.” 

“And what do you think of him at tho end of it?” I 
asked. 

Pigweed leant hack with a lioavily judicial air. 

“Some o’ these Ponce blighters seom to think lie's a 
little angel, basin’ their opinion, 1 suppose, on comothing .1 
must 'a’ missed during my time out. On tho other hand 
there's a ticly few thinks that ono Gorman left will spoil 
the earth. Now mo, I holds they're both wrong. Tho 
second's nearer than what the first is, I don’t deny. Hut 
a incident what occurred in that Prisoners’ Gamp set me 
thinking that you might make something o’ Fritz yet, if 
you only had tlio time and tho patience. 

" Wo had a batch of prisoners como in what 1 saw at 
once was a different brand to the usual. There wasn’t that 


- well, that distressin' lack o’ humility that you mostly 
finds sliowin'itself after we 've had them a week or two. 
There renned about ’em almost a sort o’ willingnoss to 
learn that put 'em in a class by themselves. 1 sez to tho 
interpreter, ‘There's something odd about, that lot. You 
find out what it is;' which he does. And what do you 
think it was? Thru lr, <* covncl.s. All men in for a long 
term, w hat had served live years and more o’ their sentences 
and was let out to light. 

“ H seemed to me at iirst, the rmnmiest tiling that evor 1 
see. But 1 ve thought it, over and thought it over, and 
now it's as clear as day. When tlio Bosch is kept in a 
watertight comjiaitment for a bit. lie gets hack to being 
more or less of a human being. 11 is whole trouble’s really 
! through being surrounded by other Hosche-i. They got 
Idlin' each other what, a great nation I hoy me, and how 
they was horn to inherit the earth, and that, it’s only fore¬ 
stalling nature a hit to go and take it, now, and so on— 
each going one better than the lint. They keep on con¬ 
taminatin' one another till what do you get? Why, mo 
and yen spending nur old age a-teaching of ’em humility. 

“Now, with those 'ere convicts it, was another story. 
'Stead o' keep talkin' about German culture and what 
rollers all the rest o' the world was, their heads had 
plenty o' time to cool while they picked their oakum or 
what not—resultin' in quite a laitly decent lot, o' men, as 
I say. Yes, it '.s\ery interesting and instructive. I believe 
it’s the solution of tho question, ‘ How to cure the Hoscli,' 
1 do. If you could keep 'em all upait from each otlior for 
live years you'd find they'd he quite different. I daresay 
they wouldn’t, mind it so much either.” 

“ If I was a Hoscli I should he thankful,” I said. “But 
wouldn’t there ho difficulties about this segregation?” 

Pigweed waxed them aside. 

“There's always difficulties," ho said. “ But you mark 
my words, that’s the thing to do. It, would help it along, 
too, to give ’em the right sort of hooks and papers to 
read. Why, if you worked the thing propeily, they might 
mostly he curod in two years or two and u half.” 

1 shook my head. “There are some you’ll never cure,” 
1 said. 

" There’d ho stubborn cases, l won’t deny. And a few 
incurables, as you say. Hut tho first thing to do is to 
advertise tho idea. You make a speech about it, Sir. 
When you ho proposing a vote of thanks to a Puchess 
for openin' a bazaar, you bring it up. 1 'vo heard people 
before now take that kind of opportunity to bring some¬ 
thing forward what they hi got, on their chest.” 

“ 1 'm not likely to get a chance like that,” 1 said; “but 
1 ’ll see if 1 can write an article about it.” 

Whether Pigweed will consider the article worthy of 
the subject I cannot say. l'crlmps the Editor of Punch 
is less fastidious. 

FOR OUR SAILORS. 

The current xvoek is “ Navy Week,” and Mr. Punch 
begs to urge his kind friends to take their part in the great 
organised effort to raiso a large sutu for the benefit of our 
sailors and their families - R.N., K.N.K., R.N.V.R., trawlers 
and mine-sweepers. The nation owes them all a debt that 
can never he paid. Tho fund is to bo administered on the 
lines of King Edward's Hospital Fund. An All-American 
matitn’io will he given in this good cause at the "Victoria 
Palace on Thursday, duly 26th, and Trelawny of the Wells 
(with'Miss Iuk.nk Vanhiujcih) at the New Theatre on Friday. 
Gifts for the fund may bo addressed to Commodore Sir 
RicitAJtn Wii,liams-Bulkkley, Bfc., at the offices of “ Navy 
Week,” 5, Green Street, Leicester Square, W.O. 2. 
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Sergeant [to cadet). " Sit back, Sib! Sit back I Think wot a bunkin’ fool, you’d look if 'is ’ead was to come ouf 1 1 


THE WATCH DOGS. 

LXIJI. 

My dear Charles,- I never meant 
to give myself away ; I meant to go on 
talking about the old Wav till the end, 
just as if I was taking a leading part in 
it, so that you should have still believed 
I was doing the bull-dog business with 
the best of thorn. But no, let me bo 
houost and tell you that 1 have practi¬ 
cally ceased to be a dog. The only 
painful connection 1 can boast of re¬ 
cently with tho War is that, having 
cause to travel from place to place in 
this country, I was unhappy enough to 
strike sis meatless days in succession, 
which gave me to think that even cm- 
busquing in France has its drawbacks. 
On tho seventh day I was accused, by 
good people who know not Thomas, of 
hoing (1) a Russian, (2) an American, 
(3) a Belgian, and (4) an Irishman, 
which made me fool that these gaudy 
colours 1 havo hurst into are not so 
famous as I supposed; and on the oighth 
day I -find myself insulted in twenty- 
seven places by an angry mosquito, 
whom in tho small hours of the morn¬ 
ing «I had occasion to rap ovor the | 
knuckles and turn out of my billet. 
And T ’vo got a nasty cold, and nobody 
loves me or cleans my buttons, and if 11 
want to go anywhere there are no more ! 


motor cars and they make me pay a 
penny for the tram, and my wife doesn't 
think I’m a hero any longer, and little 
,lames is Being taught to blush and look 
away and start another subject when 
anybody says “ Dad-dad,” and (if you 
can believe this) 1 ’ve just been made 
to pay a l'rane-and-a-half for a tin of 
bully beef. 

But you don’t sympathise, not a hit 
of it; why should you? I shouldn’t 
if i were in your place. I Bhould just 
cut off tho supply of cigarettes and 
shaving-soup, stop wishing me good 
luck, and, with haughty contempt, say, 
“ Call yourself a soldier!' ’ Nevertheless, 
my friend, whatever I may he, I look 
extraordinarily magnificent, so much so 
that a short-sighted Major has taken 
Ids pipe out of his mouth as I have 
drawn near and has as good as-saluted 
mo. When ho saw 1 was only a Cap¬ 
tain (and a temporary Captain at that) 
lie tried to ccfter his mistake; but he 
didn’t deceive me; he didn’t need to 
tako his pipe out of his. mouth in order 
to Bcratch his head, did he? 

There is this to be said about being 
at war, you never know what is going 
to happen to you next. For the moat 
part this is just’a# well,, There is, how¬ 
ever, 1 a decent percentage of pleasant 
surprises, which is, I suppose, tho only 
thingjthat nmkos the business tolerable, 


No orderly ever carno up to the trenches, 
wheu I was in them, hut lie gave rise 
to the hope that ise had orders for me 
to come out at once and command in 
chief. Some such orderly did arrive at 
lost, hut tho instructions he gave me said 
nothing about taking over the B.E.F. 
Nevertheless orders wore orders and I 
obeyed them and came out. Having 
a private conversation with Fortune 
on the way down the communication 
troneb, I thanked her very sincerely for 
her kindness and said 1 was so grateful 
that I would never ask her for anything 
else. 

But you know human nature as well 
ttB I do ; I soon found myself saying 
what a hard life it was in an office, and 
how one missed the open-air life one 
had with one’s regiment and the healthy 
appetite it gave one. Besides which, 
os 1 pointed out to Fortune, my 'solid 
worth wasn't being recognised as it 
should be, “ I don’t ask for favours,” 

I told her. “ All I ask ia bare justice.” 
Now, if I’d been Fortune, Charles, and 
a man had spoken to me like that; 
after all I *d done for him, I'd have had 
■him marching up that communication 
trench again, wr|h a Ml pack, at fiv^J 
o’clock in the very next forenoon. ' 

But Fortune, ever kind and Idtjgivibgi 
did nd such thing. She did remonstrate 
with me gently of, nights, whop the 
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was pi 

tioulariy fierce aud prolonged. “ What 
about those poor fellows right up in 
front,” she said, “ who are sitting out 
in the wind and the rain and going 
through that 1 ” “ Yes,” said I, “what 
about them? Can’t you do something 
for them ? Do you know that this is 
their fourth night of it in succession, 
and the only bit of change you've boon 
able to give them was sleet instead of 
rain on the Sunday ? ” That usod to 
put Fortune in the cart, and she’d try 
and work tho conversation round to 
my own case again. But what with 
tho wind and the noise and the down¬ 
pour and the mud, I was too hot on 
tho other subject, and 1 said that For- 
fcuno ought to bo ashamed of herself, 
carrying on like that; and it was a 
disgraceful war and the police ought to 
stop it-, and I'd a very good mind to 
wnto to the papers about it. 

Then tho next (lay would be fine and 
dry and warm, and it would bo early 
closing for the Bosch artillery, and the 
infantry would go marohing past my 
oflice window, whistling and singing 
and behaving as if the whole thing was 
a jolly old picnic; aud who'd bo an 
inkslingor in such weather? And For¬ 
tune, modestly intruding, would say to 
mo oasually, “ I think I ‘ve arranged 
that rather well, don't you?” 

“ Ah, you 'vo arranged something at 
last, have you ? ” I’d say, assuming 
that sho must bo thinking about me, 
aud I'd open my official envelopes with 
an unusual interest, fooling practically 
sure that one of them must contain 
immediate orders for me—tho one aud 
only me—to proceed forthwith to Eng¬ 
land and reorganise the War Office, 
taking over a couple of six-cylinder 
cars and a furnishod fiat iti St. .lames’s 
for tho purpose. 

Poor old Fortune! what could she 
say next ? She’d look at me, moro in 
sorrow than in anger, and murmur, 
“Aren't you forgetting that this is a 
war and you are supposed to be fight¬ 
ing it?” Did I blush for shame? 
Not I. As bold as brass I'd look old 
Fortuno straight in the face and, with 
righteous indignation, would say, “I 
know as well as you do, Ma’am, that it 
is a war; but there's no reason why 
it shouldn’t be a just war.” Thinking 
it out I have never- been quite able to 
see what I meant by that, as applied 
to my own case. However, I seem to 
have said the right thing, and it appears 
to have impressed Fortune very con¬ 
siderably, because—well, Charles, horn 
I am. 

Yet if there is justice in this world 
(and I subsist on the confident hope 
and belief that there is not) 1 know 
what the end of it must be. That con¬ 



1 Jill . “ X dessay some women can do men's wouk. But they ’ll, neveh hit men’s 

WAGES." 

Joe (much married). “ Wotcheemean— a'efes / They always ’ave!” 


founded orderly, turnod traitor, will 
ono day soarch me out, however far 1 
may have wandered from tho battle¬ 
field meanwhile, and, saluting ironic¬ 
ally, will hand mo an envelope marked 

UbGENT, BECHET, CONFIDENTIAL, l'EH- 

sonal, private,” The contents will 
be a piece of news and some orders, 
and all that Fortune will have hod to 
do with it will bo to attach a forward¬ 
ing slip, “Passed to you, please, for 
your information and necessary action.” 
The news will be that for everyone else 
the War is oyer, and the infantry and 
the rest of them will take over forth¬ 
with my present circumstances, being 
free to revel in tho trams and the mos¬ 
quitoes and the nasty colds to their 
hearts’ delight. The orders will be 


that for me the War is about to begin 
again in grim earnest, aud that to- j 
morrow at dawn 1 take over ami tie- j 
fend till further notice, and against all 1 
the most noisy and loathsome inven¬ 
tions that man can devise, that sector 
of the trenches which extends from the 
Swiss frontior to the sea. 

When that day comes I shall be too 
busy (taking cover) to have leisure to 
write to you. Meanwhile 1 shall still 
be in touch with life from time to time 
and will pass on to you such scraps as 
come my way. Yours ever, Henky, 


"The India Office goes to Mr. Montagu." 

The Star. 

Mahomet bod to go to the Mountain, 
but Mr. Montagu is more fortunate. 
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OUR MIGHTY PENMEN. 

By a Literary Exueut. 

The House of Bofl'm announces a 
revised edition of Mr. Filbert Fitts’s 
Final Words on lieliijnm, under tbo titlo 
of Antepenultimate, ll’on/s on Krlii/ion. 
As Mr. Pitts observes in bis arresting 
Preface, “ Finality, in a time of up¬ 
heaval, is a relative term, and T. hope, 
at intervals of six months or so, to 
publish my penultimate, quasi-ultimate 
and paulo-post-ultimate views on the 
vital beliefs which underlie the fantastic 
superstructure of dogmatic theology.” 
The now work will ho illustrated with 
three portraits of the author by Mr. 
MareolJus Thom, taken at various 
stagos of the composition of tho work. 


Mr. Pitts has also completed a new 
novel entitled The Bounder of Genius, 
and has kindly furnished us with a 
brief outline of its contents. The hero, 
who starts life as an artificial raspberry- 
pip maker and amasses a colossal for¬ 
tune in the Argentine grain trade, 
marries a poor seamstress in his strug¬ 
gling days, but deserts her for a brilliant 
variety actress, who is in turn deposed 
by (1) the daughter of a dean, (2) the 
daughter of an earl, and (3) the daughter 
of a duko. Ultimately Jasper J>ando, 
for that is his name, leads a crusade to 
Patagonia, whore ho establishes a new 
republic founded on Eugenics, China 
tea, and tbo Prohibition of tho Classics. 
Mr. Pitts thinks it tho linost thing ho 
has done, and ho is fortified in this 
conviction by tho opinion of Mr. Stout, 
the principal loader of tho House of 
Boffin. 


We aro glad to hear that Mr. Hanloy 
Potter will shortly issue, through tho 
firm of Bloomer and Guppy, a selection 
from the reviows, notices and essays 
contributed by him to The Slaijcillc 
Gazette. “ They are interesting,” says 
tho author, 11 as the expression of afresh 
and unbiassed mind, unfettered by any 
respect for established reputations or 
orthodox standards.” The titles of 
somo # of tho articlos—“ Tho Guineas of 
Dante,” “The Sloppiuoss of Scott,” 
“‘Goorgo Eliot as Podant,” “Jane 
Auston the Prude ”—indicate suffici¬ 
ently tho richness of the treat provided 
in these stimulating pages. 

The Centenary of Jane Aubten is to 
be oelebrated in a thoroughly practical 
manner by the Houso of Ilussell. It will 
be remembered that, somo thirty years 
ago, an effort was made to rovivo the 
Waning popularity of Sir Walter Scott 
by tbo issue of a Berios of condensed ver¬ 
sions of his novels, in which redundant 
passages, notes and iutroductions*were 


removed and the salient features ware 
compressed in a compact and animated 
narrative. In order to render justice 
to Jane Austen tho process noodod is 
diametrically opposite. Jane Austen’s 
novels are short and singularly lack¬ 
ing in pioturosquonoss, emotion, colour. 
Mr. Hamo Blothorley, who has boon 
entrusted with tho task of infusing 
those elements into Jane Austen's 
staid and reticent romances, points out 
that her vocabulary was extraordinarily 
limited. Her abstinence from decora¬ 
tive epithets led to results that are bald 
and unconvincing. One may look in 
vain in her pages for such words as 
“arresting," “vital,” "momentous” or 
“ sinister.” She never uses “ glimpse,” 
“sense” or “voice” as verbs. We 
look forward with eager anticipation 
to the results of Mr. BletheiTey’s 
courageous experiment. 

Tn this connection we cannot too 
heal lily congratulate Mr. Jerome Long- 
more, the well-known bookman and 
Literary curio-collector, on his latest 
stroke of good luck. It appears that 
in a recent pilgrimage to Solhnrno ho 
met tho only surviving graal-graud- 
daughtor of Sarah Timmins (char¬ 
woman at Ohawton in the years IH10 
to 1815), and purchased from her a pair 
of bedroom slippers, a pink flannel 
dressing-gown and a boa which had 
belonged to the great novelist. A full 
description of those priceless relics will 
shortly appear in The Penman, together 
with a life and portrait of Sarah Tim¬ 
mins, who married a pork butcher in 
Liphook and died in 1848. One of her 
letters establishes the interesting fact 
that Jane Austen never ate sausages. 


We may add that Mr. Longmoro is 
not ono of those inisorly collectors who 
brood over their treasures and deny 
tho sight of them to others. On tho 
contrary ho takes tho keenest pleasure 
in .showing them to his friends, arid at 
tho present time is holding a series of 
informal receptions at his charming 
villa at Pottor's Bar, at which, robed in 
Jane Austen's dressing-gown, wear¬ 
ing her boa and shod in her slippers, 
he presents a truly romantic and dis¬ 
tinguished spoetacle. Wo understand 
that tho Bottoms Bar authorities aro 
favourably considering the proposal 
that warnings of air raids in that local¬ 
ity should be given by the appearance 
in public of Mr. Longmoro in this strik¬ 
ing dress. 1 = ———~—gg S - = 

“ . , . Mr. Lloyd George, on whom, liy de¬ 
vious putbs, has dosoendod themantlo of Lord 
Roseb^py .’’—Daily Express," 

Including the Primrose path, we pre¬ 

sume. 


PETHERTON’S PEDIGREE. 

A stroke of luck enabled me to open 
an interesting little correspondence 
with my genial neighbour, Potherton, 
which resulted iti one of those delightful 
passages-of-arms in which Pethorton, 
at least, excels. 

Dear Mu. Petherton (I began),—1 
have made a discovory which will, 1 
am sure, interest you, though I am 
uncertain whether it will be as pleasing 
to you as to myself. 

During cortuin research work at the 
Record OHiee I came across incontro¬ 
vertible evidence that we are in some 
way related through a Pethorton in the 
early part of tho eighteenth century 
(tewpns George II.) being sufficiently 
far-seeing to contract a marriage with 
a Eordyce. This Pethorton, by name 
Edward, lived at Kirkby Lonsdale, and 
his wife, Emily Jane Eordyce, at Dent., 
in the same district. I 

1 haven’t a family tree by me, hut j 
know tho lato-liimented Emily Jane by | 
name. SIle was part of the issue of 
one Henry Eordyce, who is in tho I 
direct line, absolutely non-stop, with- i 
out changing, from tho earliest known | 
Fordyco to myself. | 

What a field for speculation is here i 
opened up! With your scientific bent j 
you will grasp the possibilities of the j 
hereditary influence of my family on • 
yours, supposing Edward Potherton to 
be a direct ancestor of your own. To 
me tbo unexpected result of my re¬ 
searches will give an added interest to 
our correspondence, and 1 await with 
eagerness your views as to the value 
and interest, of my discovery. 

Your kinsman, 

IIenuy J. Eordyce. 

Potherton cried " Touch/ 1 ." at once, 
and lunged at me in accordance with 
my plan of campaign. 

Bin (ho spluttered),—As a vory busy 
man 1 must protest against your at¬ 
tempt to distract my attention by 
writing to mo on a matter that is of no 
importance. That your discovory is of 
a somewhat disconcerting nature I will 
not deny, but that it is of any particular 
value or interest to me is hardly to be 
oxpected, seeing that it relates to a by¬ 
gone century, and any defects acquired 
bv tho Petheftons from such a union 
will, I imagine, liavo boon overcome 
by now. 

The Fordyces were apparently a 
more attractive race in the eighteenth 
than in the twentieth century. I can 
scarcely imagine a present-day Pether- 
ton contracting suon a misalliance. 

A direct ancestor of mine, Edward 
Potherton, as I see by the Family Bible 
in my possession, was born in 1699, 





Uritiah Tar (confidentially to lady friend ). “She’s bunk alt, mtUiT. 1 ' 


married in 1728, and lived at Kirk by 
Lonsdale. His wife’s name is not 
stated, but I can the more readily be¬ 
lieve that ho is the misguided individual 
to whom you refer, as ho died in 1729, 
no doubt as the result of his rash act. 
His son, Primus Postumus Petherton, 
born, as his Becond name suggests, after 
his father’s death, carried on the line. 
Any possible virtues or talents my 
family may possoes are not, I am 
certain, from the distaff side of this 
union. 

Yours faithfully, 

Frederick Pethebton. 

I made a thrust in tierce;— 

Dear Cousin Fred, —What a mine 
of information you are! I touch a 
spring and out comes Primus Postumus 
Petherton. The name conjures up 
visions of grey church towers, monu¬ 
mental urns and the eulogies in verse 
beloved of Georgian poets. I wonder 
whether Possy was a great letter-writer 
and kept poultry. By the way, what a 
lot of good things begin with a “ P,” 
and, talking of poultry, I notioe yours 
are laying, or should lie. They are cer¬ 
tainly in lull song these mornings. 

I'm so glad that yoh'te so glad; 
that Fm a relation. When I was at 
the Record Office again yesterday I 
searched for stoic information about 


my new-found relatives. In fact I dng j 
up the Petherton allotment thoroughly 1 
and unearthed Priscilla and Anno, both 
of Chabi.es I.’s time, and Marmaduke 
of the Restoration. 

1 ooulrln’t exhuuio a complete family 
tree, or no doubt 1 should have found 
all those worthies hanging on their 
respective branches, though Manna- 
duke might have dropped off, as ho 
appears to have been a hit over-ripe 
from what I could gather from the 
records. 

How are the Food Regulations suit¬ 
ing you ? Judging from your last letter 
I’m afraid you aro not taking enough 
starch. Of course I know it’s gone 
up fearfully in price lately. Personally 
1 ’ve taken to wearing soft collars. 

Your affectionate Cousin, II. F. 

Aren’t you pleased that potatoes have, 
come in again ’/ (Another good thing j 
beginning with a P.) I 

Petherton ground his teeth for a last; 
bout, aad bade me come on. 

Sib (ho wrote),—I'm glad you’ve | 
taken to soft collars. They will suit I 
your soft head. As for food, I’m afraid j 
you 're not taking enough arsenic. A [ 
slight touch of relationship to my j 
family has evidently turned your brain, j 
I cannot say how sorry I am that you 1 


should have discovered the one flaw 
in my pedigree. 

Yours faithfully, 

Frederick Petiibrto#*® 

I gave him one last littteri'lwoak 
under tho ribs :— 

Dear old Boy, —Just a hurried lino 
to say that all is forgiven and forgotlou. 
The family feud (there must have been 
one, 1 ’m certain) which has kept the 
Pethertons and the Fordyees apart for 
tho last couple of centuries is a thing 
of tlie past, now tlmt we two under¬ 
stand each other so thoroughly. I am 
only sorry I did not discover the straw¬ 
berry mark on your loft arm earlier, 
tlmt I might the sooner hav^ sub¬ 
scribed myself 

Your long lost Harry. 

This either disarmed him or he 
threw away his woapon in disgust. 

“ Other houses have a good many books 
which lmvc como down from posterity, mostly 
in odd volumes.’’ 

‘ * Claudius Char The. Dritish Weekly. ’ • 

Some of those tlfatwo bequeath to our 
ancestors will be quite as odd. 

It is rumoured that during the period 
of food-control a well-known Soho 
restaurant intends to change its riame 
to the “ Rhondda-vous." 








Busy City-man to his 1‘artner (as one of the new air-raid warnings gets to work), “If you ’ll leave me in he be roil the waKNINCb 
I LL CAHBY ON WHILE YOU TAKE SHELTER DU RING THE BUDS." 


:/ 


THE LITTLE THINGS. 


I USED to bo a peaceful chap as didn’t ask for troublo, 

An’ ttft for rows an' figlitin’, why, 1 ’d mostly rather not, 

But now I'd charge an army singlo-’andod at the double, 

All’ it’s all along o' little things I’ve learned to feel 
so ’ot. 

It’s ’orrid seeiu’ burnin’ farms, which I ‘ave often seen 'ere, 

An fields all stinks an’ shell-’olcs, an’ the dead among 
the flowers, 

But the thing l ’ve 'ated seein’ all tho bloomin’ timo I ’ve 
boon ’ei'o 

Is the little gardens rooted up.the same aB might beouis 

It's had to see tho chattos—which moans castles- gone to 
ruins, 

Ami big cathedrals knocked to bits as used to look that 
fine, 

But what puls me in a paddy more than all thorn sort o’ 
doin's 

Is tho little 'ouses all in ’eaps—the same as might bo 
mine. * 

An’ when tho what’s-it lino is bust an’ we go rompin’ 
through it, 

An’ knock the lid off Potsdam an' the Kaysek off ’is 
throne, 

Why, what’ll get our monkey up an’ give us ’eart to do it? 

Just thinkin’ o’ them little things as might 'ave been 
our own 

(An’ most of all the little kids as might ’aye been our 
own)! . O.F.S. 


COIN’ BACK. 

I 'm goin' back to Blighty and a free-an’-easy lifo, 

But 1 grant it ain't tho Blighty of me pals: 

They takes tho Tubo to Putney, to the kiddies and tho 
wife, 

Or takes tho air on 'Amps toad with their gals; 

My little bit o’ Blighty is the ’ighway, 

With the sweet gorse smolliu’ in tho sun; 

And the ’outlier ’ot and dry, where a tired man may lie 
Whoa the long day's don?. 

There’s pieturo-'alls in ’Ammersmith to suit them mates 
o’ mine; 

There ’s beer and ’addock suppers and cigars ; 

But I guess I’d sooner slog it where thero’s jest the scent 
o' pine 

And over’oad an ’cap o’ little 3tars; 

Tho lights o’ Charin’ Cross and Piccadilly, 

I’d swop ’em for tho silvor of tho streams, 

When the summer moon is lit and the bats begin to flit 
And the dark earth dreams. 

1 ’m goin’ back to Blighty, to the little lonesome lanes, 

The dog-rose and the foxglove and the ferns, 

The sleepy country ’orses and the jolty country wains 
And the kindly faces every way you turns'; 

My little bit o' Blighty is the 'ighway, 

With the sweet gorse smellin’ in the sun ; 

And the 'eather good and deep where a tired man may 
ileep 

When the long day's done. 




































































































































58 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[July 25, 1917. 


gains, and laboured hard this afternoon passed in three minutes was not quite 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAmEIMT. convince the Committee that ship- Borne out; but that was chiefly bo- 
llonday , July l(ii//.— In the courso owners in general wcro in no sense cause thehon.Member himself occupied 
of a discussion on “ rope” in War-bread profiteers. lie failed, howevor, to avert a quarter-of-an-hour in complaining of 
Mr. Thorne accused tho West- End the wrath of Mr. Denniss, who declared the Government’s delay in introducing 
bakeries of mixing white flour with tho that if, after what had been revealed, it. 

" G.R.” variety, and so supplying their any shipowner was made a peer, he Wednesday, July 18 th .—Sir Henry 
wealthy customers with better bread should move to abolish the peerage, 
than is procurable by his own constitu¬ 


ents. Although no official confirm¬ 
ation of this charge was forthcoming 
Mr. Tuobnk appeared to he convinced 
of its accuracy. In his opinion tho 
Government, following tho historic ex¬ 
ample of Pharaoh, should give the 
bread to tho people and tho ropo to tho 
bakers. 

It might not bo accurate to say that 
in the matter of beer tho Irishman 
wants but littlo hero below, but he cer¬ 
tainly wants that littlo strong; and 
being, in spite of a popular impression 
to the contrary, a seriously-minded 
person, he resents any reduction of his 
gravity. Mr. Bridueman’b gentle re¬ 
minder that no Irish browor need avail 
himself of the new regulations unless 
ho pleases quite failed to satisfy tho 
Nationalists that a new Horn had not 



Dalziel has been labouring under the 
delusion that the R.N.A.S. and the 
R.F.O. are so mortally afraid of tres¬ 
passing upon one another’s aerial pre¬ 
serves that the former will not attack 
an enemy plaue travelling over land, 
or the latter over sea. Dr. Macnamara 
for the Navy, and Mr. Maopherson for 
tho Army, informed him that there was 
no truth in tho suggestion ; but Colonel 
Claude Lowthkm, remembering that 
there were once Two Macs who de¬ 
lighted in spoofing their audicncos, 
refused to ho comforted until categori¬ 
cally assured that botween Ii.N.A.S. 
and R.F.C. there is “sufficient cohe¬ 
sion.” 

This was Balfour's day. Never since 
he gave up the Leadership of the U nion- 
ist Party six years ago has he nuoro 
completely dominated the scene. Mr. 
Bonar Law had announced that the 
Government had on third thoughts de¬ 
cided not to set up a new tribunal to 


THE EMPTY SEAT. 

been added to Ireland’s catalogue of M «- 1 ’tnch drops a silent tear at thi- 

n heparture of one of his best puppets. 

grievances. 

Tuesday , July 17 th.— For some weeks This day the Kino in Council decreed try tho persons affected by the Mosopo- 

Mr. Ginnell has boon absent from his that tho Royal House should forthwith tamia Report. Tho military officers 
place. No one has gone so far as to abandon all Gorman titles and would he dealt with by the Army Coun- 
suggest that the Roll of the House known henceforth as the House cil. As for Lord U ardingk, the Govoru¬ 
sh on Id be called in order to bring back Windsor. No one will be better pleased ment,“on tho representations of tho 
tho hon. Member to his Parliamentary than Mr. Swift MacNkill, who for Foreign Secretary,” had again re- 
|. duties. But considerable curiosity was months past has boon unsparing in his fused his proffered resignation. If any 
aroused by his recent statement that efforts to purge the Upper House of Members disapproved, let them pro¬ 
be proposed to make one more appear- enemy peers, and to-night had the pose a Vote of Censure or move tho 
anco at Westminster before retiring satisfaction of seeing a Bill for that adjournment. 

permanently to Ireland to watch over purpose read a second time. His pro- It was perhaps fortunate for the 
the growth of tho Sinn Fein Republic, phecy that such measure could be * Government that Mr. Dillon aoeepted 


To-day was the day. Ques¬ 
tion 45, “ Mr. Ginnell, to ask 
the 1’rimo Minister, <tc., Ac.,” 
was eagerly awaited. There 
was no saying that the hon. 
Member, if dissatisfied with 
tho reply, would not hurl the 
Mace at the Chancellor of 
the Exchequer, so as to en¬ 
sure a proporly dramatic exit. 
At last No. 45 was reached ; 
hut Mr. Ginnell was not 
there to put it. Once more 
tho Saxon intellect had been 
too slow to keep up with the 
swift processes of tho Celtic 
cerebollum, Sir. Ginnell 
has on more than one occa¬ 
sion made what his compa¬ 
triots call a “ holy show ” of 
himself; but ho refuses to do 
this sort of thing to order. 

Mr. Houston is still harp¬ 
ing upoii the Chancellor 
of the Exchequer's recent 
confession of his sliip-owning 



a vi 7 


LOKD HABMNGEW CHAMPION. 
Mr. Balfour Lets out. 


tho challenge. During the 
War the Member for East 
Mayo has lost such authority 
in the House as he once pos¬ 
sessed. Criticism on the con¬ 
duct of the campaign from 
one who boasts that he has 
never stood upon a recruiting- 
platform lacks sincerity. Mr. 
Balfour, always at his bdfet 
when defonding a friend, laid 
about him lustily, and con¬ 
vinced the majority of the 
House, not very friendly at 
the outset, that it would - be 
an act of gross injustice to 
remove a groat public servant 
because tho Commission—on 
whose evidence, without fur- 
tlier inquiry, yon could not 
hang a oat—had reported 
adverselyonhis conduct in an 
entirely different capacity. 

To add to the force of this < 
appeal came Sir Hedworth 
MFii x’s striking testimonial; 
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Hairdresser (with a view to business—to customer, who is getting rapidly bald). "TmsttU 
AUE PLENTY 01' HAIIUUUiSSEBS, YOU KNOW, Sin, WHO PIlOt’ESH TO MAKE A WIU; BUT, 
WHEN YOU ’YE GOT IT ON, IT LOOKS NOTHING LIKE A WIG AT ALL, SlB." 


— “I have known Lord Hakdingk 
from a boy.” After that, Bmall wonder 
tliat the House rejected Mr. Dillon's 
motion by 176 to 81. 

Thursday, July 19 ih .—Tho only thing 
that keeps Mr. 11 eddy at Westminster 
is his delight in acting as Chorus to 
Major Pbetyman Newman. Whenever 
the lion, and gallant Member asks a 
question Mr. Reddy, in a piping voice 
of remarkable carrying power, imme¬ 
diately puts another, designed to throw 
doubt upon his personal prowess or his 
military capacity. Major Newman had 
sovoralQuestionson the Paper this after¬ 
noon, and, as ho had just announced tho 
withdrawal of his valuable support from 
a Government so lost to all sense of pro¬ 
priety as to welcome Messrs.C h ukliuli, 
and Montagu to its fold, Mr. Keddy's 
! comments were awaited with pleasur- 
! able anticipation. 

| Alas! for once he was not in his 
! place. Even when Major Newman | 
elicited the damning information that | 
i some members of the Dublin Metro- 
j politan Police occasionally omploy a 
I Gorman barber there was no penotra- 
j ting voice from tho back benches to I 
ask, “ Why doesn’t the honourable j 
Mimber go and shave them himself?” j 
I Mr. Jowktt wants the Home Segue- | 

; tauy to withdraw tho permission lie! 
j gave some time ago “to employ women 1 
■ on tho night-turn in wool-combing." 

J Several much-married Members art- 
afraid that w hatever ho may decide the 
! objectionable practice will continue. 


SCOTLAND FOR EVER, 
j They eamo from uulamablo highlands, 
From glens whore their fathers wore 
! free, 

I From misty and mountainous islands 
Sot fast jn tho throat of tho sea; 
They fought for the honour of Britain ; 

They diod in defeneo of the right; 
Their deeds are in history written 
In letters of light. 

They foil where the Ganges is flowing; 

•They lie ’neath tho Russian Redan ; 
Their dust o'er the desert is blowing 
In the whirlwinds of far Kordofan ; 
The sons of Glon Orchy and Rannoch 
Sleep sound by the slow-moving 
- Scheldt, 

And the bones of the men of Loch 
Fannich 

Ar» white on the veldt. 

But the Lews and Lochmabon and 
Gairloch 

Still march to the battle array, 

And the fighters from many a fair 
loch, 

Like their fathers, leap forth to the 
fray: 


Red flame tears tho darkness asunder 
Whero tho curtain of battle is drawn, 
Where the clan-mum through death- 
cloud and thunder 
Go ovor at dawn. 

In tho strength of tho hills and tho 
heather, 

With the salt of tho sea in their blood, | 
They sweep from tho trenches together | 
With tho force of an onrushing flood; | 
Liko the billows that heat upon Moidart 
Whon galos from the Hebrides blow, 
Like a storm on tho mountains of 
Knoidart 

They burst on the foe. 


A film-drama :— 

“ It is tho story of tho poor orphan daughter 
of a South American aristocrat, She has be¬ 
come enamourod of a tradesman's son, but mis¬ 
apprehension having arisen sho becomes en¬ 
gaged to a man who apparently is well endowed 
with this world's foods." 

Leicester Daily Mercury. 

In these times, who can wonder at her 
choice ? 


From an article on tho Royal 
Lineage:— 

“ After the extinction of tho Billing 
Family . . . —Daily Telegraph. 

A correspondent, writing upon House 
of Commons’ notepaper, assures us 
that the abovo passage is a gross 
exaggeration. 

“ CimtMU I). (Westminster).—Wc answer 
you in the words of Cassius, ‘A jilaguo o’ 
both your houses.' Town Topics. 

Were not tho words those of Mcrcutio 
when bo bad failed to set up a Business 
Government in Verona? 


“Apply wood-killers to garden walks and 
drives, using every precaution against domestic 
fowls and other bird-eating worms,” 

Jtish Gardening. 

Very careless of St. Patbick to leave 
those ornithophagoi*S reptiles at large. 

“ Wanted, Few Mon to travel with Hobby 
Horses.—Apply Murphy’s Steam Galloping 
Horses, Abbeyleix, Queen's Co.” 

Irish Independent. 

Now we understand Mr. Ginnell’b 
sudden docision to quit Westminster. 
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pocket the red from a point of consider- walks round the table to examine the 
THE TAP-ROOM. able vantage, when the Adjutant defer- position from every point of view. His 

On it Reserve Battulion has a billiard- ontially suggests that lie is about to next move is to mark out elaborate 
room, which is well patronised by all play with the wrong ball. TheColonol angles with the assistance of chalk 
those cheerful souls who have escaped immediately strides round the tablo to marks on the cushions. Having finally 
from Franco without permanent injury where li\p command is clinging to the formed all iiis plans, he encourages his 
and rcsignedl) await the second call. cushion, iifts the ball to convince him- artillery with a few more rounds of 
To-night the “Tap-room ” is in top solf that there is a spot on its surface, chalk, approaches the fiold with studied 
form. A four-handed game of snooker plants it back in a slightly more favour- and dignified calm, delivers his attack, 
is in as rapid progress as is reasonably able position, and with one thrust of and retires to watch the effect from his 
do. Every oasy-ebair is filled witii his cue projects it ir 


possible. 


projects it into open oountry. O. Pip. 




a would-be player offering gratuitous 
advice in order to speed things up. A 
young war-scarred Captain is balanced 
on a rickety side-tablo, offering odds on 
the game in a raucous voice. The Moss- 
waitor strives to ho in throe 
places at once. Through all, 
tho players, totally unnerved, 
play with a desperate attempt 
at concentration. 

Suddenly tho door opens, and 
the Colonel enters, heated and 
out of breath. His eye pierces 
through tho tobacco smoko and 
transfixes the unhappy book¬ 
maker. Ho requests him to 
take advantage of his position 
to open a window. Tho players 
examine tho tips of their cuas 
in sudden silence. The Colonel 
refuses tho offer of six vacated 
chairs with a slightly impatient 
negative and inquires as to the 
probable length of the game.! 

He accepts the obvious untruth j 
that it lias just ended, smiles 
with satisfaction, aud proposes . 
to the Adjutant a game of one 
hundred up. j 

The Colonel, after examining \ 
the cues with marked disap- j 
proval, eventually selects ono j 
of short length and pronounced ! 
weight. lie then appropriates 
for his sole personal use the 
only piece of chalk, demands 
the spot ball, places it in posi¬ 
tion, and endeavours to cast his oppo true discipline pots his opponent’s hall 
nont's hall into a baulk pocket with | and leaves tho others in baulk. A 


lie then leaves tho tablo without await- His command, flying desperately 
ing the result and resumes bis pipe, across the open, loses direction, blun- 
Tho Adjutant now compiles a fifteen dors hopelessly into an obstruction on 
break, pauses, notices the Colonel’s the flank, retires in confusion, and 
inattention, and with typical lack of makesablinddospairingdashforashell- 

cratcr. Missing this by a frao- 



a rapid back-hander. The Adjutant 
sprints round the table in pursuit. 

The Colonel next addresses his own 
hall and propels it violently against the 
red, which, taken completely by sur¬ 
prise, bounds with a strong resilience 
from the top cushion, courses twice up 
and clown the (able and comes to a 


fciou it loses all interest in life, 
wanders pitifully off at an un¬ 
natural angle, runs into the 
hostile force of the Adjutant, 
and comes finally into contact 
with tho rod. 

Tho Colonel hastens to remark 
to tiie enthusiastic audience that 
this cannon only proves tho 
possibilities of the noble game 
when accuracy is achieved. It 
is calculated to improve their 
marksmanship, to teach them 
to grasp an opportunity, to 
apply their tactical training, 
and to render them cool in the 
hour of crisis. 

Inspired by tin's truth lie 
attempts to pull off on awk¬ 
ward losing hazard. This effort 
is ruined by an appalling mis- 
ctie which affects the new cloth. 
The Colonel justly blames the 
chalk, removes the pet-dog of 
the battalion from his path 
with his foot, and makes for 
tho scoring-board. The volun¬ 
teer marker inadvertently puts 
tho Colonel's modest score on to 
the largo total of the Adjutant. 
At this critical moment an 
orderly fortunately arrives with a note 
from tho Brigade office. The Colonel 
horrified silence ensues. The Colonel, secures tho missive, tears tho envelope 
without noticing the delicacy of the to shreds, runs his eye over tho trivial 
situation, playfully slopes his “hipo” contents, and curses the War. Ho then 
and inarches back to the table. Tho I assumes an air of enormous import- 
awful truth is instantly laid bare. Tho ' ance, excuses himself, and stamps out 
colour of his face becomes of nu imperial into the night, 
shade. Ho dumbly fumbles for his 
ball, which, with a last bid for exemp 


Ancient Heroine, “It’s been a tuvin’ time kou me, Mus. 
ISlocios. My Savin’s-Hank book was up in IiUnnon ael 

THBOUGir THAT AIIl-ltAll). " 


pause iu the neighbour!mod of tho tiou, eludes Ms fingers and rolls under inducedto°take th?Jpofnfo'/viow,’but*the 
’ ” ' ’ ' ’ 11 tho table. locality oxeuscs ignorance to some extent, 

Taking advantage of this the Colonel, I and the bravery still exists: Ovid has a line 
with one glance of concentrated hate th ft t nughl lie learut with advantage by onr 
in the direction of liis opponent, grap .. 


middle pocket. The Colonel tests the 
elasticity of tho cushion with his thumb 
and gives way a foot to enable his 
opponent to bogin a neat break of 
twenty-seven 


plos with his choler,'and by tho time 


The Colonel, finding timo hanging that his bail is returned under escort, 
heavily on his hands, devotes this period has partially recovered himself. He is 
to filling his pipe from a borrowed determined to show to his subalterns 
pouch ; ho then tramps detertninedly the Value of coolnessm on emergency, 
back to the table and is about to He places his ball with infinite core and 


readers- 

‘ Fallikcr augurio, Bpetf bona saope bus.’ ’’ 
Nigerian Pioneer. 

Wo do not recall this line in Ovid ; blit 
the locality is notoriously unfavourable 
to Latin quotation. As Hoeaob says, 
Hie Niger est ; hunts iu. Bomam, eaveto. 
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DR. SULLIVAN. 

It had been decided that there never 
was such a resemblance as is to be 
traced between my homely features and 
thoso of a visitor to the same hotel last 
year—Dr. Sullivan of Wigley Street. 
This had become an established fact, 
irrefutable like a proposition of Euclid, 
and one of my new friends, who was 
also a friend of the Dr. Sullivan of 
Wigloy Street who had so satisfyingly 
and minutely autieipatod my counte¬ 
nance, made it the staple of his con¬ 
versation. “ Isn’t Mr. Blank,” lie 
would say to this and that habitin', of 
the smoking-room as they dropped in 
from the neighbouring farms at night, 
“ the very imago of I)r. Sullivan of 
Wigley Street, who was hero last year? ” 
And they would subject my physiog 
nomy to a searching study and agree 
that 1 was. Perhaps the nose—a little 
bigger, don't you think? or a shado of 
dissimilarity between the chins (he 
having, 1 suppose, only two, confound 
him !), but taking it all round the like¬ 
ness w'as extraordinary. 

This had boon going on for some 
time, until J was accustomed, if not 
exactly inured, to it, and was really 
rather looking forward to the time 
when, on returning to London, I could 
trump up a sufficient ailment to call 
upon my doublo in Wigley Street and 
scrutinize him with my own eyes. But, 
last night my friend had something of 
a set-back, which may possibly, by 
dolieeting his conversation to other 
topics, give me relief. I hopo so. 

It happened like this. We were 
sitting in the smoking-room as usual, 
he and I, when another local acquaint¬ 
ance entered—one who, 1 gathered, 
had been away for a few weeks and 
whom I had therefore not yet seen, and 
who (for this was the really important 
thing to my friond) consequently had 
not yet seen me. 

In course of time the inevitable oc¬ 
curred. “ Don't you think,” my friond 
asked, "that Mr. Blank is the very 
image of Dr. Sullivan of Wigley Street, 
who was here last summer ? ” 

"What Dr. Sullivan's that?” the 
newcomer inquired. 

“ Dr. Sullivan of Wigley Street, who 
was fishing here last summer. Don’t 
you remember him ? Tho very image 
of Mr. Blank.” 

“The only Dr. Sullivan I know,” re¬ 
plied the newcomer," is Dr. Sullivan of 
Newcastle. Ho’s a very old man by 
now. A very-learned man too. He has 
a wpnderful private museum. He——” 

" No, no, the Dr. Sullivan I mean was 
from Wigley Street—a specialist—who 
took the Manor lishing last summer; 
and stayed ifi the hotel. .. j 



.a.H\s njnyji i j 

Officer. " Want a new mebs-tin, do you ? Where's tour odd one?’ 
Private. “I haven’t hot it, Sir." Officer. "Why not?" 

Private . “ Pl.EABE, SIR, THERE ’S A CHATEAU ON TOT OP IT, SfR." 


“ Dr. Sullivan of Newcastle is a vory 
old man—much older than Mr. Blank 
here, and not a bit like him, lie’s a 
most interesting personality. He is 
tho great authority on the South Sea 
Islanders. You should see his colloction 
of Fiji war clubs.” 

"But that’s not the Dr. Sullivau I 
mean. You must remember him," said 
my impresario; " we all used to meet 
evening after evening, just as we're 
doing now — Dr. Sullivan of Wigloy 
Street, the specialist, a clean-shaven 
big man, exactly like Mr. Blank hove. 
Everyone has noticed the likeness.” 

“ Dr. Sullivan of Newcastle has a 
Wfttrd,” said the newcomer. “ And he's 
a very old man by now. A great re¬ 
ceptacle of miscellaneous learning. He 
showed me once bis collection of coins 
end medals. He^s got coins back to 
lip Rqmkn Emperors, and stories,about 
every one of them^,i^'ie(dIai9tion- 


‘ Yes, but- 

of idols is amazing. You never 
saw such comio figures as those natives 
worship. Thoro's nothing he doesn’t 
collect, lie's got a mummy covered 
with bluo beads. Ho’s got skulls from 
all over the world, showing different 

formations. It's some years-” 

'* Yes, but-” 

" —since J saw him last, and oleottrso 

he may be-” 

“ Yes, but-” 

"—dead. But if not bo’s a man 
worth knowing. If ever you go to New- 
castle don’t forget about him. But he 
must be very old bjf how. Ho— 

At this point I finished my glass and 
j slipped away to bed. Consulting the 
mirror as I undressed, I smiled at the 
reflection that confronted me. “ You 
can sleep well to-night,” I said, "for 
thoro are signs that you are about to 
have a rest." •. 1 , % >,£ 
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HEART-TO-HEART TALKS. 

(Dr. von Buthm ann-T!ota.who and Herr Mkhjleijs.) 

Michaulih. 1 have called partly becauso I desired to 
offer my most tactful condolences to my distinguished 
predecessor in tho high office which 1 hold, and partly 
because 1 thought you might be willing to give mo some 
hints as to my conduct, for 1 should like to leave nothing 
undono that might make mo a successful Chancellor. 

Von 11 n tjimas x■ floijLWj'jdu. Upon my word you are 
even more kind and considerate than I had expected, 
liven to exchange a word with a fallen Chancellor is a 
sign both of kindness and courage. I wonder how you 
could screw yourself up to tho pitch of being so daring. 

M. 1 am glad you think so, for that is how I myself 
felt it. 

1 'on B.-1I. Well, wo will leave your courage out of tho 
question. Jt is sufficiently proved by your acceptance of j 
tho Chancellorship. As to such advico as T am able to 
give, 1 must ask you lirst whether you am ready to have 
the boots of tho Ai.l-Hkuikst constantly wipod upon 
various parts of your person ? 

M. A true Prussian ondures that with difficulty. 

Von B.-1J. But a true Prussian, it soouis, can accustom 
himself to this form of friendship and confidence as to 
many others. 

M. What others do you speak of ? 

Von B.-1I. My worthy Miohaki.ib, you really must have 
covered your eyes and stopped your ears ever since you 
were horn, otherwise you could not possibly he so ignor¬ 
ant. Do you not know that if your great and beloved says 
a foolish thing or duos an indiscreet one it will be your 
duty to shoulder tho responsibility for it? And you can 
easily calculate yourself during how many hours of the day 
your back is likely to he without a burden of some sort. 
And mind you, you avo not to expect to receive any grati¬ 
tude for your toil. 

M. But ho speaks a kind word now and then, doesn’t 
ho ? 

Von B.-H. A kind word? Ha-ha. Whon I think of all 
that I have done for that man, tho acts I have defended, 
tho stupidities 1 have tried to convert into statesmanship, 
the tempers 1 have been tho butt of, the childish insults 1 
have had to tolerate, the theatricalities I have boon com¬ 
pelled to treat as if they wore the most glorious manifesta¬ 
tions of Imperial splendour—when I think of all this and 
realise that lie and I avo both still alive, I marvel at such a 
spectacle of human endurance. 

M. f must confess you are not very cheerful or very 
encouraging. 

Von B.-H. I did not set out to cheer you up or to en¬ 
courage you, but I thought it just as well that someone 
should tell you tho truth. 

it/. Why aren't you glad then at having dropped your 
burden ? 

Von 11.-H. I own I ought to be, hut, as you hint, I am 
not. Them are ways of doing things, and there is a real 
dilTorenco in walking quietly through a door arid boing 
kicked out through it with all possible violence. * 

11. But you have had the Holienzollern Order pre¬ 
sented to you and tho Ann-lIionKST has written you with 
his own gracious hand a letter. 

Von B.-IJ. Vcrhosa ct grandis cpistola venit a Caprc.'is. 
As for the Holienzollern Order I don’t caro a snap of the 
fingers for it. Nor will you when your time comes. 

M. I hope that will not be for many years. 

Von B.-H. For your sake 1 hope your tirntf may be short. 
In any case I must thank you most warmly for your tact- 
__^_3pndoIences. , 


THE REST-RUMOUR. 

I know not in what rodent-haunted caverns, 

By what rough tongues the tale was first expressed, 

By choking fires or in the whispering taverns 
With wine and omolotto lovingly caressed, 

Or what tired soul, o’erladen with a lump 
Of bombs and bags which someone had to hump, 
Flung down his load indignant at the Dump 
And, cursing, cried, "Jl 's time ire had a rent !” 

And so, maybe, began it. Some sly runner, 
Half-hearing, half-imagining, no doubt. 

Caught up the word and gave it to a gunner, 

And, ho embroidering, 'twas noised about 
From lip to lip in many a trench’s press 
Whore working-parties struggled to progress 
Or else go hack, but both without success, 

" Officer siu/s Division ’s going out.” 

It found the Front. It came up with the rations; 

Tho Corporals carried it from hole to hole; 

And scouts hohaved in strange polemic fashions 
On what they thought would ho their la4 patrol; 
WliiloFritz, of course, from whom few tilings are hid, 
Had tho romance as soon as any did, 

And said, thank William, he would soon he rid 
Of yon condemned disturbers of his soul. 

Nor woro there few confirming little trifles, 

For James, rejoining from the Base, had scaun’d 

Strange waiting infantry with brand-new rifles, 

In backward aroas, but close at hand; 

And some had marked tho D.A.Q.M.C. 

Approaching Railhead in tho dusk, and lie 
(Who, as a fact, was simply on the spree) 

Had gone, of course, to view the Promised Land. 

And what a land ! Who had not heard its promise ? 

A land of quietude and no grenades, 

Soft beds for officers, fair barns for Tommies, 

And rich osiaminots and gracious maids, 

And half-an-hour from Abbeville by tho train, 

A land of rivulets and guidon grain 
(Where it would bo impossible to train 
And even difficult to have parades)! 

Then it appeared the groom of General Harrison 
Had news doniod to ordinary men. 

How the Brigade was going homo to garrison 
A restful corner of the Lincoln fen ; 

But weeks have passod and wo ure as wo were; 

And possibly, when Toaco is in the air 
And these dear myths have died of sheor despair, 
They may come true—but not, I think, till then. 


Feline Amenities. 

.“ Cats’ IlArrv Houdav Home. —WiroJ garden, Homo comforts, 
References.”— Church Family KeuspajKr. 

From a notice of “ Throe Weeks ” 

“The Queen of Croatia, one of those convenient operatic Balham 
royalties. . . .”— Liverpool Daily Post. 

Won’t Tooting be jealous ! 

“ To one who has been long enough away from tho centre of 
thingB almost to forget what it is like, a walk along Pall Mall yester¬ 
day brought some curious reflections. From the Circus to Hyde 
Pu#k Corner not a single luxurious private motor-ear or horse-drawn 
carriage was to be seen. It was not the Pall Mall of old days.” 

Evening Paper, 

No, it seems to have been much more like Piccadilly. 
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Tnn>i> ahi/i OJJin r. "AM'imsii I can fm) Foil voc, Su:'.*" 

Kntrrpnnng American. ") guess so. I’m the cinkmatoohai'II off. hatch who’s going to take a film the fiust time you'he 

TOlll’EUOICH, AM) J’VE GOT A LETTER FROM Y'OUll FOLKS INSTRUCTING YOU TO GIVK MIC EVERY FACILITY." 


A SURPRISE PARTY. - 

“Five -and-thihty wounded Tommies 
coming to tea and one of them coining 
to his death, hut ho doosu’t know it,” 
moaned Emily, and waved a knife round 
her head. 

I saw what had happened. All this 
bun-baking and cake-making had boon 
too much for my poor wife. She had 
been living in the oven for a week. 

“You’re overdone. Lie down and 
try to get a littlo nap before they 
coiiio,” I said soothingly. “ Every¬ 
thing's roady." 

“Will ho die without a sound, or 
will he gurgle ? ’’ said Emily, and 
brought the knife within an inch of 
my nose. 

“No one is going to die at our tea- 
party, dear,” I said, and ducked, 

“Not aftoi'swallowing that /"shrieked 
Emily, and lunged at mo with the knife 
again. 

I got it firmly by the handle this 
time, and I recognised Emily’s special 
cake-knife, an instrument wrought to 
perfection by long years of sendee, 
sharp as a razor down both sides, with 
a flexible tip that slithered round” a 


basin and scooped up the last morsels 
of candied-peel. 

But the flexible tip was gone. 1 
understood Emily’s distraught con¬ 
dition. You can replace a diamond 
tiara; money won’t buy a twenty- 
year-old cake-knife. 

“Try and hoar it, dear," I said. 

Emily pointed to the table weighed 
down with Modeiras and rocks and 
almonds and sultanas and gingers. 
" It’s inside one of thorn,” she said. 

For the moment 1 failed to grasp 
her moaning. She explained. “ I ’vo 
made six dozen. The knife was all 
right when 1 stavLed: a little bout, 
nothing more. It was when I was 
mixing tho last that I noticed the tip 
was missing." 

It was a difficult position. There 
was no time to submit the cakes to the 
X-rays; the advance party w»s stream¬ 
ing through tho gate. 

“Dear fellows! I wonder which 
one it will be," said Emily, and clung 
round my neck. 

I put her on one side. “ I ’ll manage 
it; leave it to me," I said, and went 
forward and welcomed our guests. My 
mind was working clearly and rapidly, 


as it always does in a crisis. When I 
had got them seated round tho toa- 
tahlo, “ My dear friends," T said, “ this 
isn’t a Christmas party, hut my wife 
couldn't help indulging in a littlo 
Christinas fun. Sho’s just whispered 
to me that she’s put a surprise in one 
of the cakos. I know her. It won’t 
ho an ordinary sort of surprise. I 
should advise you all to keep a sharp 
look-out. There's a pound ” (it was 
worth a pound to save a hero's throat 
from being cut) “for tho man who finds 
anything in his eake which hasn’t any 
business to bo there. ” 

Within five minutes two pebbles, a 
tin-tack, a chunk of wood and a blaclc- 
boetle wore on the tablecloth . . . 

“ Do you know that flutter's cost 
me fivo pounds, and there wasn’t a sign 
of your infernal knife after all ? ” I said 
to Emily when they d gone. 

“ I’ve just found it under the kitchen 
table,” said Emily/ •* I am thankful.” 

“ This company’s year ended on tho 10th 
Juno, and a good distribution is looked for by 
tho markot ."—Journal of Commerce. 

With such help from the calendar any 
company should do well. , 4 
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THE SIGNAL SECTION. 

You know bow tho great hunter who 
sleeps with Ins gun at his pillow is 
awake in an instant, with all his facul¬ 
ties alert, when the i I spider breaks 
a twig in the jungle? You remember 
how tho handsome highwayman, at tho 
first far clatter of hoofs on tho great 
North I load, is up and out on the 
scullery roof of tho inn before you 
have turned the page, and is (loop in 
Lonely Copse (wearing tho sorving- 
wonch's stomacher) before his first fat 
pursuer has said, “Open in the name 
of tho Law,” below his window ? Well, 
like .Jimmy's bloodhound iu Punch, J 
am very good at that. 

But it is a tolophono-bell that does it. 
You go down soventy- 
two steps -backwards, 
or you hit your head 
-to a Gorman room, 
which smolls German, 
and you will find my 
boudoir, furnished with 
sandbags, a shaving 
mirror and a telephone. 

At eleven o’clock I 
lie on tho sandbags and, 
like tho great hunter, 
close my eyes immedi¬ 
ately in dreamless sleep. 

At fivo minutes past 
eleven tho telephone- 
boll rings. 

That is what I am 
good at. 1 leap to my 
feet and say “ Hullo ! ” 

Utter silence follows, 
save (as Mr. Bkach 
Thomas would say) for 
tho monotonous dione 
of tho groat shells burst¬ 
ing outside. 

I repeat my original 
remark. “ Hullo ! ” I 
“Hullo! . . . Hullo 1” 

I shako tho microphone. It sounds 
as though sand had got into it, and 


do you want, Sir ? This is Zed Essos 
Fiji Ack five, Sir . , ." 

“ You called mo,” I say. 

He is moro hurt than angry at that. 
“ Oh, no, Sir. You rang mo up, Sir. 
This is Zed Essos ...” 

I nip that in tho hud by saying 
“ Hullo! ” very loud. He realizes that 
the game is up. 


too lato that this graceful gesture is 
lost on him. “ I am sorry, Sir,” I reply 
with dignity, “ but the delay was inevit¬ 
able. It shall be with you on the break¬ 
fast-table. The difficulty of communi¬ 
cation in this great War . . .” 

Division laughs sardonically. 

At ten minutos past twelve I go to 
bed again, and at twelve-fifteen an 


“Speak to Division, Sir,” he says orderly shines an electric torch in my 


curtly, and clicks before I can answer, 
A faint far gnat-voice says, “ Is that 
Zed Ess? ” 

“No,” I shout;. “ What tho . . .” 

“Through to Division,” says gnat- 
voice and clicks mo off. Another 
voice carries on tho good work. Up¬ 
stairs tho shells hurst playfully on tho 
parapet, and under the starlit Bley a gas 
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New Tenant (dinging up hum ami waste yrowml, In agent). “Can you 1NFOIIM 
ME WIIEIIE X CAN FINE THE MAN WHO OWNED THIS PLACE BEFORE MK?” 

JJnusc Agent. “Rii— he's in France. " 

Tenant. "Dm. Well, T ii off. nu comes hack s iki.i.y !" 


still there is silence. The minutes creep 
on and my voice begins to fail. Outside 
in tho quiet night a solitary* gas-alarm 
chirps a few quiet notes to the stars 
and is still. I continue to say “ Hullo!” 

At eleven-fifteen tho operator at the 
other end finishes the story of what 
he said to her and what sho, on the 
other hand, said to him, and turns 
refreshed to his instrument. 

With a dexterous twist of his wrist 
he sounds a deafening peal in the hell 
at my oar, and says, “ Hullo! ” 

1 retaliate. When the score is vant¬ 
age out, I put all tho red tabs I can 
into my voice, and his tono changes. 
He is at once the cheerful and 
artisan, eager to pleaso. 

“ Yos, Sir . . . Yes, Sir . . . Who 


say brightly, cloud drifts slowly across the fields, 
almost hiding the cattle who are graz¬ 
ing peacefully there in tho long wet 
grass. 

AtmidnightT am through to Division. 


eyes in ordor to provent my read!' 
wire which ho hands me. It i • 
“Ref. your S.C. 1985 please ask PiG 
if they havo salvaged any German 
socks. A.A.A. urgent.” 

I stand up, and the orderlv^Vioin- 
plotely unnerved by the sight of a Staff 
Captain in undress uniform, releases tho 
button of his torch and retires under 
cover of darkness. 

I twirl the haudlo of 
the telephone and lis¬ 
ten. Thore is silence. 

I turn it again with 
vigour. For twenty 
minutes I hofiave like 
an organ-grinder. To¬ 
wards dawn tiie hell 
rings and 1 receive an 
electric shook. 

“HulloI” says the 
operator. 

I tell him what I 
think of him. When 
I havo finished the sun 
is up and the first aero¬ 
plane is dropping its 
glad bombs on the dewy 
earth below. 

I demand PIG. PIG 
is a Macbino G un Com¬ 
pany. By breakfast- )j 
time 1 have discovered 
that PIG has salvaged 
socks, Gorman, one. 

I ring up Division . .. 

It is a splendid force, as they used to 
say in The Message, from Mars —it is a 
splendid force, the Signal Service. 

And men sleeping among the rats in 
the front line wake for their coffee and 


Is that you ?“ says Division. “There hot water and envy mo my undisturbed 
is a list ...” . nights. 

“ Finished, please?” says tho opera- 


willing 


tor so near and loud that 1 jump. 

Division and I are at ono bore --wo 
are agreed that wo have not finished. 
Like tiie Brothers Crosstalk, wo say so 
simultaneously, using the same swear¬ 
word. 

The operator clicks off, baffled. 

“That list of mon for a bombing 
course,” says Division. 

“ Yes, Sir,” I reply brightly, though 
my heart sinks. 

"You ought^to have sent it in at 
6 vje," says Division. “ And it has not 
yet arrived.” 


“ The Vienna THc Xeil considers the political 
crisis in Germany as one of the chief conse¬ 
quences of the political utterances of English, 
American and French statesmen, demanding 
tho demoralisation of Germany.” 

Sunday Times. 

It seems superfluous. 

“ It is authoritatively announced that the 
American troops fighting iu Franco will very 
shortly reooivo steel helmets, the design of the 
helmets being very similar to those worn by 
tho French and British forces, but hparing, as 
insignia, the United States coat of mail.’ 1 ' 

Daily Graphic. 

Head-protection is very necessary, but 


I look at my wrist-watch, but realise isn’t this rathor overdoing it ? 
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Harassed Dirnrulor. “I'm veuy Bonny, Mum, I 'avkn’t bkkn able to paver your two top bedrooms. They took away my 

LAST MAN A WEEK AOO YOU THE ABMY. SEEMS TO ME THEY TIUNK MORE OP THIB 'KRH WAR TUAN THEY 1)0 OP PAPER-’ANQING.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

[By Air. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clarks.) 

Mn. Horace Bleackley, in his Life of John Wilkes 
(Lank), the “ Father (inter aim) of Radicalism,’’ provides a 
vast amount of honest entertainment, and has handled his 
vivid twopenoo-colourod subject with considerable skill. 
There is plenty of humour to he extracted from the 
vagaries of the triend of liberty. Homo of the lxjstof it may 
be found in the consideration of this unsuitable parentage 
of a solemn creed-- -lor Wilkes of Medmenhain Abbey fame 
and The Essay an Women was certainly not reared on cocoa 
and flannel waistcoats. To the optimist hopeful of the 
progress of mankind tho notion of the patriot buying his 
votes at Aylesbury at the price of five pounds a piece will 
bring consolation. We do things at least a little bettor now. j 
In other matters too we have made some slight advance. 
Wilkes rode unmoved to Tyburn as sheriff to assist at the 
banging of a young girl-wife (with a husband pressed for 
the Navy) for the stealing of a few yards of stuff in 
Ludgate Mill to buy bread for her starving children. 
Those who take pleasure in the playful repetitions of 
history may summon a smile for this passage: “The 
executive now [17(59] held the legislature in complete sub¬ 
jection. The individual politician hod lost liis independ¬ 
ence, the majority in the House of Commons had become 
the humble obedient servant of the Government of the day. 
Its members were merely pawns in the political gamo, and 
made every move aB tho ministerial hand directed thorn.’’ 
As a Government-baiter Wilkes could give points to our 
Hoggk and Pringle. He was much less dull for one good 
thing. I wish the code of our fastidious day would permit 
me to quote the naughtiest of witty retorts made by the 
patriot to his fellow-debauchee, Lord Sandwich. But alas! 


I can only refer the discerning reader to page 69 of an 
excellent biography. 

The title of In the Wake of the War (Lane) is at least 
one of cheery import, doubly welcome in these days when 
certain gloomsters seem anxious to assure us, in tho manner 
of the applo-eatcr, that there ain’t going to bo no wake, 
Mr. HahoJiD Hodge is by no means of this persuasion ; he 
says, aptly enough, that, if (as all but the cynics beliove) the 
War is going to leave behind it a changed world the sooner 
wo begin to arrange our plans for living in it the better. 
The particular questions to which ho devotes a volume that 
(whatever you may think of its conclusions) is both prac¬ 
tical and moderate, are those relating to “ Parliamentary or 
Imperial Government.” No one can deny that Mr. Hodge 
has thought clearly and with insight upon this theme. 1 
liked tho incisive candour ol his excuse for daring, as an 
amateur, to criticise Parliamentary Government, namely, 
j that while only a member could know it from within “on 
] tho other hand it is extremely difficult for one who is, or 
even lias been, within to know it from without.” A reflec¬ 
tion that explains much. Mi'. Hodge later elaborates this 
with some trenchant observations on what is called (more 
accurately than many pereons suppose) tho Gamo of Party, 
showing how the delight in rule-twisting, in scores, and in 
the chicane of Procedure came to oxercise a wholly dispropor¬ 
tionate spell over the mind of tho professional politician. 
His remedy, an Imporial council, independent, of Parlia¬ 
ment and expressive of tho popular will through the refer¬ 
endum, is ably worked out, with a due appreciation of its 
difficulties. 

Mr. Shan F. Bullock’s Irish-stories have given me so 
much pleasure that I feel myself an ingrate for setting dowu 
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the circumstance that his now novel, Mr. liuby Jumps the Dion discovers that tho father lias just diod, and that Myola, 
Traces (Chatman and Hall), has givon mo very little. But who has suffered badly from paternal cruelty, is left alone 
truth must out. ‘ Mr. Bui, look Abjuros Ireland ” might to bury him. Admirable restraint is shown in the handling 
liavo been the title, for I here is nothing of his own romantic of this rather embarrassing situation. Afterwards Myola 

. . i . .1 • i. .. 1 ___ 1 1.. ,.,~11 J4 . 1...4 _4-.. 1 ^ _ n .t ..Pi „ _i i i _ • j . 



in the City who, ascending one morning to the box of his which she came. Still thevo is undeniable power in this 
omnibus, discovered that it was Spring, and, returning hook and abundant promise of hotter work Lo come. Let 
homo that evening, found that ho was out of tune with mo, however, hog Miss Mubgr.yvh to eschew trite asides, 
domesticity and in need of an adventure. The next day and not waste hor time and ours in telling us, for example, 
therefore he took a ticket to Morocco, telegraphed to his that “regularity is over the fetish of ft good servant, and 
wife that he was going away on business, and set sail, the making of ono.” This kind of tiling does not help 
Mr. Bullock does not convince me that Mr. liuby was tho much in a novel of which tho publishers’ opinion—and I 
man to do this; hut never mind, he doos it. From Gibraltar agree—is that it “touches the deepest roots of human 
ho returns to his shackles, which ho really piefovs, and the feeling.” 
rest of tho hook shows how this break-uway changes things, 

for his wife believes that there was another woman in the Those who know and admire (which is the same thing) 
case, and his daughters take courago from his own falli- tho pleasant Irish stories of the late Miss .Tank Barlow 
bility, and so forth. The history is dono with immense will turn eagerly to hor posthumous novel, just published, 


f iarticularity and sympathy, 
mt the dish has been insulli- 
ciently spiced. Mr. Bullock 
has, in short, thought more of 
tho Jlubys than of the reader. 

In Off Shore (Pkakhon) the 
writer who chooses to ho 
known as “ Tafekail” has 
collected a round dozen of 
nautical sketches and short 
stories all impregnated with 
tho authentic salt of tho sea. 
I had occasion recently to 
commend in tho highest terms 
the story of Crueller Martin , 
O.D., by " Taffuail,” and l 
am glad to record that 1 iiinl 
in tho present hook most of 
tho qualities (of course on a 
smallor scale) which made 
the long story of l'me her so 
brilliantly successful. I like 


In Mio's Youth (Hutchinson). 
j They will not he disappointed. 
The story itself is very simple. 
Mio, short for 11 emu one, was 
an orphaned child, introduced, 
rather as a source of income 
i than an object of love, into 
an Irish family “ of limited 
' moans.” Just what that phrase 
j intends, tho shifts and con- 
; trivances that it covers, is 
; shown by Miss Barlow in her 
own gently satirical fashion, 
i Poor Mw, naturally enough, 

' did not have much of a time 
i in such surroundings; later, 

| howover, there arrived tho 
destined lover, whois indeed in¬ 
dicated with sufficient obvious¬ 
ness for the part from his ear¬ 
liest, vory youthful appearance. 
As in other books from the 
same pen the actual plot is of 
all the new stories, hut my favourite is “The Off Chance,” less moment than the gallery of Irish portraits that embel- 
in which the tables are most skilfully and dramatically lish it. Miss Barlow has dono nothing truer than the 
turned on the Germans, and “the poor old Dragonfly” just-not-quite-out-at-elhows household of tho Quins ; it is a 
not only manages to save herself but also brings into port picture that has boon painted many times, but nevor with 
a German ship which by a wonderful stroke of boldness she greater insight, a more sympathetic humour, or fuller 
has captured in spite of her own battered and shattered con- freedom from any yielding to the temptation of farce. It 
dition. This, I say, is my favourite, but there are others that will add greatly to the regret that so natural a writor 
run it protty close, for instance “Tho Hole in the Cliff's,” should have told us her last tale, 
whore love-making is mingled with adventure and both 



DiuHtttigJicd Hunt/uloir Tenant . "THERE holiday-MAKERS All* 
BECOMING A FEllFKl.T NUISANCE, THIS IS THE THIRD TIME IN 
A FORTNIGHT WE IIAVF, BEEN OVER RUN." 


have their share in the destruction of a German U-boat. 
Nothing could possibly he more satisfactory than “the 
awful rending crash of riven steel” with which the story 
ends. 

Myola won the second prize in Messrs. IIoddkr and 
Stoughton’s "Ono Thousand Guineas Novel Competition.” 
I state this bald fact partly as evidence that Miss (I am 
guessing) Musgkaye’s story has been examined and ap¬ 
proved, and partly because I wondered for some time why 
it had failed to gain tho highest award. The tale opens in 
North New Zealand, among scones most picturesquely 
described and under conditions peculiarly intriguing. Tkfe 
heroine is found in tho wilds by a cousin, Dion Cosway, 
who has come to search for her father and to tell him that 
he has succeeded to a great inheritance. Oh his arrival 


NOMS DE GUERRE. 

[“ Coburg ” is the name of a common form of loaf.] 
The Royal House, determined to disown 
Teutonic titles of unlucky omen, 

Has addod now to kindred names its own 
Cognomen. 

The East-End with its problems, like tho West— 
Loaves dear, bombs cheap—would gladly "put 
the kybosh ” 

On profiteers and on that other pest, 

The sky-Bosch. 

Thus, in accord, tho highest in tho land 
Join with the proletariat— they ’ve both a 
Desire to see brought low the "Coburg" and 
The "Gotha." 
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The Imperial aspirations of King 
Ferdinand are discussed by a Frank¬ 
fort paper in an article entitled “ What 
Bulgaria wants.” Significantly enough 
the ground covered is almost identical 
with the subject-matter of an unpub¬ 
lished article of our own, entitled “ Wlmt 

Bulgaria won't get.” 

* * 

>!- 

The cow which walked down sixteen 
stairs into a collar at Willesden is said 
to have been tho victim of a false air¬ 
raid warning. * * 

“ In Scotland,” says Mr. Barnes’s 
report on Industrial Unrest, “ the sub¬ 
ject of liquor restrictions was nevor 
mentioned.” Some thoughts are too 
poignant for ptteranco. 


full particulars of the warning appeared 
next morning in the papers. 

$ * 

* 

A man who obtained two hundred¬ 
weight of sugar from a firm of ship- 
brokers has been fined ten pounds at 
Glasgow. Some curiosity exists as to 
tho number of ships he had to purchaso 
in order to socure that amount of sugar. 
* * 

% 

A London magistrate has held that 
tea and dinner concerts in restaurants 
are subject to the ontertainment tax. 
This decision will come as a great 
shock to many pooplo who have always 
regarded tho music as an anesthetic. 

* # 

Tho no-tablecloths order lias caused 
great perturbation among tho hotter- 
class hotel-keepers in Berlin. Docs 


which has always ascribed the last 
resting-place of England’s patron saint 
to the present site of tho Mint. 

* * 

* 

" War broad will keep for a week,” 
statod Mr. Clynbs for tho Ministry of 
Food. Of course you can keep it longer 

if you are collecting curios. 

* * 

It is announced that all salaries in 
the Gorman Diplomatic Servico have 
been reduced. We always said that 
frightfulness didn’t really pay. 

* * 

* 

Gorman women have been asked 
to place their hair at tho disposal of 
the authorities. If they do not care to 
sacrifice their own hair thoy can just 
send along tho handful or two which 
they collect in the course of waiting in 
the buttor queue. 


According 


state- 

paper 


to tho 

merit of a German 
“A Partial Crisis ” threatens 
Austria. One of those days 
wo fool sure something 
really serious will happen 
to that country. 

'* 

The Medical Officer of the 
L C.C ostimatesthatin 191(1 
the total water which flowed 
under London Bridge was 
875.000,000,000 gallons. It 
is not known yet what is to 
ho dono about it. 

* * 

* 

Tho Army Council has 
forbidden tho salo of raffia 
in tho United Kingdom. 
Personally we never oat 
tho stuff. ... 


<8 



llamlet has been rendered 
by amateur actors at the 
Front, all scenery being dis¬ 
pensed with. If you must 
dispense with one or tho 
other, why not leavo out 
tho acting'!... * 

“To assist in tho break¬ 
ing-up of grass-land,” wo 
arc told, “ the Board of 
Agriculture proposes to allo- 
cate a number of horses to 
agricultural counties.” The 
idea of allocating some of 
y. our incurable golfers to this 
purpose does not appear to 
have suggested itself to our 
slow-witted authorities. 


Fir at rx- 
WIIKN IT 
WHAT?” 


Nature Notes : A whito I 
sparrow has been seen in Huntingdon ; 
a well - defined solar lmlo has been 
observed in Hertfordshire, and Mr. 
Winston Churchill was noticed tho 
other day reading The Morning Tost. 

* 

A hoy of eighteen told tho Stratford 
magistrate that he had given up his 
job because he only got twenty-fivo 
shillings a week. He will however 
continue to give tho War his moral 
support. * * 

* 

Tho Austrian Emperor has told the 
representative of The Cologne Gazette 
that he “ dptests war.” if not true 
this is certainly a clever invention on 
Karl’s part. * * 

* * 

We feel that the publio need not 
have been so peevish bocause the ex¬ 
perimental siren air-raid warning was 
not heard by everybody in London. 
They seem to overlook the fact that 


Knut. “Wouldn’t cauk to nia in JJlhihty 

ItOTTNN FORM TO GO IN FOR FANCY TEAS 
Second ex Knut. “ Honk I ” 


now, Reg., 

AND THAT — 


tho Government, they ask sarcastically, 
[-expect their class of patron lo wipe 
thoir mouths on their shirt-culls ? 

* s 

★ 

Tho chairman of tho House of Com¬ 
mons' Tribunal complains that while 
cats drink milk as usual they no longer 
catch mice. This however may easily 
he remedied if the Food-Controller 
will meet thorn halfway on the question 
of dilution. . :; 

’ * ’ 

The public has been warnod by 
Scotland Yard against a man calling 
himself Sid Smith. We wouldn’t do it 
ourselves, of course, but we aro strongly 
opposed to the police interfering in what 
is after all purely a matter of personal 

tasto. „. 

★ 

The boneB of St. George have been 
discovered near Beersheha in Palestine 
by members of our Expeditionary Force. 
This should dispel the popular delusion 


“ I have resigned bocause 
there is no further need 
— - I for my services,” said Mr. 
Kennedy - .Jones. Several politicians 
arc of the opinion that this was not 
a valid reason. 

An Expansive Smile. 

“SIX HUNDRED SQUARE HIDES. 
British (Irish Sings Baht Year.” 

The Statesman {India). 

The Berliner Tagehhttl says that 
Herr Miohaelis in tiio critical passages 
measured his words “as carefully as if 
they were moat rations." A wiso pre¬ 
caution, in view of tho likelihood that 
he would have to oat them. 

From a Cinoma advertisement:— 

“ Keeps you oiltije f.dhk os 
your seats Tit holt, hoot the 

FIVE ACTS OP A STORY THAT 
UNFOLDS ITSELF MIDST THE 
ROMANTIC PURLOINS OF ITALY 

and f.nulani>.”. Australian Paper. 

We gather that the scene is laid in the 
thieves' quarter. 
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TO WILLIAM AT THE BACK OF THE GALICIAN FRONT. 

Once more you follow in Bellona's train, 

(Her train- do luxe) in search of cheap reclame; 
Once more you flaunt yout rearward oriflamme, 

A valiant eagle nosing out the slain. 

Not to tlio West, where Ruri'KECHT stands at bay, 
Hard pushed with hounds of England at his throat, 
And Willie’s chanco grows more and more remote 
Of breaking hearts along The Ladies' Way; 

But to the East you go, for easier game, 

Where traitors to their faith desert the fight, 

And hotter men than yours are swept in flight 
By coward Anarchy that sells her shame. 

For here, by favour of your new allies, 

You ’ll see recovered all you lost of late, 

When, tried in open combat, fair and straight, 

Your Huns were flattened out liko swatted flics. 

Well, make the most of this so timely boom, 

For Russia yet may cut the cancer out— 

Hat heart is big enough—and turn about 
Clean-limbed and strong and terrible as doom. 

But, though she fail us in the final test, 

NqIj there, not there, my child, the end shall bo, 
Bat where, without your option, Franco and we 
Have made our own arrangements further West. 

- . ■ ' ■ 0. S. 

DUSTBIN. 


my health ; offered me some coffee and generally loved me; _ 
but they couldn’t love my dog. The Cook even went so' 
far as openly to associate my guileless puppy with a 
shortage of dried herrings in Hie sergeants’ mess. 

Passing through the R.A.M.C. transport lines I rescued 
Dustbin from a hulking native mongrel wearing an identity 
disc. I judged the Ambulance would not lie wanting 
another dog; but there was still hope with the Salvage 
Company. - ■ 

The Salvagier whom I met upon the threshold of the 
“ billet ” (half a limber load of bricks and an angle iron) 
was quite suro the Salvage Company couldn’t, take a dog, 
as they had an infant wild boar and two fox cubs num¬ 
bering on their strength; but ho thought that ho could 
plant my prodigy with a friend of his, a bombardier in the 
R.G.A., the only other unit within easy distance. We 
headed for the R.G.A. 

It was just at this point that there occurred one of those 
little incidents so dear to tho comic draughtsman, but less 
popular with “ us.” A moaning howl, ft rushing hissing 
sound, a moment of tenso and awful silence, a devastating 
crash, and tho R.G.A. officers’ bath-house, “ erected at enor¬ 
mous trouble and expense ” by a handful of T.U. men and 
myself the day before, soarod heavenwards with an acre or 
two of the surrounding scenery. “ Yes,” said the Salvage 
gentleman as he regained his perpendicular, ‘‘as 1 was 
Bayin’, is size is in 'is favour (you'd hotter git down ag’in, 
Corp'l)—’is sizo is in ’is favour; 'o ’ll go in a dixie easy, or 
even in a—(there’s another hit orf the church)—even in a 
tin ’at, if you fold ’im up, but I ’in ’fraid the 'eads ain’t much 
in favour of a dog. Leastways the ole man I know was a 
member of the Cat Club—took a lot o’ prizes at the Crys'l 
Pala ... 


IIe dropped in to tea, quite casually; forced an entry 
through the mud wall of our bam, in fact. No, he wouldn’t 
sit down—expected to be leaving in a few minutes; but ho 
didn’t mind if he did have a sardine, and helped himself 
to tho tinful. Yes, a bit of bully, thanks, wouldn't be 
amiss; and » nice piece of coal; cockchafers very good 
too when, as now, in season; and, for savoury, a little 
nibble with a yard of tarred string and an empty card¬ 
board cigarette-box. Thank you very much. 

“ Why, the little brute 's’ a perfeot dustbin,” said my 
mate; and “Dustbin” the puppy was throughout his stay 
with us. 

For six weeks" did Dustbin—attached for rations and 
disoipline-r-accompany us on our sanitary rounds; set us 
a fine example of indiffenoe to shell firo, even to the oxtont 
of attempting to catch spent shrapnel as it fell; and 
proved the wettest of wet blankets to the “ socials ” of 
the local rats. Then, as happens with sanitary inspectors 
in Franco, there arrived late one afternoon a despatch 
requesting the pleasure of my society—in five hours’ time 
- at a village some twenty kilos distant as the shell flies. 
I found 1 should have fifteen minutes in which to pack, 
four hours for my journey, and forty-five minutes between 
tho packing and the start in which to find a homo for 
Dustbin. 

“ Tako tho little dorg off you ? ” said a Sergeant acquaint¬ 
ance in the D.A.C. “ I couldn’t, Corp’l. Why, I don’t oven 
know how I 'in goin’ to take the foal yonder ”—he glared 
reproachfully at a placid Clydesdale mare and her totter¬ 
ing one-day-old; “ and 'ow 1 ’m goin’ to take my posh 
breeches-” 

I left him hovering despondently over his equipment and 
a pile of dirty linen. 

We tried the M.G.C. We were on the best of terms and 


“ I think we'd better run this little bit, Corp’l,” my 
guide said suddenly. It was advisable. A sprint along 
some two hundred yards of what had once been a road, 
with a stone wall (like- a slab of gruy&re now, alas) upon 
our right, and we should once more have the comfortable 
feeling one always enjoys in a “hot 1 village when there 
aro houses upon either hand. A trolley load of rations held 
the middlo of the road; the ration party was,-I believe, 
in the ditch upon the left; and a strangled voice exclaimed 
after each burst, “ Oh crummy ! Ido ’ope they don’t ’it the 
onions.” 

Wo gave our forty-seventh impersonation of a pair of 
starfish, and then legged it for the apparent shelter of the 
houses. At least I did; the salvage man, loss squeamish, 
found a haven in an adjacent cookhouse grease-trap and 
dust-shoot. 1 listened intently, but it was only tho falling 
of spent shrapuol, not the patter of Dustbin’s baby but quite 
enormous feet. A stove-pipe belching smoke and savoury 
fumes protruded itself through the pavement on my right. 
Through the chinks in the gaping slabs there came the 
ruddy flicker that bespoke a “home from home” beneath 
my feet; and then, still listening for signs of Dustbin, 
1 heard— 

“ Didn't I toll you, Erb, to stop up that extra ventilation 
’die with somethin' ?—and now look wot’s blown in. ’Ere, 
steady on, ole man; that’s got to last four men for three 
days.” 

“Well, I’m -,” chimed in another voice, “if the 

bloomin’ tin ain’t empty. Why, I only just opened it— 
that’3 a 'ole Maconochio Vs got inside ’im, not countin’ 
Wot you 'vo just. . . Poor little beggar must be starvin'. 
You 're welcome to stop and share our grub, young feller, 
but I ’vo got to go on p’rade wiv that—that's a belt, that 


always had been; they said so. They apologised in advance .1 turned towards the dimly lighted road that led to 
for tho insanitary conditions I might find; inquired after —?— [Censored]. Dustbin had found a home. 
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THE MUDLARKS. 

TnE scene is a School of Instruction 
at the back of the Western Front set in 
a valley of green meadows bordered by 
files of plumy poplars and threaded 
through by a silver ribbon of water. 

On the lazy afternoon breeze come 
the concerted yells of a bayonet class, 
practising frightfulnoss further down 
the valley ; also the staccato chatter of 
Lewis guns punching holes in the near 
hill-side. 

In the centre of one meadow is a turf 
manage. In the centre of tlio mannje 
stands the villain of the piece, the 
liiding-Mastor. 

He wears a crown on his sleeve, tight 
breeches, jack-boots, vicious spurs and 
sable mouatachios. His right hand toys 
with a long, long whip, his loft with 
this sable moustaehios. He looks like 
DlAVono, the lion-tamer, about to put 
his man-oating chums through hoops 
of fire. 

His victims, a dozen Infantry officers, 
circle slowly round the manage. They 
are mounted on disillusioned cavalry 
horses who came out with Wellington 
and know a thing or two. Now and 
again they wink at the Riding-Master 
and he winks hack at them. 

The audience consists of an ancient 
Gaul in picturesque blue pants, whose 
miticr is to totter round the meadows 
brushing flies off a piebald eow; the 
School l’adro, who keeps at long range 
so that he may soo the sport without 
hearing the language, and ten lifctlo 
gaptins, who have been splashing in the 
silvor stream and are now sitting drying 
on the bank like ten little toads. 

They come every afternoon, for never 
have they seen such fun, never since 
the great days bofore the War whon the 
circus with tho boxing kangaroo anil 
tho educated porks catue to town. 

Suddenly the Riding-Master clears 
his throat. At tho sound thereof tho 
horses cock tlieir ears and their riders 
grab handfuls of leather and hair. 

B.-M. “ Now, gentlemen, mind tho 
word. Gently away—tra-a-a-at.’’ The 
homes break into a slow jog-trot and 
tho cavaliers into a cold perspiration. 
The ten little gamins cheer delightedly. 

B.-M. “ Sit down, sit up, ’ollow yer 
backs, keep the hands down backs fore¬ 
most, even pace. Number Two, Sir, 
'ollow yer back; don’t sit ’unched up 
like you’djever-ate yourself. Number 
Seven, don’t throw yerself about in that 
drunken manner, you ’ll miss the saddle 
altogether presently, coming down— 
can't expeot the ’orse to catch you every 
time. 

“ Number Three, don’t flap yer hel- 
bows like an 'en; you ain’t laid an hegg, 
‘ave you ? 


■■ , ) i wn iii' amm 
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Inquiring Lady {ninety-ninth (jurat ion). “ Aim what a Hi: IOC IN 'inn Navv, iuay I ASK?” 
Tar. “I’M A KLAO-WAflOISU, MaHM—YSS.” 

Inquiring Lady. "On, really! And what dc. you wm; vi.auk vim?" 

Tar (in a ring-off (win). “ Makin' heady von rim track cki.khuations.” 


“ ’Ollow yer hacks, 'eads up, ’eels 
down; four feet from nose to croup. 

“Number One, keep yor feet hack, 
you ’ll be kickin’ that mare’s teeth out, 
you will. 

“Come down off 'is ’ead, Number 
Seven; this ain’t a monkey-'ouse. 

“ Keep a light an’ oven feolin’ of both 
reins, backs of the 'ands foremost, four 
feet from nose to croup. 

“ Leggo that mare’s tail, Number 
Seven; you’re goin’, not cornin’, and 
any’ow that mare likes to keep ’er tail 


to ’erself. You 'vo upset ’er now, the 
tears is fair streamin’ down ’er face— 
’are a hit of feolin’ for a pore dumb 
beast. 

“ 'Ollow yer hacks, oven pace, grip 
with the knees, shorten yer reins, four 
feet from nose to c?oup. Number Eight, 
restrain yerself, mo lad, restrain yerself, 
you ain’t shadow-sparrin’, you know. 

“ You too, Number Nine; if you don't 
calm yer action a hit you ’ll burst 
somethin’. 

“ Now, remember, a light feelin’ of 




the right roin and pressure of the left 
leg. Ride —wa-a-alk! Bi’—tur-r-ra! 
’Alt—'pare to s’lnount— s’mount! Dis¬ 
mount, I said. Number Five; that moans 
get down. No, don’t dismount on the 
flat of yer back, me lad, it don’t look 
uioe. Try to remember you ’re an 
horliicor and bo more dignified. 

“ Now listen to me while I enumer¬ 
ate tho parts of a norse in language 
so simple any bloomin’ fool can under¬ 
stand. This ’ll bo useful to you, for if 
you over 'ave a norse to deal with and 
lie loses one of 'is parts you ’ll know ’ow 
to indent for a new' one. 

“ Tho ’orso ’as two ends, a fore-end 
—so called from its lendeucy to go first, 
and an ’ind-ond or rear rank. Tho 
’orso is provided with two logs at each 
ond, which can be easily distinguished, 
tho foro legs being straight and the ’ind 
logs ’avin’ kinks in ’om. 

" As the ’orse does seventy-five per 
cent, of ’is dirty work with ’is ’intl-legs 
it is advisable to keep clear of ’em, rail 
’em off or strap boxing-gloves on ’em. 
The legs of the ’orso is very delicate 
and liable to crock up, so do not try 
to trim off any unsightly knobs that 
may appear on them with a hand-axe 
—a little of that ’as been known to 
spoil a norse for good. 

“ Next we come to the 'each On the 


south side of the ’ead we discover tho 
mouth. The ’orse’s mouth was con¬ 
structed for mincing ’is victuals, also 
for ’is rider to ’aug on by. As tho 
’orse does tho other forty-five per 
cent, of 'is dirty work witli 'is mouth 
it is advisable to stand clear of that as 
well. In fact, wliat with his mouth 
at one ond and ’is ’ind-logs at t, ’other, 
the middle of tho ’orso is about tho only 
safe spot, and that is why we place the 
saddle there. Everything in the Harmy 
is done with a reason, gentlomon. 

“And now, Number Ten, toll mo 
what coloured ’orse you are ridin’ ? 

“ A chestnut ? No ’e ain’t no cbest- 
! nut aud never was, no, nor a raspberry 
| roan neither; ’e’s a bay. ’Ow oftou 
must 1 tell you that a chestnut ’orse is 
the colour of lager beer, a brown ’orse 
the colour of draught ale, and a black 
’orso the colour of stout. 

“And now, gentlemen, stan’ to yer 
’orses, ’pare to mount-amount! 

“ There you go, Numbor Seven, up 
one side and down the other. Try to 
stop in tho saddle for a minute if only 
for the viow. You ’ll got yourself 'urted 
oue of these days dashing about all 
over tho ’orse like that; .and ’sposing 
you was to hrealryour took, who’d get 
into trouble 1 Me, not you. 'Ave a bit 
of consideration for othqr people, please. 


“ Now mind the word. Ride—ri’— 
tur-r-rn. Walk march. Tr-a-a-at. Hel- 
bows slightly brushing the ribs— your 
ribs, not tho ’orse’s, N umher Three. 

“ Shorton yer reins, ’eels down, ’eads 
up, 'ollow yer backs, four feet from nose 
to croup. 

“ Get off that mare’s neck, Number 
Seven, and try ridin’ in tho saddle for a 
chango; it ’ll be more comfortable for 
everybody. * 

“ You oughter do cowboy stunts for 
the movin’ pictures, Number Six, you 
ought really. People would pay money 
to see you ride a norse upside down like 
that. Got a strain of wild Cossack 
blood in you, eh ? 

“ There you are, now you’ve been and 
fell off. Nice way to repay me lot all 
the patience an’ learning I’ve given 
you! 

" What are you lyin’ thero for ? Day¬ 
dreaming ? I s’pose you ’re goin’ to 
tell me you ’re ’urtod now ? Bd writing 
’oibo to Mother about it next: 1 Dear 
Ma,—A mad mustang 'as trod on me 
stummiclc. Please send me a gold 
stripe. Your loving child, Alov.’' 

“ Now mind the word. Ride — 
Can—terl” ■ ; 

Ho cracks his whip; the horses throw 
up their heads and break into a canter; 
the cavaliers turn pea-green about the 














Convalescent Lieutenant. “Cheeujo, Mabtha I I'vk oo* anothi.u 
Martha. “Lawks, Sin I l ’oms it woh't mean mobs visits to tub 'obfital.' 


chops, let go the reins and clutch 
saddle-pommels. 

The leading horse, a rakish chestnut, 
finding his head free at last and being 
heartily fed-up with the whole business, 
suddenly bolts out of the vuiuiuje and 
legs, it across the meadow, en route 
for stables and tea. His eleven mutes 
stream in his wake, emptying saddles as 
they go. 

Tho ten little gamins dance ecstati¬ 
cally upon the bank, waving their shirts 
and shrilling “A Berlin! .1 Berlin l" 

The ancient Gaul props himself up 
against the pie-bald oow and shakos 
his ancient head. “ C’cst la guerre,” 
he croaks. 

_ The deserted Biding - Master damns 
his eyes and blesses his soul for a few 
moments ; then sighs resignedly, takes 
a cigarette from his cap lining, lights 
it and waddles off towards tho village 
and his favourite estaminet. 

Patlanueh. 

“ Some of those flat- hava already found 
their way to Leeds, aud, it must be added, 
have not mot with a very‘cordial reception. 
Although tho fish may die bought at what 
■might be described as an attractive price, thoy 
do not appear likely to move far some time.” 

Yorkshire Paper. 

But if the hijt weather continues-—— 


SKNSKS AND SENSIBILITY, 

x. 

Trout Bred Golightly, comedian, to 
Sinclair Voyle, dramatic critic. 

Dear Voyle, —I am not one oidin- 
arily to take any notice of remarks that 
are overheard and reported to me; but 
there are exceptions to every rule and 
1 am making one now. i was told this 
evening hy a mutual friend and follow- 
momber that at the Buskin Club, after 
lunch to-day, in tho presence of a num¬ 
ber of men, you said that the trouble 
with ine was that I had no sense of 
humour. 

Considering my standing as a come¬ 
dian, hitherto earning high salaries and 
occupying tho place I do solely by 
virtue of my comic gifts (as the Pross 
and Public unanimously agree), this 
disparagement from a man wielding as 
muoh power as you do is very damug 
ing. Managers hearing of it as your 
honest opinion might fight shy of me. 

I therefore ask you to withdraw tho 
critioism with as much publicity as it 
had when you defamed me by making it. 

Why you should have made it at all 
I can’t imagine, for I have often seen 
you laughing in your stall, and we have 
been Mends for many yeans. 


Believe me, yours sincerely but sor¬ 
rowfully, Fhed Golightly. 

jl 

From Sinclair Voyle, dramatic critic, 
to Fred Golightly, comedian . 
Dear Golightly, —You have been 
misinformed. I didn’t say you had no 
sense of humour; I said you had no 
sense of honour. 

Yours faithfully, Sinclair Voyle. 
nr. 

From Fred Goliyhtly, comedian, to 
Sinclair Voyle, dramatic critic. 
Dear olt> Chap, —You can’t think 
how glad I am to have your disclaimer. 
I disliked having to writo to you as I 
did, after so many years pf good fellow¬ 
ship, but you must admit that I Had 
some provocation. It is a pretty serious 
thing for a man in my position to be 
publicly singlod out by a man in yours 
as being without a sense of humour. 
However, your explanation puts every¬ 
thing right, and all's well that ends 
well. Yours as ever, Fred. 

“ PLACE CRANKS ANU CROOKS." 

Evening Standard. 

The right hon. Member for Woolwich 
objects. He has nothing whatever to 
do with Ramsayites. 
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JIMMY-KILLED IN ACTION. 

Houses beloved, and laughter, and the 

snu, 

A song, wide spaaes and the open 
air; 

The trust of all dumb living things he 
Won, 

And pevei' know the luck too good to 
Share. 

His were the simple heart and opon 
hand, 

And honost faults he never strove to 
hide; 

Problems of li fo he ooukl not understand, 

But as a man would wish to die he 
died. 

Now, though he will not rklo with us 
again, 

His merry spirit seems our comrade 
yet, 

Freed from the power of weariness or 
pain, 

Forbidding us to mourn—or to forget. 

A LITERAL EPOCH. 

That there rumpus i’ tho village laast 
Saturday night ? Aye, it wore summal 
o' a rumpus, begad! Lor! there aren’t 
bin nothin’ like it not since the time 
when they wuz a-gvvain’ to burn th’ 
ould parson’s ofligy thirty-fower year 
ago (but it niver come olf, because ’e 
up an’ offered to contribute to tho ex¬ 
penses ’isself, an’ that kind o’ took the 
wind out on’t). 

Ye see, Sir, there’s just seven licensed 
’ouses i’tho village. Disgraceful V Ayo, 
so ’tis, begad! — on’y seven licensed 
’ouses — an’ I do mind when ’twas 
protty nigh one man one pub, as the 
sayin’ is. llowsomever, to-day thorp’s 
sevon, and some goes to one and some 
goes to totherun. 

Well, laast Friday night mo an’ Tom 
Figgures an’ Bortio Mayo an’ Potor 
Ledbetter an’ a lot more on us what 
goes to Beubon Izod’s at The Bell, we 
come in to 'ave our drink. And, mind 
you, pretty nigli all on us ’ad a-bin 
mouldin’-up tutors all day, so’s to get 
them finished afore the hay; so us 
could do wi’ a drop. Aye, aye! 

Well, fust thing us knowod — no 
more 'n a hour or two after -Mrs. Izod 
was a savin’ to old Peter Ledbetter, as 
’or set-down a fresh pint for ’n," That’s 
the laast drop o' beer i’ tho ’ouse,” ’er 
says. 

" 'Whaat !" says Peter, though there 
warn’t no call for 'im to voice the 
gen'ral sentimonts, ’coz you see, Sir, 
Vd a-got the laast pint an’ us ’adn’t. 

“There’s a nioo drop o’ cider, though,” 
says Mrs. izod. “ Leastways, when I 
says a nice drop, there’s a matter o’ 
fifteen gallons, 1 dessay,” ’or says. 


“ I ’live drunk cider at a pinch,” says 
Bertie Mayo, cautious-like, “ and my 
ould father, 1 d’ mind, ’e’d used to drink 
it regular.” 

" Ah, that 'a did!—an’ mine too, and 
'is father aforo ’un,” says Tom Fig¬ 
gures ; “ but I reckon ’tisn’t what 'twas 
in them days.” 

“Well, you may do as you'in a- 
minded 'bout 'avin' it,” says Mrs. Izod; 
“ but no more ain’t beer what ’twas 
noether, come to that.” 

“You’in right thero, Missus,” says 
all tho rest on us. 

An' then Bertie Mayo, ’oo’s alius a 
turr'blo far-seeing sort of chap, ’o says, 
“ Reckon the trolley 'ull he along fust 
thing i’ the marnin’ from tho brewery, 
Missus?” An’ when Mrs. .Izod 'er 
says as 'er didn’t know, but ’twas to 
bo ’oped as ’twud, a sort of a blight 
settled down on the lot on us, which I 
reckon is a protty fair way o’ puttin' it, 
for a blight alius goes 'and-in-’and wi' 
a drought. 

Well, either us finished that evenin’ 
up on cider or us finished the cider up 
that evenin’—thero warn’t much in it 
one way or t’other. An’ next day— 
this hit as I ’in a-tellin’ you now us 
niver ’eard tell on till afterwards, hut 
T ’in a-telliu’ it yeou just as it ’appened 
—next (hmi/ (that were Sat’rday, mind) 
there was a turr’blo to-do in the artor- 
noon, for thero warn’t nobbut lim- 
onade in the house when tliom timber- 
haulin’ chaps stopped to waator the 
engin’. Well, you may reckon 1 . . . 

An’ then, when us como 'orno from 
work, us found the door o' Tho Bell 
shut an’ locked, an’ “ Sold Out" wrote 
on a piece o’ cardboard i’ the parlour 
winder by Reuben Izod’s second child! 
Begad, that was sominut if ycou like! 
Us stud therea-gyaupin’ an' a-gyaupin’, 
till at last Peter Ledbetter give a kick 
at the door and 'oilers out, “ Wbatten a 
gaunnit do ’eo call this ’ore, Reuben 
Izod ? ’Tis drink us waants, not tickets 
for the Cook’ry Demonstration.” (Tur¬ 
r’blo sarcastic ’o do he sometimes, Peter 
Ledbetter). 

“ I aren't got none,” says Reuben 
from be’ind the door. 

“ Well, cidor, then,” says Bertie Mayo. 

“Tall’oo 1 aren’t got narruu—beer, 
cider, nor limonade — nary a drop. 
'Tiddn' no manner o’ good for you 
chaps to star^ there. You’d best 
fcoddlo along up to The Green Dragon 
an’ see if Mas’r Holtom ’vo got any.” 

Well, bein’ as no one iver yet ’eard 
tell o’ one publican tellin’ ye to go 
furdev a-fild and get sarved by another 
publican (savin’ as ’twa9 a drunken 
man as ’o wanted to be shut on), us 
was struck so dazod-bie as us wont 
along’tho road wi’ nover a word. But 
us 'adn’t got ’alfway theer afore us 


mot Johnnie Tarplett, Him Peyton, arid 
a lot more on ’em all cornin’ along the 
road towards we. • 

“Where be gwain’?” pays Johnnie 
Tarplett. 

“ Us bo gwain’ along to The Green 
Dragon to get a' drop o' drink,” says 
Tom Figguros. 

“ Tho Green Dragon’s shut ’owever,” 
says Johnnie Tarplett. “ Ua was a- 
gwaiti’ along-” 

“ Ayo, ayo 1 ” us sings out. “ So 'b 
T he Bell shut too! ” 

Well, then Us all took and wont 
along to The Reaper, an' that wero 
shut, an’ The Dovedale Arms (which is 
an oncomfortably superior sort of a 
’ouse, doalin’ in sperribs) was down to 
ginger-wine, an’. Tho Crown and The 
Corner Cupboard an’ The Ploughman’s 
Rest was all crowded out ari gettiri’ 
down to the bottom o’ the casks. ’ 

An’ then, when us took an’ thowt as 
'twould be ’ay-makin’ next woek, an’ 
dry weather all round, us stuud i’ the 
road and spak our thowts out. 

“ Dorn the Kkyskb ! ” says Peter 
Ledlietter, to gio us a start like. 

“ Niver knowed sich a thing afore in 
all my born days,” says Bertie Mayo. 

“ Niver knowed The Bell shut yet, not 
since 'twas first opened six years afore 
tli ’ould Qukkn come to the throne.” 

“ Reckon sich a thing niver 'appened 
afore i’ the history o’ Dovodalo parish,” 
says Johnnie Tarplett. 

“Niver since Wili/um CoNQUunon,” 
says Jim Peyton. 

“ Niver since Noah ’issolf,” says Tom 
Figgures. 

“ ’Tis a nepocli, look you,” says Peter 
Ledbetter. An’ though us didn’ know 
what ’a meant no more’n ’a did ’isself, 
us wore inclined to agree wi’m. Oh, 
’tis a Greek word moanin’ a stoppage, 
is it ? Well, if what you say bo trew, 
Peter Ledbetter was right ’owever, an’ 
them Greeks is at the bottom of all the 
trouble, as I said in Tire Bell five nights 
ago—my son bein’ at Salonika, as you 
do know, Sir. 

An’ after a bit us all wont along 
home, all on us tryin’ to remember 
what us knowod about home-brewin'. 
\n’ if you gentlefolks doan’t get your 
washin’ done praporly this wik ’tis 
along o’ the tubs bein’ otherwise en¬ 
gaged. . - -- W. B. 

Commercial Candour. 

“By partial dissembling wo are ablo to offer 
this high-grade Carat a price within tho reach 
of those dosiriug the host." 

New Zealand Herald. 

• At Ormskirl: rejected army horses sold by 
auction realised £30 to £60. The average was j 
over £30.” — Sunday Chronicle. 

We always like to have our sums done 
for us. 
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HOW TO UNBOOM OUR HOLIDAY RESORTS. 

[In view of the official discouragement of railway-travelling something should be done to eradicate from the minds of the public 
any favourable impressions created by the poster* of the past,] 
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Not treat as mere sartorial capricoa 

«5 -* 
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dadi lAiuitiuT service in the field. Mr. Kino knew for a thousand a year for what the Profession 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, fact that a gentleman in Franco who had calls “a thinking part.” The new Mia' 
Monday, July 23rd ,—The country! only served in the Post-Office had re- isfcor of Reconstruction is to have two 
awoke this morning to find itself j ceived it—presumably for not deserting 1 thousand a year; and we shall no doubt 
threatened with a first-class political; his post; while Major Hunt could not j hoar shortly that he has begun his la- 
crisis and possibly a General Election 1 understand how anyone should liavo! hours by reconstructing another hotel 
to follow. Members dwelling tempor-! earnod it for fighting at home. “ How j for the accommodation of his staff. 


arily on the Western Front had re¬ 
luctantly tom themselves from thoir 
dug-outs on the receipt of a three- 
line whip, and had repaired post¬ 
haste to Westminster. 

The trouble was nominally about 
the agricultural labourer and his 
minimum wage. Should itbotwenty- 
fivo shillings, as sot down in theCorn 
Production Bill, or thirty shillings, 
as proposed by Mr. Wardle, the 
Loader of the Labour Party ? Tbo 
Amendment had the assent of the 
hard-shell Free-Traders, who were 
glad to snatch at any chance of de¬ 
feating the proposed bounty to tho 
farmor. They had been further in¬ 
censed by the appointinen t of Messrs. 
Montagu and Churchill to tho 
Ministry, and hoped perhaps that 
some of the extreme Tories would vx 
help them to give the Prime Minis- >» 
ter a good hard knock. 

Mr. Prothkro made it plain from 
the outset that the Government 
meant to stand or fall by tho pro¬ 
posal in the Bill; aud most of the 
friends of the agricultural labourer 
prudently preferred twenty-five shil¬ 
lings in the hand to thirty shillings 
in the bush ; with the result that the 
amendment was defeated by 301 to 102. 

Mr. Hogue called attention to the 
anomalous position occupied by Dr. 
Addison. The late Minister for Muni¬ 
tions and futuro Minister for Recon¬ 
struction is for the moment only an 
ordinary Member. Ought he not there¬ 


with the spirit of expansion per¬ 
vading tho Head of the Government, 
it is not surprising that tho expen¬ 
diture) of the country continues to 
rise. Tho panting estimators of the 
Treasury toil after it in vain. Mr. 
McKenna’s passionate plea for a 
limit to our war-expenditure would 
have carried more weight if he had 
shown any sign during his own titno 
at the Exchequer of being able to 
impose one. As it was, Mr. G. D. 
Faber’s interjection, “ Do you want 
to limit in unitions ? ” q uickly roduoed 
him to generalities. Tho House had 
to rest content with Mr. Bonar 
Law’s assurance that, though we 
could not go on for ever, we could 
go on longer than our enemies. 

Wednesday, July 2 5tli .— In an¬ 
swer to Mr. Pemberton - Billing 
tho Under-Secretary for War 
Btated that since tho outbreak of hos 
tilities there had been forty-seven 
airship raids and thirty “heavier 
than air” raids upon this country, 
“ making seventy-eight air-raida in 
all.” It is believed that the disorep- 

NNA lAtBJTUUJbS XUUXUJ BUNAU l)K JGX- . i ■ i l n/r f* . 

TllAVAGANCE. EVEN WHEN SOWING IIIS WILDEST OATS fUlCJ r IS explained l)y Ml*. BILLING 8 

he (Papa) never came anywhere near seven unaccountable omission on one oe- 
mu.uion POUNDS PER mr.M. casion to make a speech. 

has this country been attacked ? ” he 



? 

asked indignantly. Air-raids evidently 
do not count with this gallant yeoman. 

Efficiency, not economy, is the Prime 
Minister’s watchword. Sir Edward 
Carson as a Member of the War Cabi¬ 
net will liavo no portfolio, hut will 


He made one to-night of prodigious 
length, which brought him into per¬ 
sonal collision with Major Ahciier- 
Siiee. Palace Yard was the scene of 
tho combat, which ended, as 1 under¬ 


stand, in Archer downing Pemberton 
and Billing sitting on Shke. Then the 
fore to be re-elected before taking up his enjoy the not inadequate salary of five police arrived and swept up the hyphens, 
new appointment? Mr. Speaker’s Opinions differ as to Mr. King's 

latest performance. Some hold 


judicious reply, “1 do not appoint 
Ministers,” left one wondering 
what sort of an appearance the 
Treasury Bench would present if 
he did. 

Tuesday, July 24 th .— Major 
Hunt and Mr. Kino, though in 
some respects not unlike one 
another—each combining a child¬ 
like belief in what they are told 
outside the House with an in¬ 
vincible scepticism in regard to 
the information they receivo from 
Ministers insido — are rarely 
found hunting in couples. But 
they made common cause to-day 
over the alleged" award of the 
Distinguished Service Order to 
persons who had never been near 
the firing line, and they refused to 
accept Mr. Macphebson’s assur¬ 
ance that it was only given for 



THE SECBET SERVICE IN THE HOUSE. 
Mb. Kras has suspicions of something nefarious. 


his complaint, that the Govern¬ 
ment had introduced detectives 
into the precincts of the House, 
to have been perfectly genuine, 
and point to his phrase, “ I speak 
from conviction,” as a proof that 
ho was trying to revongo himself 
for personal inconvenience suf-' 
ered at tho hands of the minions 
of the law. Others contend that 
ho know all the timo the real 
reason for their presence — the 
possibility that Sinn Foin emis¬ 
saries would greet Mr. Ginnell's 
impending departure with a dis¬ 
play of fireworks from iheGallery'. 

Thursday, July 2&th. — Mr. 
Ginnell put in a belated appear¬ 
ance this afternoon in order to 
make a dramatic exit. But the 
performance lacked spontaneity. 
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Indeed honourable Members,even while 
they laughed, were, I .think, a little 
saddened by the sight of this elderly 


Mil itadv Ainee Up to this point they were 

MILITARY AIDES. perfectly amicable. ■ 

Last year, owing to the pressure of Then Nevur, who is a thoughtful 
gentleman’s pathetic efforts to play the other engagements, we did not mark person, said suddenly, “ I suppose you 
martyr. out the tennis-lawn at " Sutmyside.” made quite Bure that the line of these 

Only twenty Members agreed with This'year the matter has beon taken p'osts will cross the centre of the 
Mr. Kambay Macdonald in believing, out of our hands by the military court?” And then, Wore Bob could 


retort, added, “ Of course you ought to 
have made absolutely certain of that. 
As it is we had better leave this and 


or effecting to believe, that the recent powors. 

resolution of the German Reichstag was Nevin was the first to think of it, 

the Solemn pronouncement of a sever- “What about a game of tennis?” 

eigit peoplo, and that it only requires ho suggested one bright morning in find tlie corner irons.” 
the endorsement of the British Gov- May. “ Keep us from going to seed.” Corner irons that have remained un- 
ernment to produce an immediate and It was his second day of leave after disturbed for some twenty-four months 
equitable peace. Not much | ~ ~ have a way of concealing 


was left of this pleasant 
theory after Mr. Asquith 
had dealt it a few of his 
sledge-hammer blows. “ Bo 
far as wo know,” he said, 
14 the influence of the Keichs- 
tag, not only upon the com¬ 
position but upon tho policy 
of the German Government, 
remains what it has always 
been, a practically negligible 
quantity.” 

Any, faint hopes that the 
pacifidiSts may have cher¬ 
ished of a favourable divi¬ 
sion were destroyed by Mi - . 
Snowden in a speech whose 
charaefer may bo judged by 
the comment passed on it by 
Mr. O’Grady, just back from 
.Russia, that “Lenin had 
preached the same doctrine 
in Petrograd.” 


The Beet Cure. 

Tribunals ti-eask copy. 

“ It is understood that the 
French Consul nb Lou renew 
Marques, M. Savoyc, 1ms, owing 
to ill-hPiiltli, listed liis (luvern- 
meut to allow him to return to 
Army duties .”—Cope Tina's. 


“ Iiady- set tlie fashion of 

arriving at the altar with empty 
hands. She is the first bride to 
have had such an important 
wedding without the etceteras 
of bouquot or prayerbook, bridesmaids, pages, 
or wedding-cake.” - Neirs nf the World. 

Far too big a handful. 



Tommy ("mopping up 

DOWN THICKS 1 ” 


cap lure A trench). " Is thkiie anyonj 


’*0 Years Ago--July 30, 1767. 

' the borough treasurer of West 
of £41,000 on the municipal 
■s of £85,000 on tho olce- 


Voiee from dug out. “Ja! JaI Kamerad!” 

Tommy. “Then come out heii* and fraternise.’ 

three months in the Ypres salient, so 
the change may have I wen too sudden 
for him. 

“ 'L'liftt’s a toppin’ notion,” echoed 
Boh; “lot’s raid‘old Beetle’s’ museum 


themselves. At the 1 end of 
ten minutes the seekers be¬ 
gan to show signs of iin- 
\ patience. Such terms as 
"angles,” “bases,” “centres,” 
intorspersed with “ fatilassr" 
“sodamsure,” " knowSfevery- 
thing ” were cast upon a haz¬ 
ardous breezo. 

Eventually they found 
one of the angles. To the 
ordinary layman this would 
have meant tho beginning of 
the end. But Captain Rich¬ 
ard Nevin and Second-Lieu¬ 
tenant Robert Simpson are 
made of different stuff. They 
scorn the easy path. They 
have storos of deep know¬ 
ledge to draw upon which 
place their calculations be¬ 
yond the ken of ordinary 
mortals. After they had made 
a searching examination of 
the exhumed angle, Bob 
pulled out a pencil, prostrated 
himself behind it and then 
proceeded to gaze ecstatically 
over tho top. 

I moved my chair slightly 
south, and pretended to re- 
] gard the apple-blossom, and 
{when Nevin went into the 
j house and brought out some¬ 
thing which dimly resem¬ 
bled a ship’s sextant I had 
the extreme presence of 
mind not to make any inquiries. 
Margery drifted up with a pink duster. 
"What ever are they doing?" she 
asked. 

" Hush 1 ” I whispered; " Bob lias 
just got the range of a supply train on 


and dig out tho posts,” 

So Captain Richard Nevin, R.E., and i "the far side of the rockery, and if Nevin 
Second - Lieutenant Robert Simpson, '(Nevin is the Crown Prince of Wurt- 


t mphn Daily Krhn. RG.A., took the affair into their own 

tury was not so j hands. 

nit time as we Having seen the same forces co¬ 
operating on provieus occasions, L 
determined to keep- clear of them. 
/ to tenoli little Besides, I am only “old Beetle.” 

'prr. They found, the posts in the tool- 

,.ios with the shpd, and, hbrne fipon the initial 
'iclunent, we enthusiasm’of their Venture, began to 


emberg) doesn’t got the longitude of 
Bob’s battery in the next minute or so 
it's all up with bis day’s rations." 

Suddenly Bob rose and made Borne 
calculations on an old' envelope. 

“That means three rounds battery 
fire,” I said, “ and the Prinoe loses his 
lunch.” 

Not satisfied with this suocoss, Bob 


sink a sort of winze qn each side of the went indoors ahd looted the hall of 
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'three Walking -sticks and Margery’s 
new sunshade. 

• "What’s he going to do now?” 
said Margery, with one eye on the sun¬ 
shade. 

He walked to the for end of the 
: lawn and manoeuvred in a small circle. 
"The water-jackets are boiling,” I re¬ 
plied, “ and they ’vo run out of cold 
water. He’s divining with the sun 
shade. Look 1 ” 

Bob suddenly drove the sunshade 
into the ground. There was a sharp 
crack and—well, he found another iron. 
Of course he tried to explain to Margery 
that it was an absolute accident and 
he only wanted to get a sighting post; 
but that was mere self-effacement, and 
I said so. 

Things began to happen quickly after 
this, and if Private James Thompson 
had not put in an unexpected appear¬ 
ance thoy might have completed the 
job without any further difference of 
opinion. 

In the merry days before war was 
thrust upon us, James Thompson was 
an architect of distinction. Obviously 
an architect of distinction can reduce 
the difficulty of laying out a tennis- 
court to an elementary and puerile 
absurdity. For lialf-an-hour the demon¬ 
stration was carried on iri the garden, 
and, after Private Thompson had twice 
been threatened with arrest for using 
insubordinate language to a superior, 
it was decided to finish the discussion 
in my study, assisted by the softening 
influence of the Tantalus. 

Not for a hundred pounds would 1 
have ventured into the study. .1 pickod 
up The Gardening Gazelle and on- 
grossed myself in an interesting piece 
of scandal about the slug family. 

Suddenly Margery appeared at the 
double. 

“Do you know,” 1 exclaimed ex¬ 
citedly," it was the wireworm after all.” 

“Come on," Margery panted irre¬ 
levantly, “ buck up and we can finish it 
before they come out again." 

In her hand she held a tape-measure 
and an Official diagram of a tennis - 
■court. 

Five minutes lafe the experts emerged 
from the house. 

“ Hullo! ” exclaimed Nevin aggres¬ 
sively, “ what have you been up to ? ’’ 

" Ob,” 1 replied, nicking over a page 
on weed killers, “ Margery and I thought 
we had better find the remainder of the 
tennis-court while you were having a 
rest. Margery’s gone for a ball of 
string, and if Bob fetches the marker 
you can mark the court out now.” 

Kevin’s retort wits-addressed solely 
to Private James Thompson, who had 
in an unfortunate moment given way 
Is laughter of, ad^n^tary character. • 






TrOm 'ill 














r r ,v 


-J * h ‘ mu “ y 


* V-* Oi ) 1 








that am at to 








-.i/. 


Enemy Aircraft 1 


THE AMATEUR DETECTIVE. 


BOYCOTTING THE BABD. 

[“Contributors ure particularly roquet.ted 
not to sond verses. They aro not wanted in 
any circumstances and cannot be printed, 
acknowledged or returned .”—British Weekly, 
July 

I once believed the “ Man of Kent” 
To be the Muses' firm supporter 
And only less benevolent 
To bards than Mr. C. K. Shobter. 

Bub this untimely cruel blow 
Has quito irrevocably shattered 
Tfae hopes which till a week ago 
My fondqst aspirations flattered. 

Wounds that are dealt us by our friends 
Are faithful, but the name endearing 
Of friend is hardly bis who lends 
And then 'denies the hard, a hearing. 

How then,‘O brother songsters, can 
You take it lying down, and meekly 


Submit to this tyrannic ban 

Laid on you by The British Weekly f 

No, no, you ’ll rather emulate 

The Minstrel Boy, and wo shall find 
you 

Storming its barred and bolted gate 
With roams of lyrics slung behind 
you. 

"The time is ripe foe tho authorities to stop 
all street traffic and to order all unauthorised 
persons to take cover under penalty ut the 
approach of the air raiders .”—Daily Deeper. 

Personally, as a means of shelter wo 
prefer the coal-cellar to any penalty. 

“Will Mr. Bussell'deny that 600 million 
gallons of milk were produced in Ireland last 
year, of which half went to the creameries and 
more to the margarine factories and. to Eng¬ 
land ?”—Better in Irish Paper, ■, 

The Irish gallou would appear tw.bhhl 
Mastic as the Irish mile. -r \Y,y. 
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. ,, A Higher Command enters his office. He mutters a military oath against 

DIVISIONAL SIGNS. Higher Commands always enter. The the D.A.D.H.G, Then his face clears. 

The purpose of a Divisional Sign is office is hung, like a studio in one of “Tigers?” he suggests hopefully. • 
to deceive the enomy. Let us suppose Mr. Gkorge Morrow's pictures, with “ We might do a green tigor,” she 
that you belong to the .080th I)ivi- diagrams of circles and triangles and says reluctantly. 

sion, H.H.F. You do not put “ 080 " on crosses and straight lines. The Highor “With yellow stripes! ” shouts the 
your waggons and your limbers and on Command, being a man of like passions H.C. 

the tin-huts of your Staff. Certainly with ourselves, has just finished tinned “ On a mauve background,” says she, 
not. The enemy would know about Oxford marmalade and a cigarette. Ho warming to it. 

you if you did that. You have a secret heads for the “ in ” basket on his dosk And so ono division is disposed of. 
sign, such as tramps chalk on your wall and takos from it the “ Arrivals and But it is not always so, of course, 
at home, to let other tramps know'that Departures” paper. “Hat" says he After a Ilun counter-attack, for in- 
you arc a stingy devil with a dog. to the lady secretary, “ I see six stance, tho H.C. may gazo morosely on 
Thoro are many theories as to how new divisions landed yesterday.” He his goomotrical figures and throw off a 
theso signs aro chosen. Ono is that a pauses, Outside thoro is no sound to ^little thing in triangles and St. Andrew’s 
committee of officers sits in earnerd for bo heard save the loud and continuous crosses. Or when the moon is at the 


forty-eight hours without food or drink crash of the sentry’s hand against his full you may have a violet allotted to 
till it lias decidod on an arrow or a cat, riflo as he salutes the passing A.D.C.’s. you as your symbol. One never knows, 
or a dundolion, rampant. “ What about signs ? ” says the Higher My own divisional sign, for instance, is 

Lot us take it that a cat is chosen — a Command. The lady secretary says an iddy-Umpty plain on a fiejd plainer, 
quiet thing in cats—crim- We vary tho heraldry by 


quiet thing in cats—crim- 
sou on a green-and-whito 
chess-board background. 
Forthwith (as adjutants 
say) a crimson cat on a 
greep-and-white cliess- 
board back - ground is 
painted and embroidered 
on everything that can bo 
painted and embroidered 
on—limbers and waggons 
and hand-carts and arm- 
bands and the tin-hats 
of the Stall'. And the 
Division.goes forth as it 
were masked, disguised, 
just like one of Mr. r,u 
Qceux’s diplomatist 
heroes at a fancy-dress 
ball, woaring a domino. 
You perceive the mystery 
of it? None of your 
naked numbers for us 
B.E.F. men. Tho Divi- 



wu/' 


frugal. "1 root, Tamm is, xukhk’b some in four mush u n that man Lloyd 

(iEOROK HAS GOT THAT WK HAVKNA (HIT." 


We vary tho heraldry by 
ringing changes on the 
colours. On our brigade 
arm-band it becomes an 
iddy-umpty gules on a 
field azure. If I could be 
quite sure of the horaldic 
slang for puce I would 
tell you what it is on our 
Army Corps arm-band. 
On a waggon it used to be 
an iddy-umpty blank on 
a field muddy. But ad¬ 
ministrative genius has 
changed all that. A rou¬ 
tine ordor, the other day, 
ordered a pink border to 
bo painted round it, and 
this first simple essay of 
the departed Mdrso goos 
now through tho villages 
of France in a bed of 
roses. 

We wish somotimos 


sion marches through a village, and tho 
dear old Man Who Knows, cropping up 
again in tho army, says, “ Ifa! A red 
eat on a green-arid wliito chess-board 
back-ground? That’s the Seventeenth 
Division.” 

You see it now? The enemy agent 
overhears. Tho false news is sent 
crackling through tho ether to Berlin 
(wireless, my dear, in the cellar, of 
course). The Gorman General Staff' 
looks up the village on a map, and 
sticks into it a flag marked 17. Not 
580, mark you. And tho General Staff 
frowns, and Majosty pushes tho ends 
of its moustache into its eyes at tho 
knowledge that tho Seventeenth Divi¬ 
sion is in-. 

And all the time it is in--1 And 

the agent pockets his choque. So wars 
are won and lost. 

Just conceive the romance of it. 
It is heraldry gone mad. 

Myself, however, 1 incline to another 
theory as to the origin of those symbols. 


nothing She floods the carburettor of j 
the typewriter preparatory to thump¬ 
ing out “Rof. attached correspondence” 
on it. 

The Higher Command stares at the 
diagrams on the wall. He is feeling 
strangely light-hearted this morning. 
He lias won five francs at bridgo the 
night before from the D.A.D.M.O. 
A.D.G.S. And more circles and squares 
have somehow lost tlioir savour lor 
him. He plunges. “ What about a 
lion ? ” ho says. 

Tho lady secretary opens the throttle 
and plays a-sfow bars on tho “ cap.” 
key. 

“ A rod lion ? ” says tho Higher 
Command seductively. 

“ It has already bean done,” says the 
lady secretary coldly. 

“ Who by—I mean by whom ? ” in¬ 
quires tho H.C. indignantly. 

“ By the Deputy Assistant Director 
of llighor Commands, whetf you were 
on loave last week," she tells him, 


that our conditions wore changed as 
easily as our signs. 

Another Impending Apology. 

"The Lord Provost will preside over the 
meeting at which Mr. Churchill will spoak in 
JDuudee this afternoon. 

Many thousands of people aro leaving Dun¬ 
dee for their annual holiday.” 

Manchester Daily Dispatch. 

“Mr. Aldorman Domoney, in rciqanding at 
the Guildhall to-day two boys charged with 
theft, said bo always liked to deal leniently 
with boys so young and to give the ms fresh 
start in life ."—Evening Paper. 

Not a word about the pa, you observe ; 
yot wo daresay he was equally respons¬ 
ible. 

From the Orders of a Battalion in 
Franco:— 

“The undermentioned N.C.O.’s and men 
will parade at 10.30 a.m., bringing with them 
their gas-helmets and the unexpired portion of 
their rations." 

It is surmised that this refers to the 
cheese-issue. 
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“Mummy, aben’t we exceeding the speed ration? 


BULLINGTON. 

It was in the high midsummor and the sun was shining Oh thq road runs to tho highway and the highway o’er the 
strong, down, 

And the lane was rather flinty and the lane was rather But it’s just as good in Bullington as mighty London 
long, town.” 

When, up and down tho gentle hills beside the stripling Tlien iligh above an aorop i ano in ] ium ming flight went by, 

i ehnuced to come to Bullington and stayed a while to rest. 

It was drowned in poace and quiet, as tho river reeds wore There came tho guns’ dull thunder from the ranges far away. 
t„ browned , And, while I lay and listened, oh the river’s sleepy tune 

And the air was like a posy with the sweet haymaking ^ 6 ^ hke tho cuckoo s stave 

And "the Eoses and Sweet-Williams and Canterbury Bells. Antl distant th * mler mi th ° engi,W wwIUw 

Far away as some strange planot seemed the old world’s Seemed to mingle with its burthen in a solemn undertone:— 

And theftrout in sun-warmed shallows hardly seemed to stir \°\ l , l . he ^ rearn nins . to , the “ ver ; and tbe ,I' iv i er , to th ® 8 ? a ’ 
g n J And thore s war on land and water, ayd there s work for 

AUd goefon 110701 ' a ° l0Ck t0 tdl 5 ’ OU h ° W Ul ° hU1Tyirig W ° rl11 And } on U nmny n a ; field of glory there are gallant lives laid 
T„ mu _. ..... _down 


In the little ivied steeple down in drowsy Bullington. 


As well for sleopy Bullington as mighty London Town," 


“^P y tbere no9tlod ’ 8eoraing far from httsten - So I roused me from my daydream, for I know the song 

ini t Tilt 1 ™; p nurscry rliymG ’ ThatTiS’Himo for dreaming while there’s duty still to do; 

Sang ^teeny-tiny ditty that I siyedl while to hear An<1 * n fc “ rned into the highroad whore ifc meefcs the fl5tlty 

" Oh the stream runs to the river and the river to the sea, And the world of wars and sorrows was about me once 
But the reedy banks of Bullington are good enough for me; again. C. IP. S. 





































OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Olerks.) 

Hansi, the Alsatian caricaturist and patriot, who escaped 
a few months before the War, after being condemned by 
the German courts to fifteen months' imprisonment for 
playing off an innocent little joke on four German officers, 
and did his share of fighting with the French in the early 
part of the War, is the darling of the Boulevards. They 
adore his supreme skill in thrusting the irritating lancet of 
his humour into bulging excrescences on the Hank of that 
monstrous pachyderm of Europe, the Gorman. Professor 
Knaischke (IIoddeb and Stoughton), aptly translated by 
Professor R. L. Cbewe, is a joyous rag. It purports to be’tho 
correspondence of a Hun Professor, full of an egregious 
self-sufficiency and humourlessness and greatly solicitous 
for the unhappy Alsatian who iB ignorant and misguided 
enough to prefer the Welsch (i.e. foreign) “ culture-swindle ” 
to the glorious paternal Kultur of the German occupation. 
And Hansi illustrates his witty text with as witty and 
competent a pencil. Qanbi has, in effect, tho full status of 
an Ally all by himself. He odds out of the abundance of 
his heart a diary and novel by Knatschke’s daughter, Elsa, 
full of the artless sentimentality of the German virgin. It 
is even better fun than the Professor’s part of the business. 
Naturally the full flavour of both jokes must be missed 
by the outsider. Hansi is the more effective in that he 
ohuckles quietly, never guffaws and never rails. Fun of 
the best. 

• 

There is hot much left for ine to say in praise of Mr. Jack 
London’s dog-stories; and anyhow, if his name on the cover 
of Jerry of the Islands (Mills and Boon) is not enough, no 
persuasion of mine will induce.you to read it. Those of us 
to whom dogs are merely animals—just that—will find this 


history of an Irish terrier dull enough; but others who have 
in their time given their “ heart to a dog to tear ” will re¬ 
cognise and joyously welcome Mr. London’s sympathetic 
understanding of his hero. Jerry's adventurous life as 
here told was spent in the Solomon Islands, which is not, 
I gather, the most civilized part of the globe. He had 
been brought up to dislike niggers, and when ho disliked 
anyone he did not hesitate to show his feelings and his 
teeth. So it is possible that for some tastes he left his 
marks a little too frequently; but in the end lie thoroughly 
justified his inclination to indulge in what looked like un¬ 
provoked attacks upon bare legs. For unless he had kept 
his teeth in by constant practice he might never h&vo con¬ 
trived to save liis beloved master and mistress from a very 
cowardly and crafty attack. Good dog, Jerry ! 


I admit that tho fact of its publishers having branded 
The Boad to Understanding (Constable) as “A Pure 
Love Story ” did not increase the hopes with which I opened 
it. Lot me however hasten also to admit that half of it 
certainly bettered expectation. That was the first half, in 
which Burke Dcnby, the heir to (dollar) millions, romanti¬ 
cally defied his father and married bis aunt’s nursery 
governess, and immediately started to live the reverse of 
liappy-ever after. All this, the contrast between ideals in a 
mansion and love in a jerry-built villa, and the thousand 
ways in which Mrs. Denby got upon her husband’s nerves and 
;enerally blighted his existence, are told with an excellently 
mman and sympathetic understanding, upon which 1 make 
my cordial congratulations to Miss El^anobJI. Poktkh. 
But because the book, however human, belongs, alter all, to 
the o&tegory of " Best Sellers ” it appears to have been 
found needful to furbish up this excellent matter with an 
incredible ending. That Mrs. Denby should retire with 
her infant to Europe, in order to educate herself to her 
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husband’s level, I did not mind. This thing has been done passages, some porhaps a little facile, but, taken together, 


before now even in real life. But that, on returning after 
the lapse of years, sbo should introduce the now grown¬ 
up daughter, unrecognised, as secretary to her father! 
“Somehow . . . you remind mo strangely. . . . Tell 
me of your parents.” “ My daddy ... I novor knew him." 
Or words to that effect. It is all there, spoiling a tale 
that deserved better. 


quite enough to make this unpretentious little volume a 
very agreeable companion for tho few moments of leisure 
which are all that most of us can get in these strenuous 
days. 


The voracious novel-reader is apt to hold detective stories 
in the same regard that the Scotchman is supposed to 
entertain towards whisky—some are better than others, 
but tharo are no really bad ones. The Pointing Man 
(Hutchinson) is bettor than most, in the first placo bocauso 
it takes us “east of Hues"—a pleasant change from tho 
four-mile radius to which the popular sleuths of iictiou almost gentleman who was Jenny's lover, soomod to me 
mostly confine their activities; and, secondly, because it out of place. Tho little sceuo in tho cabin of the yacht 


I onjoyed at a ploasant sitting tho whole of Mr. Frank 
Swinnehton's Nocturne (Seckeh). I don't quite know 
(and 1 don't see how tho author can quito know) whether 
nis portraits of pretty self-willed Jenny and plain love- 
hungry Emmy, the daughters of the superannuated iron-' 
moulder, are true to life, hut thoy are extraordinarily 
plausible. Not a word or a mood or a move in the intor- 
play of five characters in four hours of a single night, the 
two girls and “Pa," and Alf and Keith, the sailor and 


combines a maximum of sinister 
mystery with a minimum of actual 
bloodshed; and, lastly, bocauso our 
credulity is not strained unduly 
either by tho superhuman in¬ 
genuity of the hunter or an excess 
of diabolical cunning on the part 
of the quarry. Otherwise tho story 
possesses the usual features. There 
is the clever young detective, in 
whose company we expectantly 
scour the bazaars and alleys of 
Mangadono in search of a missing 
boy There are Chinamen and 
•Burmese, opium dons and curio 
shops, temples and go-downs. Miss 
Mabjobie Douik has more than a 
superficial knowledge of her stage 
sotting, and gets plenty of move¬ 
ment and colour into it. And if 
sho has elaborated the characters 
and inter-play of her Anglo-Bur- 
mese colony to an ex lent that is 
not justified either by their con¬ 
nection with the plot or tho neces¬ 
sity of mystifying tho reader wo 
must forgive her because sho does 
it very well-- so well indeed that 
wo may hope to soe The Pointing 
Man, excellent as it is in its way, 
succeeded by a contribution to 



TALE OF A CHEAT OFFENSIVE. 

“‘15 SKZ TO ME, ‘ Vou ’J.Tj OKT A THICK liMt!’ I 
Buz, ‘ Who?’ ’K skk, 1 Toil ! ’ I bw, 'Mu?' 'E KKZ, 
‘ T us ! ’ 1 6V.it, ’ Ho! 


between Jenny and Keith is a 
quito brilliant study in selective 
realism. Take the trouble to look 
hack on tho finished chapters and 
soe how much Mr. Swinnhbton 
lias told you in how fow strokes, 
and jou will roaliso tho fine and 
precise artistry of this attractive 
volumo. 1 can see the lights, tho 
silver and tho red glow of the wino; 
and I follow the Hashes and pouts 
and tearful pride of Jenny, and 
Keith's patient, embarrassed, mas¬ 
terful wooing as if 1 had been 
s h am of u 11 y oa vosd ropping. 

Fool Divine. (Hoddkb and 
Stoughton) stands to some extent 
in a position uniquo among novels 
in that its heroine is also its vil- 
lainess, or at least the wrecker of 
its hero. NeviP del Varna, tho lady 
in question, is indeed the only 
female character in the tale, and 
lias therefore naturally to work 
double tides. What happened was 
' that young Christopher, a supor- 
man and boro, dedicate, as a volun¬ 
teer, to tho unending warfare of 
science against the evil goddess of 
tho Tropics, yellow fever, mot this 


Anglo-Oriental literature that will do ampler justico to more human divinity when on his journey to the scone of 
Miss Douie's unquestionable gifts. action, and, like a more celebrated predecessor, “turned 

aside to hor.” Then, naturally enough, when Ncvile has 
Our writers appear willing converts to my own favourite gotten him for hor husband and when love of her has caused 

theory that tho public is, like a child, best pleased to boar ' : 1 . 1 1 ’ '' *' :c “ “* 

the tales that it already knows by heart. Tho latost ex¬ 
ponent of this is tho lady who prefers to ho called only 
“Tho Author of An Odd Farmhouse." Her now little 
hook, Your Unprofitable Servant (Westalt,), is a record of 
domestic happenings and impressions during tho early 


him to abandon his project of self-sacrifice, Bhe repays him 
with scorn. And as the unhappy Christopher already scorns 
himself the roit of the hook (till tho final chapters) is a 
record of deterioration more clover than exactly cheerful. 
Tho moral of id all being, I suppose, that if you are wedded 
to an ideal you should beware of taking to yourself a 


phases of the" War. ~ The thing is skilfully done, and iq the mortal wife, for that means bigamy. Incidentally the 
result carries you with interest from page to page; though l>ook contains somo wonderfully impressive pictures of 
(as I hint) the history of those August days, when Barbarism tropioal lifo and of the general beastliness of existence on a 
oame forth to battle and Civilisation regretfully unpacked rubber plantation. At the end, as I have indicated, regenera- 
its holiday suit-cases, can hardly appeal now with the fresh- tit>n comes for Christopher —though I will not roveal just 
ness of revelation. Still, the writer brings undeniablo gifts how this happens. There is also a subsidiary interest in 
to her more than twice-told tale. She has, for example, tho revolutionary affairs of Cuba, which the much-employed 
perception and a turn of phrase very pleasant, as when Ncvile appears to manage, as a local Joan of Arc, in nor 
she speaks of the shops in darkened London conduct- spare momouts; and altogether the book can be room¬ 
ing the last hour of business under lowered awnings, “ as mended as one that will at least take you well away from 
if it were a liaison.” There are many such rewarding the discomforts of here and now. 
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continuo thoir subscription to tbo half- motor-car, with nothing hotter than a 
CHARIVARIA. penny press. * * Staff-Colonel as passenger, the enter- 

" No amount of War Offico approval tainuient was considered-to be well 

will make hens lay,” says The Weekly “ I should like to givo you a good worth the risk. * * 

Dispatch. These continuous efforts to licking, hut tho law won't allow me,” * 

shako our confidence in the men on- said Mr. Banker, K.C., tho new magis- “ If I saw the last pheasant I would 
trusted with tho conduct of the War Irate for West London, in lining a lad kill it and oat it,” says Lord Kimberley. 
can only bo regarded as deplorable. for cruelty to a horse. Tho discovery hood hog ! * .... 

„ that oven magistrates havo to forgo * 

A workman in a Northern sliell fac- their sirnplo pleasures in those times We hear that, as a result of Herr 
tory has boon fined fivo pounds for made a profound impression upon tho Miohaelis’ disclaimer, the Gormans 


having his trousers fastened on with boy. 
iron nails. Why he abandoned tho 
usual North Country method of hav¬ 
ing thorn riveted on him was not 
explained. * 


Chaw,ie Chaplin, says a 
message from Chicago, has not 
joined the 1J..S. Army, lie 
excuses himsolf on the ground 
that Mr. Pemberton-Billing, 
who is much funnier, is not in 
khaki. * * 

A woman told tho Lambeth 
magistrate that her husband 
had not spoken to her for six 
weeks, it is a great tribute 
to tho humanity of our magis¬ 
trates that tho poorer people 
should go to them with their 
joys as well as thoir sorrows. 

* ’ 

Cruisos on the Thames and 
Modway estuaries will only he 
permitted on condition that 
the owners of pleasure craft 
agree to increase the nation's 
food supply by catching fish. 
Merely feeding them will not 
do. * 


A man who was seen carry¬ 
ing a grandfatherciockthrough 
tho streets of Willesden has 
boon arrested. It seotus to be 
safer, as well as more convenient, to the 
carry a wrist-watch. 


Hoit Eu/beuger has expressed a 
dosiro for “half an hour with Mr. 
Li,ovo George” to settle the War. 
In view of the heavy demands upon 



The bantam. "An’ 1 don’t WANT NONE OF YKB NARSTY LOOKS 
NEITHER, Oil IT'S ME AN’ YOU FOll IT.” 


* * 


Premier’s timo it is 
in Parliamentary circles that Maiou 
Archer - Shee should consent to act 


are about to appoint a Commission to 
find out who (if anybody) is carrying 
on tho War. 

Womon have reinforced the bell¬ 
ringers at Speldluirst, Kent, As no 
~ other explanation is forthcom¬ 

ing, we can only suppose they 
are doing it out of malice. 

A man charged at a London 
Police Court with being drunk 
stated that ho had boen drink¬ 
ing “Government ale.”' It 
appears now that tho follow 
was an impostor. 


Another man who wrote a 
letter protesting, against the 
j weakness of tbo official stimu- 
huit inadvertently addressed 
his letter to tho Metropolitan 
Water Board. 

* -i; 

* 

A correspondent who has 
just, spent a day in tho country 
hopes the Commission now 
doaling w'ith Unrest will not 
overlook one of its principal 
causes—namely wasps. 

* * 

* 

Thoro has been a great fall¬ 
ing-off in the number of visitors 
to Stratford-on-Avon., and it is 
expected that a new' and fuller 
Life of tho Bard will shortly 
suggested bo published. + 


A Surrey soldier, writing from Tho 
Garden of Eden, says, “ 1 think it is a 
rotton hole, and I don’t blame Adam 


Newhaven, it is stated, is suffering as his substitute, 
from a plague of butterflies. All at- "V 

tempts to persuade them to move on Tho idea of giving raid warnings by for gotling thrown out.” Still it is 
to the MtStropolo at Brighton have so the discharge of a couple of Genorals rather late to plead extenuating cir- 


has boon unfavourably receivod by the cumstances. 
Defence authorities. 


far been successfully resisted. 

* * 

* 

Table-napkins havo boon forbidden 

in Berlin and special ear-protectors .. ....... ...— , „ , , , . 

for uso at meal-times are said to bo a Church Army Hut was found to havo ° ouc mm - s l n H > Viluc at ° 4 . 
enjoying a brisk sale. ' ‘ . 


* * 
Jk 


.1 uinns - was remanded at tho Thames 

A German shell winch passed through ^ ourt , 011 a charge of stealing nine boxes 

1 , , . , ° of Hnucliani\s mils. v.ilni-f! :l[ cs,” 

The Times . 

So little ? What about those advertise¬ 
ments? __ 

“I was surprised Co hoar of Baron Hoyking’s 
dismissal from his post of Russian Consul- 
General in London. I had only been talking 
' * " to him the day before—and thon came his 

A small boy at Egham, arrested for dismissal by telegram i ’’ 

Caiulide,” in “ The Sunday Pictorial." 


been stamped with tho initials “ C.A.” 
in its passago through the building. 

When the fourteen-yoar-old son of Tho clerk, whose duty it is to attorn! 

German parents was charged in a Lon- to matters of this kind, has boon repri- 
don Court with striking his mother manded for not adding the date, 
with a boot, the mother, admitted that 
she had cut the boy's face because ho 

had called her toy an opprobrious Gor- breaking a bottle on the highway, said 
inanname. On the advice of the magis- that he did it to puncture motor tyres. Some of our journalists have a lotto 
trate the family have decided to dis- If the daily bag included only one Array answer for. 


VOL. cwu. 
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THE KAISER’S ORIENTAL STUDIES. 

A Distinguished Neutral, who lias 
just returned from Germany after re¬ 
siding for some time in the neighbour¬ 
hood of Potsdam, informs us that the 
Raise n has been taking a course of 
Oriental literature in view of his pro¬ 
posed annexation of India, and lias 
lately given close attention to the works 
of Sir Raisin dranath Tauohe. The Dis¬ 
tinguished Neutral has been lortunato 
enough to secure the Kaiser's person¬ 
ally annotated copies of the Indian 
poet's Stray Jttills and Ermt-Ualhcring. 
From these volumes we have the plea -1 
sure of reproducing a selection of Hir 
Kahindranath’s aphorisms and fan¬ 
tasies, accompanied in each case by 
the Kaiseh'b marginal inflections: — 

“ 1 cannot choose the best. Tin'- best 
chooses me." It. T. 

Very true. 1 never chose the Deity, 
lie chose Me. W. 

" 7 hroinjh the sadness of all things 
I hear the Croatian / of I In: Hit rnul 
Mother." ' It. T. 

Sometimes, too, 1 hear the groaning 
of the Unforgettable Grandfather. W. 

“ Life has become richer by the lore 
that has been lost." 11. '/’• 

T wish T could feel this about America. 

W. 

hi 

‘“Who thaws me forward like fate!’ j 

‘ The Myself striding on my back.’ " 

11. T. 

That cannot lie right. I always said 
I didn’t want this War. W. 

“ Wrong cannot afford defeat, but 
Right can." 11. T. 

“This ought to console poor old 
IllNDENIIIIIUl.” W. 

% _ ! 

“ Listen , my heart , to the whispers 
of the, world with which it makes love 
t.o you." R. T. 

1 must pass this on to Tineirz. W. 

“ U V coma nearest to the great when 
we are great in humility." R. T. 

Quite right. I always make a point 
of acknowledging tlio assistance of my 
Partner. W. 

* # 

“I shall stake all / have, and when 1 
lose my last penny I shall stake myself, 
and then 1 think 1 shall have won 
through my utter defeat.” R. T. 

1 don't think. W. 


“ The noise of the moment scoffs at 
the music of the Eternal." 11. T. 

All the same I could do with some 
moro big guns. W. 

“ The Spring with its leaves and 
flowers has come, into my body.” R. T. 

1 dislike all Spring offensivos. W. 

“ Let me. not look fur allies on life’s 
batllefield, .but lo my own strength." 

R. T. 

1 wonder whore Austria would have 
been by now if she had taken this 

attitude. W. 

:. * * 

“ Wayside grass, love the star, then 
your dreams will come out til flowers." 

R. T. 

That reminds mo that I must writo 
and thank Tino for his letter enclos¬ 
ing a hunch of edelweiss. W. 

“ My heart . has spiead its sails for 
the. shadowy island of Anywhere.” 

R. T. 

Personally I should be content with 
the solid island of Great Britain. W. 

“ Wamau , when you move about in 
your household service your limbs sing 
like a lull stream among its pebbles.” 

R. T. 

1 have often noticed this in some of 
our Berlin butter queues. W. 

“ Let. my thoughts come, to yon, when 
I am gone, like the after glow of san- 
Uetr' Jt. T. 

1 doubt if this beautiful thought 
would appeal to Little Willie. W. 

Who is there, to take up my duties 1 ’ 
asked, the selling sun. 

‘ 7 shall do what I can, my Master, 
said the earthm lump.” R. T. 

1 shall make Little Willie learn 
this hit by heart. \V. 

“ The real with Us meaning read 
■wrong and emphasis misplaced is the 
unreal.” R. T. 

Yes; it’s very hard on Wolfe's 
Bureau. W. 

* •» 

“ My heart longs to caress this green 
world of the sithny day." 11. T. 

1 find it most unfortunate that all 
the best places in tire sun should be 
already occupied. - W. 

'i »:*. * 

“ While 1 was passing in the road I 
saw thy smile from the balcony and 1 
sang.”. _ , * R. T. 

Odreams of the East! 0 Baghdad t 

W. 


“ ‘ The learned say that your light 
"will one day be no more,' said the firefly 
to the stars. The stars made no an¬ 
swer.” it. Te 

That’s what I should have done, but 
Miohaelis would koep on talking. W. 

£ *J: * 

“ God is ashamed when the prosperous 
boast of Ills special favour.” 11. T. 

This must ho some other god, not 
our German one. W. 

i 

“ Rower hikes as ingratitude the 

writhings of Us victims.” R, T. 

And quite rightly. That’s all the 
thanks 1 got when my heart bled for 
Louvain. , * W. 

S' * -r sis 

“ Kicks only rinse, dust and not crops , 
from the earth." R. T. 

Very sound. Rouinania has been 
most disappointing. W. 

" Timid thoughts, do not be afraid of 
me. 1 am a poet." R. T. 

1 shall send a copy of my collected 
poems to Fkuiue. W. 

0. S. ' 

WAH AND MY WARDROBE. 

As l am not a banker or a high official 
swell, 

I never felt a pressing need for drossing 
ext ra well; 

And yet thoro were occasions, in days 
not, long remote, 

When l assumed the ‘Stately garb of 
topper and frock-coat. 

But war's demands, if you desire to 
tread the simple road, 

Are somewhat hard to reconcile with 
the Detjulogue of Mode; 

Ko 1 gave away my topper to the man 
who winds our clocks, 

With a strangely mixed assortment of 
collars, ties and socks. 

And if I haven’t parted from my dear 
old silk-faced friend 

It isn't, out of sentiment—all that is at 
an end— 

It's simply that the highest hid, in 
cash paid promptly down, 

1 ’vc had from any son of Skem is only 
half-a-crowm 

“ The pints cultivated by this men who have 
learned in the best school of all —experience— 
stand out clearly among the others. There is 
no overcrowing on their laud.” 

Evening News. 

The truly groat are always modest. 

“ Wanted, September and Ootobor, a eom- 
fortahly Furnished House; five bedrooms, in 
adjoining counties.” 

East Anglian Daily Times, 

It sounds a little detached. . 
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“WllVT DO YOU M KAN IJY TIIUOWINii RIONEM \T THOM): IlOYh ? " 

■‘It'M OKI. ItU’.IIT, Silt. Wh 'llE I,EARNIN' ’KM TO TAKE COVER VOU AIK ltAlDfa." 


THE MUD LARKS. 

Out here the telephone exists largely 
as a vehicle for the jenx d’esprit of the 
Brass Lids. It is a one-way affair, 
working only from the inside out, for 
if you have a trifle of repartee to impart 
to the Brazon Ones the apparatus is 
either indefinitely engaged, or Na poo 
(as the French say). If you are one of 
these bulldog lads and are determined 
to make the thing talk from tho out¬ 
side in, you had better migrate chcz 
Signals, taking your bed, blankets, beer, 
tobacco and the unexpired portion of 
next week’s ration, and camp at tho 
telephone orderly's olbow. After a 
day or two it will percolate through to 
the varlet’s intelligence that you are a 
desperate dog in urgent need of some¬ 
thing, and he will bestir himself, and 
mayhap in a further two or three days’ 
time he will wind a crank, pull some 
strings, and announce that you are 
“ on,” and you will find yourself in 
animated conversation with an in¬ 
spector of cemeteries, a jam expert at 
tho Base, or the Dalai Lama. If you 
want to give back-chat to the Staff 
you had best take it there by hand. 

A friend of mine by name of Patrick 
once got the job of Temporary Assist¬ 
ant Deputy Lance Staff Captain (un¬ 


paid), and before he tumbled to the one¬ 
way idea his telephone worlcod both 
ways and gavo him a lot of trouble. 
People wore always calling hint up and 
asking him questions, which of course 
wasn’t playing the game at all. Some¬ 
times he never got to bed before 10 i\m., 
answering questions ; often ho was up 
again at 9 a.m., answering more ques¬ 
tions—and such questions ! 

A sample. On one occasion he rang 
up bis old battalion. One dimmy was 
then Acting Assistant Vice-Adjutant. 
“Hello, wazzermatter? ” said Jimmy. 
“ Staff Captain speaking,” said Patrick 
sternly. “ Please furnish a return of 
all cooks, smoko-liolmets, bombs, mules, 
Yukon-packs, tin bowlers, grease-traps 
and Plymouth Brothers you have in tho 
field! ” 

“Easy—beg pardon, yes, Sir,” said 
Jimmy and hung up. 

Presently the phono buzzed and there 
was Jimmy again. 

“ Excuse me, Sir, but you wanted a 
return of various commodities wc have 
in tho field. What field ? ’’ 

" Ob, the field of Mars, fat-head! ” 
Patrick snapped and rang off. A quarter 
of an hour lutor he was callod to the 
phono once more and the familiar bleat 
of Jimmy tickled bis ear. “ Excuse me, 
Sir—whoso mother? ” 


On tho other hand tho great Brass 
Hat is human and makes a slip, a 
clerical error, now and again sufficient 
to oxpose his flank. And then tho 
humble lighting-man can draw his 
drop of blood if he is quick about it. 
To this same long-suffering Jimmy 
was vouchsafed the heaven-sent oppor¬ 
tunity, and bo leapt at it. Ho got a 
chit from 1I.Q., dated G/7/17, which 
ran thus:— 

“In i-efcrcnco to 1732G Pto. Hogan 
we note that his date of birth is 
10/7/17. Pleaso place him in his 
proper category.” 

To which Jimmy replied :— 

“As according to your showing 
1732G Pto. Hogan will not ho horn for 
another four days wo are placed in a 
position of some difficulty. 

“ P.S.—What if, when the interest¬ 
ing event occurs, 1732G Pte. Hogan 
should he a girl? 

“P.P.S.—Or twins?” 

Our Albert Edward is just hack from 
one of those i^rmy finishing schools 
where tho young subaltern’s knowledge 
of Shakestkake and tho uso of the 
globes is givon a final shampoo before 
ho is pushed over the top. Albert 
Edward’s academy was situated in a 
small town where schools are main- 
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lainod by all our brave Allies; it is an for Alabam.” It speaks volumes for 11 Dearest Wife," he began. Then at 
educational centro. The French school the discipline of the allied armies that a shout lie hastily drew in his feet as a 
does the honours of the plage and hoops their young subalterns stood to atten- man dashed past him with a heavy 
a tame hand, which gives tongue every tion even through that. Patlandeu. burden. “ I nearly got it in the neck 

a minute ago,” ho wrote, “ but I'm all 
right, and this is a fine placo if it wasn’t 
for the noise. They never seem to stop 


Sunday evoning in the Cl rand Place. 
Thither ropair all the young ladies of 
the town to hear the music. Thither 
also repair all the young subalterns, 
also for the purpose of bearing the 
music. 


THE GENTLEST ART. 

PmvATE Elijah Tiddy looked at his screeching and the smoke is fair awful, 
watch. There was still half-an-hour and as soon as you think everything is 
<o tin: great moment for which the quiet another comes. I am quite alone 
At the end of every performance the battalion had waited bo long. Most of at this minute, hut don’t you go for to 
natioiudanthoms of all our brave Allies the men had decided to fill up tho time worry; they'll be back soon and then 
are played, each bravo Ally standing by eating, drinking or sleeping, but perhaps I’ll get a bit of something, 
rigidly to attention the while, in com- Private Tiddy had two other passions I It's pretty hard where J am sitting and 

i:f " -- . :t .i a.. ..n.... Ij can’j, write you much of a letter, wluit 


pliment to tho others. As we have a 
lot of bravo Allies these days, all with 
long nutiomil war-whoops, this 
hccomos somewhat of a strain. , 

One morning tho French hand-1 
master called on tho Oommun- j 
daiit of the English school. | 

“ Some Americans have ar¬ 
rived,” said he. “They are 
naturally as welcome as the 
sunshine, hut” (he sighed) “it 
means yet another national, 
anthem.” I 

The Commandant sighed and 
said he supposod so. 

“ By the way,” said the c lief 
(Vorchestic, “what is the Ameri¬ 
can national anthem ? " 

“‘Tankoo Doodle,’” replied 
tho Commandant. 

The Chief Instructor said he’d 
always understood it was “ Hail, 
Columbia.” { 

The Adjutant was of the 
opinion that “The Star-Spang¬ 
led Banner ” filled the hill, while 
tho Quartermaster east his vote 
for “ My country, ’tis of thee.” 

The chef d'orchestrc thrashed 
his bosom and rent his coiffure. 
"Dial!" ho wailed, “1 can’t 
play all of them —figures-vo us! ” 
Without stopping to do any 
figuring thoy heartily agreed 
that he couldn't. “Toll you 
what,” said the Commandant at length, 


in life -one was his wife, and the other 
the gentle art of letter-writing. At 



Sailor (,rebuking firssimtsl). 
U UOATS turns aWay, Wot 
WITH? FjI.TJ'UIH?" 


“O' eoeiisu so MU 

ll’YEH THINK WH 


with tho cramp in my legs and the noise 

..-i and wondering how soon the 

j Sergeant will come and tell ns 
} to move up nearer our part of 
, the line. T can see some of the 
| line, not our bit, from whore I 
am sitting. It’s shining just 
lovely in tho sun. 

“Dear wife, this isn’t a bit 
; like home, but it still makes ino 
Uhiuk of you at our station buy- 
| mg me that pencil and all, just 
j as the train come in. I think 
[ of you all tho time wherever 1 
! am, but the noise is something 
j cruel, and hero comes the Ser- 
i goant to toll us to prepare. I 
j shan’t have time to get a drink 
first; hut it don’t matter; I’d 
rather write to you than any¬ 
thing; and this pad what the 
minister gave mo is lino. 1 
j keep it in my loft breast pocket. 
Pleaso tell him it hasn't stopped 
a bit of stuff yet, but I am sure 
it. will soon. Remember me to 
everybody. Love and kisses 
; from your Elijah.” 

I Mrs. Tiddy duly received tho 
1 letter and shed proud tears at 
;the thought of her husband, 
i obviously on the ove of a great 
! advance, or evon lying out hun- 
1 gry and wounded in No Man’s 


all possiblo and impossible moments Land (she hovered between the alter- 
' write to your music-merchant in Paris Private Tiddy wrote letters home. To natives), but still cheery and finding 
and leave it to him.” some men this would have been an time and energy to write to his wife. 

The chef d’orchestrc said ho would, impossible moment- not so to Tiddy, It was only a too observant neigh- 
and did so. who, if ho hadn't boon first a plumber bour who discovered that the postmark 

Next Sunday evening, as the concert and then a soldier, would have made was London, S.E. But oven she lias 
drew to a close, the hand flung into ati inimitable journalist. not yot decided whether Elijah Tiddy 

the Marseillaise, and the subalterns of Ho he sat down as best he could with is of intention the biggest liar in the 
all nations leapt to attention. They all that lie carried, and extractedaletter- East Mudshires, or whether he only 
stood to attention through “Clod Have j case from an An side pocket. It was a saw Waterloo Station with tho eye of 
tho King,” through tho national an- recent gift from the minister of his the literary man. 
tliems of Russia, Italy, Portugal, Ru- parish, who know and shared Tiddy’s 

mania, Sorhia, Belgium, Montenegro weakness for the pen, and it filled his , 

and Monte Carlo, all our brave Allies, soul with joy. lie fingered the thin History Plagiarizes from Fiction. 
Then tho chef d’orchestre suddenly sheets of writing-paper lovingly, as “ Mr, Gitmoll: Everybody in the House i» 
sprang upon a stool and waved above a musician touches the strings, and oxc ‘ t< ’ d . m Pj el f /. ^ ve ” yo Vl s P°°'* !8r > 
his head the stripes and stars of our thoughtfully sucked the .indelible pen- ai *“ c '* ed ’ . ’. 

newest brave Ally, while the band cil finch Mrs. Tiddy* had bought for . B drfink,£* 

crashed into the opening strains of him as a parting present when she said Tadger, sir ... you are drunk, sir.’* 

“ When do midnight choo-ch’oo starts good-bye to him at th# bookstall ' Pickwick Papers. 
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AN OLD SONG RESUNG. 

“ 0 eves since the world began 
There never was and never can 
Be such a very useful man 
As the railway porter.” 

So ran the rhyme that in my youth 
I thought perhaps outstripped the 
truth. 

But now, when longer in the tooth, 
Freely I endorse it. 

In calling out a station’s name 
lie is undoubtedly to blame 
For failing, as a rule, to aim 
At clear enunciation; 

But, since the War, ho hasn't struck 
Or downed his tools—I mean his 
truck— 

And plays tho game with patient 
pluck 

Like a stuuly Briton. 

lie’s often old and far from strong, 
But still lie doesn't "make a song” 
About liis lot, but jogs along 
Steadily and bravely. 

Ho doesn't greet with surly frowns 
Or naughty adjectives and nouns 
A tip ol just a brace of “ browns” 
Where lie once got sixpence. 

But bettor far than any meed 
Of praise embodied in this screed 
Is Emc G elides’ boast that ho’d 
» Been a railway porter. 

THE TOWER THAT PASSED IN 
THE NIGHT. 

It was in the beginning of things, 
when tho gunners of tho now army 
wore very new indeed, and tho 0000th 
Battery had just taken up its first 
position on tho Western Front. As 
soon as the guns were satisfactorily 
placed the O.C. began a careful survey 
of the enemy positions. Slowly ho 
ran his field-glasses over the seemingly 
peaceful landscape, and tho first thing 
he noticed was a small, desortod, half- 
ruined tower with ivy hanging in dark 
masses down its sides. 

■ “ We must have that removed at 
once," he said to the Captain. “ It’s 
tho very place for an observation post. 
Probably one of their best. How long 
do you think it will take you to get it 
down ? ” 

“ Oh, we ought to do it in an hour,” 
was the confident reply. 

But the hour passed and the tower 
remained just as peaceful, just as suit¬ 
able for an O P. as ever. The only 
'change was that many other features 
of the odjaoent landscape had been 
resolved into their component parts. 

: The battery, was disappointed, hut 
not unduly so. They knew What was 



... 



Hetty (after Jittxh of hyhtning). "COUNT quickly, Jicnny! Make it as PAH AWAY 
AK YOU POSSIBLY CAN." 


the matter; a couple of hours’ work 
should give them the range, and 
then—— 

But, when evening came and tho 
tower still stood untouched, 0000th 
Bailory began to be worried indeed. 
A little more of this and they might 
as vvoll blow themselves up. They 
would be disgraced, a laughing-stock 
to the wholo Front. After hopeless 
arguments and bitter recriminations 
they turned in with the intention of 
beginning again bright and early in 
one last stupendous effort. 

Great and shattering was their sur- j 
prise when the dawn showed them no 
tower at all, nothing but a heap of 
rubble in the midst of desolation. The 
hated O.P. bail disappeared in the 
night. 

0000th Battery rubbed its eyes and 
wild surmise van from man to man. 


“ An unexploded shell must 'avo 
gorn orf in the night.” 

“ A mine may ’avo bin In id under ’er, 
and soinethink ’s touched it off, like.” 

But tho real explanation, stranger 
still, was supplied later by a letter 
dropped from a Taubo Hying over tho 
Battery’s position. It ran thus;— 

“ Having noticed with regret that 
tho enemy objected to thetowor in front 
of X position, the Ober-Komnmndo 
gave orders to have it removed, in the 
interests of the surrounding country.” 

j “Once or twice in the course of his speech 
Mr. Macdonald spoke of himself and his 
Labour friends as 4 We,’ • Who are " we’’ 1' 

! sharply challenged Mr. Wardlo, reviving a 
j question familiar in tho annuls of split parties. 

1 You knot perfectly wol thlut you are not 
iuctuoddin tho " we,” ’ was tho retort.” 

Manchester Guardian. 

Pretty crushing, wasn’t it? 
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FRAGMENT OF A TRAGEDY. 

Dramatis Persona. 

A Staff Officer. 

A Colonel. * 

A Captain. 

A Herald. 

Chorus of Oflicei s’ Servants 
and Orderlies. 

Sound.— Exterior of Battalion IT end - 

ijuarleis Dug-out. 

Leader of Chorus. Ho! friends, a 
strange)- cometli, by his dress 

Sonic) nobleman of leisure, I should 
guess; 

Como, lot us sooni to labour, lest he 
strafo; 

A soldier over eye-washes the Staff. 
Chorus start work, singing. 

Brighter than the queenly lose, 
Brighter than fho setting sun, 

Brighter than old Ginger's nose 
The raiment of the gilded one. 

The red tab points towards each 
breast, 

The rod band binds his forehead 
Stern ; 

Tho rainbow ribbons on his chest 
Proclaim what tires within him 
burn. 

Upon his throno amid the din 
Ho sits serene—yet sometimes 
stoops 

To take a kindly intorest in 

Tho trousers issued to the troops. 

Enter Staff Oflicor. 

Staff Officer. Ho, slaves! your Colonel 
seeking have I come. 

L. of C. This is his house, hut ho is far 
from homo. 

Staff 0. And whithor gono? Kopiy 
without dolay. 

L. of C. Ask of the Captain. Soo, ho 
conies this way. 

Enter Captain from (hij-out. 

Captain. Immaculate stranger, hail! 
What lucky chance 

Has brought you to this dirty bit of 
Franco? 

Staff 0. Not chance. A conscientious 
Brigadier 

Has sont me hither. 

Captain. And what seek you here? 

Staff O. 1 seek your Colonel. 

Captain. He is up the lino. 

’Tis said tho too will soon explode a 
mine, 

And wo must be prepared should he 
attack. 

Staff 0. I think I will await his 
coming hack. 

Captain. Then chance to me at least 
has been most kind ; 

Come, let mo load you where a drink 
no»^. ypu ’ll find, 

crashed n .[They enter dug-out and are 
“ When do seen relieving their thirst. 


Choi us. Beyond the distant bower. 
Whore skirted men abide 
And in an uncouth language 
Their skirted children cliido; 
Beyond the land of sunshine, 
Where never skies arc blue, 
There lives a silent people 
Who know a thing or two. 

All is.not gold that glitters, 

And siivps are rather sad ; 

All is not Bass that’s “ bitters,” 
And Gallic hcei- is bad ; 

But out of the misty regions 
Wfioro loom the mountains tall 
There come-i the drink of princos — 
Whisky, tlio best of all. 

Spiff 0. This is my seventh drink, and 
)et, alas 1 

The Colonel comes not. 

Captain. Fill another glass. 

Staff 0. I will | he does]. The bottle's 
finished, l’m afraid. 

Captain. It does nut matter. I drink 
lemonade. 

L. of C. A doom descends upon this 
l)ou so, T fear ; 

That was the only bottloloft us lioro. 

Enter Herald. 

Herald. Tho Colonel comes. Let no 
ill-omened word 

Escape the harrier of your teeth. T 
hoard 

Men say his temper’s in an awful 
state; 

Therefore bowaro lest some untoward 
fate 

Befall you ; and 1 do not think I ’ll 
wait. 

Enter Colonel. 

lie sees empty whisky-bottle, looks at 

Staff' Officer, and - 

|Here the, fragment leaves off. 

'‘Turnouts. Odd colour miniature pony, 
3Cun. high, used to children, coming 5 years, 
and Swiss governess and brown hat ness; can 
ho scon any time, a miniature lot; £‘25.” 

The Bazaar, Exchange and Mart. 

It may ho right to turn out aliens, but 
is not this rather hard on the minia¬ 
ture Swiss Governess ? 

From an auctioneer’s advertisement: 

" Grandfather Clocks, and other Arms and 
Armour.’’— Manchester Guardian. 

In those days oven our oldest clocks 
aro cxpectod to strike for their country. 

“ llcrr Hardon says : — 

‘ The aim of our onomios is— 

Domocraey ; 

The right of nations to solf-govorumont; 
An honest, and not merely a spocious, 

diminution of arguments.’ ” 

Provincial Paper. 

So far as this last aim is concerned the 
Gornian Government appears to agree 
wifli tho Allies, for it has just sup¬ 
pressed Herr Harden’s journal. 


DAVID. 

The War brought about no more 
awful clash of porsonalitios than whon 
it throw David and myself into tlio 
same dug-out. Myself, I am the normal 
nian—tho man who wishes he wore 
dead when ho is callod in tho morning 
and who swears at his servant (1) for 
calling him; (2) for not calling him. 
My batman lias learnt, after three years 
of war, to subdue foot which were in¬ 
tended by nature to be thunderous. 
His method of calling mo is the result 
of careful training. T! I am to wako 
at 7 a.m. ho flings himself flat on his 
face outside my dug-out. at G a.m. and 
wriggles snake-like towards my boots. 
He extracts those painlessly from under 
last night's salvago dump of tin-hats, 
gas-masks and deflated underclothes, 
noses out my jacket, detects my Sam 
Browne, and in awful silence bears 
these to tho outer air, whore ho omits, 
liko a whale, the breath which lie has 
been holding for the last ton minutes. 
And meanwhile I sleep. 

At G.55 a.m. ho brings back boots, 
belt and jacket. This time lie breathes, 
lie walks softly, but bo walks. lie 
places tho boots down firmly. Ho 
begins to make little noises. lie purrs 
and coughs and scratches bis chin, and 
very gradually the air of tho dug-out 
begins to vibrato with life. It is like 
Peer Oynt —tho “Morning” thing on 
tho gramophone, you know ; he clinks 
a toothbrush against a mug, he pours 
out water. It is all gradual, crescendo ; 
and meanwhile I am awakening. At 
7 a.m., not being a perfect artist, he 
generally has to drop something; but 
by that time I am only pretending to 
bo asleep, and I growl at him, ask him 
why be didn’t call mo an hour ago, and 
thon fall asleep again. I got up at 
eight o’clock and dress in silence. If 
my batman speaks to me I cut myself, 
throw the razor at him, and completely 
break down. In short, as I say, 1 am 
tho normal man. 

With David it is otherwise. David 
is a big strong man. He blew into my 
dug-out late one night and occupied tho 
other bed—an affair of rudo beams and 
hard wire-netting. He spread himsolf 
there in sloop, and silence fell. At dawn 
next morning an awful sound hurled 
me out of dreams towards my revolver. 
I clutched it in sweating terror, and 
stared round the dug-out with my heart 
going liko a machine-gun. It was not, 
however, a Hun counter-attack. It was 
David calling for his servant. As the 
first ray of the sun lights the Fjastern 
sky David calls for his servant. His 
servant is a North-countryman. Sleep¬ 
ing far off in some noxious haunt, 
he hears David’s voioe and instantly 



August 8, 1917.] # 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 95 



Basil. “Motiiku, T think Satan must be about.” M.ithn. “Why, dram? 

Basil. "Isn’t it Satan that makes n ; i:y good peoit.e feel bad?” AM her. "Yes, di.au.” 

Basil. “Weld, I peel as ip I didn’t want to go and wash my pace." 


begins to speak. Ii is voice com os swell¬ 
ing towards us, talking of boots aud 
tunics. As be roaches the dug-out door 
he becomes doafening. He and David 
have a shouting match. Ho kicks over 
a petrol-tin full of water, smashes my 
shaving mirror, and sits on my feet 
while pioking up the bits. 

Meanwhilo David is standing on his 
bed and jodelling, while his batman 
shrieks to him that Ids wife said in her 
last letter to him that if he doesn’t get a 
leaf soou the homo ’ll be bruk up. Then 
David starts slapping soap on to his 
faco like a bill-sticker with a paste¬ 
brush. His servant drops a field hoot 
on to my stomach, trips over an empty 
biscuit-tin and is heard grooming a boot 
without. 

David now strops his razor. It 
is one of those self-binding safoty 
razors 'which is all covered with cog¬ 
wheels and steam-gauges aud lovors 
and valves. You feed the strop into it 
like paper into a printing-press, and it 
eats up the leather as low people eat 
spaghetti, making all the time a noise 
like a mowing-machine. David loves 
that. He whistles gay tunes while it 
happens. He whistles while he shaves. 


Ho cannot whistle while brushing Ids 
teeth, hut he hrushos his teeth as a man 
might wash clown a oah in a large yard 
with plenty of room. 

Tho moment it is over ho whistles 
again. Then he does deep breathing at 
the door of the dug-out. (Aeroplanes 
j passing overhead liavo had narrow es- 
| capos from being dragged into tho dug- 
out by sheer power of suction, when 
David deop-breathes.) Thon he does 
muscle exercises. Ho crooks his finger 
and from behind you see a muscle like a 
mushroom got up suddenly in the small 
of his back, run up his spine and Hit 
him under tho left oar. 

Meanwhile lie is whistling, and his 
batman is making sparks fly out of the 
buttons, which lie cleans with glass- 
paper aud gun-cotton just outside the 
door. 

At eight, when I get carefully out of 
bed, David is beginning to don his shirt. 
At nine we move together towards 
breakfast. 

I am training David to say ” Rah! 
Rah!" against tho day when he and 
General Roosrvklt meat in a com¬ 
munication trench. I am sure they 
will take to each other at once. 


SAUCE FOR THE GOOSE. 

[“The plain truth is that thou- arc very few 
joh. that coll 1-1 Hut ho done by women uk well 
.is they arc being (lone by men ”—Daily I'apn | 

Chloe, in the placid days 
Ere the war-clouds gathered, 

1 was prodigal in praise 

Of your charm and winning ways; 

You became a cult, a craze 
(Heavens, how 1 blathered!); 

With an ardour undismayed and treacly 
I proposed (without success) bi-weekly. 

Now, my dear, it’s up to you 
To become the hero ; 

Show us how a man should woo 
When he wills to win, and do 
Teach us how to bill and coo 
With our hopes.at zero. 

Chloe, for a change (it may amuso you), 
Yuli propose to mo—mid 1 'll refuse you. 

From an auction catalogue:— 

“Phincess, Prdku'Maro, 7 years, 1 ■'5-3, has 
boon ridden by a nervous person, good maimers, 
trained to the High School, Httufc-lo-Cide." 

Haute fictile manners are usually of the 
best and wo are glad that Hant-le-Coie, 
which we have been unable to find on 
the map, provides no exception. 
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IiccruH. "It’s no use, uuv’noh. 

AN ’ORSK-DBIVKR." 


A MISFIT. 


1 ’ATE8 AN' DETESTS 'OltSES, AN' THEY FAIR LOATHES ME. 


It'S A ilKNUlNK DRIVER X AM—NUT 


THE INVESTITURE. 

13k silent, guns! for Bernard is invested, 

And wheresoe'er the slaves of strife are found 
Let your grim ollices be now arrested, 

Nor the hot ritlo shoot anothor round, 

Nor the pale flarolights toss, 

But for it space all devilry bo barred, 

Whilo Mars hangs lnofionlnss in pleased regard 
And the hushod lines look West to Palace Yard, 
Where on his breast our King has pinned the Cross. 

Oft in the Mess have we rehearsed that moment, 

In oltl French farms have staged the Royal Square, 
Or in cool cavos by Germans made at Beaumont, 
Though there indeed we had no space to spare, 

So lifelike was it all, 

And whon Kino Gkouuk (the Padre's hard to boat 
In that groat rOle), surrounded by his suite, 

Pinned on the cover of the potted meat, 

Tho very Hippodrome had seemed too small. 

Or we would act tho homing of our Hector, 

Flushed up with pride beneath the ancostral fir, 

The cheering rustics and tho swoet old Rector 
Welcoming back “ our brave parishioner; ” 

And sinco the lad was shy 
We made him got some simple phrases pat 
To thank them for the Presentation Bat, 

While Maud stood near (tho AdjutanI did that), 

So overcome that she could only sigh. 


Ah ! Bernard, say our pageants were not wasted, 

Not vain tho Adjutant’s laborious blush I 
Was it to Maud this glowing morn you hasted 
With yonder baublo in its bed of plush— 

Or was it that Miss Blake '! 

Say not you faced, with ill-concealed dismay. 

Your thronging townsmen and had nought to say, 
Or from your Kino stepped tremblingly away 
With someone else's Order by mistake! 

Surely you shamed us not! for all that splondour 
Can searco have been more moving to the heart 
Than our glad rites, the Princess not so tender 
As was myself, who always took that part; 

I cannot think the Kino, 

Nor gorgeous Lords, nor Oflicors of State, 

Nor seedy poople peering through the gate, 

Felt half so proud or so affectionate 
As those far friends when wc arranged the thing. 

... A. P. IJ. 

Disconcerting' News for the Kaiser. 

Woman to Vicar: “Please Sir will you write, to our 
George in France'? 'is numbor is a ’undred and eleven 
million four thousand and six." 

“Tho inmates of buses havo changed, too. All classes travel side 
by side, the perspiring flower girl, with her heavy basket of roses, the 
charwoman clutching her morning purchase of fish, the daiutily 
dressed lady going out to dinner, <fec .”—The Daily Chronicle. 

A very early dinner, apparently; perhaps, with the char¬ 
woman. 
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FREEDOM RENEWS HER YOW. 


August 4th, 1917. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, July SOlh. — Tho obiter 
dicta flTopped by Mr. Bonar Law 
in tho courso of debato arc gradually 
furnishing tho House with an almost 
complete autobiography. To-day it 
learnod that while, unlike Mr. Balfour, 
he reads a great many newspapers he 
does not include among them a certain 
financial organ which makes a speci¬ 
ality of spy-hunting in high places. 

When the National Insurance Scheme 
was set on foot thoro wore great com¬ 
plaints kecauso some Friendly Socie¬ 
ties wore not allowed to sharo in its 
administration. Possibly the officials 
thought thorn a little too friendly in 
their ways. One of them, we learned 
to-day, employed an auditor who signed 
the return with a mark, like Jiill 
Sti.mjii : while another auditor had a 
habit of signing it in blank and leaving 
the secretary to fill in tho figures. 

Mr. Asquith used to allow bis col¬ 
leagues so much freedom of action that 
his Administration was nick-named 
“ the Go as-you-ploaso Government " ; 
and ovontually it wont as bo did not 
please. But I cannot rocall under his 
gentle rule anything quito so froo-aud- 
oasy as Mr. 11 kndehson’s visit to Paris. 
That a member of the War Cabinet j 
should attend a Conference of French j 
and ltussian Socialists at all is in it¬ 
self a sulliciently remarkable departure 


what slender ground that only the Allies 
wero represented, that it was not of an 
international character. Mr. Hogcik 
essayed to move the adjournment, hut 
had omitted to have his motion ready. 
Tho result of his hurried effort to draft 
one was not satisfactory, for the Speaker 



RAMSAY MACDONALD IN PARIS. 
"Arte Du Thiomiuk' Tim \vtmi> has a 

81N1BTKB ROUND." 


ruled that it constituted an attack 
Mr. Henderson and ought not 


Lord ok the Admiralty walked up 
the floor to take the Oath. Members 
noted with satisfaction tho buoyancy 
of his step and the firmness of his chin. 
If looks go for anything the Navy in 
his hands will not relax the hull-dog 
grip upon tho enemy that it has main¬ 
tained IheKO three years. 

Asked whether tho Government pro¬ 
posed to institute a prosecution in 
regard to tho disturbance of the peace 
(with alleged profane language) that 
recently occurred within the precincts 
of tho Palace of Westminster, Bir 
George Cave gravely rociiod the words 
of tho statute providing that an offender 
in such circumstances was liable to 
have his right hand stricken off. All 
eyes instinctively turned to soo how 
Mr. Pemukrton-Billino was taking 
it; hut any anxiety that lie may have 
felt was relieved whon the Home 
Secretary added that, the statuto in 
question was repealed in 1828. 

A question put by Bir Henry Grain 
about a Cl recruit included the state¬ 
ment that he was " suffering from 
Addison’s disoaso”; and Mr. Hogue 
voiced the general curiosity when he 
asked, obviously out of solicitude for 
tho lato Minister of Munitions, “ What 
is Addison’s disoaso ? " It is believed 
that the reply, if one had beon given, 
would have boon “ Ovor-dilution.” 

Good progross was made with the 
Corn Production Bill, and on tho vexed 


from Ministerial etiquette, hut that he fairness to ho moved until the right question as to how far allowances 
should ho accompanied l>y Mr. 11am- lion, gentleman ivas back in his pluco. should he reckoned as part of tho 
say Macdonald, whose peculiar views So tho Government escaped—for tho minimum wage an amendment was 
upon tho questions of war and poaco moment. inserted enabling tho Wages Boards to 

havo so recently been repudiated by tho Wearing a jacket suit of Navy bluo, secure for the labourer a little moro iu 
Government and tho Houso of Com- and escorted by Lord Edmund Talbot cash and loss in kind, 
mons, makos it still moro extraordinary, and Mr. Rawlinson, the new First In tho Lords a satisfactory account 
In the ciicumstances it was almost of tho recent negotiations between 


surprising to learn that tho complais¬ 
ance of the Government did not 
oxtend to furnishing Mr. Macdonald 
with a war-ship for his journey. 

What Mr. Balfour, who is respon¬ 
sible for the foreign policy of this coun¬ 
try, thinks about it all one can only 
surmise, for he said nothing directly 
on tho subjoct iu his great speech to¬ 
night—a speech which earned him the 
unique tribute of a compliment from 
Mr. Pringle. But the Foreign Secre¬ 
tary's warning to the House not to try 
to anticipate the work of the Peace 
Congress may well have been inspired 
by apprehensions as to what tho ama¬ 
teur diplomatists wero saying at that 
moment in Paris. 

Tuesday, July 31sf.—An attempt to 
obtain further light on the Hender- 
4*son-Macdonald excursion met with 
little succoss. Mr. Bonar Law pro¬ 
fessed to see nothing unusual in Mr. 
Henderson’s taking part in a Labour 
Conference, and declared, on thesome- 


i 



The “Shee-Billing" Autumn wear fob 
Members—and policemen of the House of 
Commons. 


British and German Commissioners 
at tho Ilaguo was given by Lord 
Newton. Incidentally he disposed of 
the suggestion that there had been 
anything in tho way of fraterniza¬ 
tion, Both sides had hold strictly to 
the business in hand, which was tho 
exchange of prisoners, not of compli¬ 
ments. 

Wednesday, August ls£.—-The Peers 
were to have had another field-day, for 
Lord Selhornu had put down a mo¬ 
tion calling attention to tho alleged 
salo of honours. But, to the relief of 
certain of the recontly ennobled, who 
could not ho sure what the Unnatural 
History of Selborne might contain, 
tho discussion was postponed. 

Three hours' talk over Mr. Hen¬ 
derson's dual personality loft the 
Commons still vague as to how a 
Cabinet Minister becomes a Labour 
delegate at will. Perhaps the Channel 
passage may have had something to 
do with it. 
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THE PICTURE POSTCARDS. 

A littTjK family party, with an ac¬ 
quaintance or two addori, sat in dock 
chairs (at twopence each) at the head 
of the pier. Their complexions proved 
that there had boon sun at Brightbourno 
in some strength. Their noses wore 
already peeling a little, and tho ladies 
had bright scarlet patches in the V of 
their blouses. To supply any defects 
in tho entertainment provided by tho 
ocean itself they had brought paper- 
covered novels, tho two most popular 
illustrated dailies and chocolate. Tho 
boy and girl shared Roaring Chips or 
some such comic weekly. The father 
and his gentleman-friend smoked llioir 
pipes. All wore placid and contented, 
extending their limbs to receive every 
benediction that sun and sea air could 
confer. 

A little desultory conversation having 
occm-red “ Thcro’s a lady at our 
boarding-house,” said one of tin? ac¬ 
quaintances, “who roads your band 
wonderfully,” a languid argument fol¬ 
lowing on palmistry, in which one of 
tho gentlemen disbelieved, hut the othor 
had had extraordinary experiences of 
tho accuracy of the science—-the. mother 
of the boy and girl suddenly remem¬ 
bered that not yet had postcards boon 
sent to Auntie and Uncle, Gus and 
Beatty, Mr. Brown and Mrs. Venning. 

“ We promised, you know,” she said 
guiltily. 

“Botter late than never,” said tho 
father’s friend jocularly. 

“ That’s right,” said the father. 

"Como along,” said tho gontloinan- 
friend to the boy and girl, "wo'll go 
and choose the cards. There's a stall 
close by," and off thoy started. 

“Don’t let them see every thing,” the 
prudent mother called out, having some 
acquaintance with tho physical trend 
of the momont in postcard humour, 
which has lost nothing in the general 
moral enfranchisement brought about 
by tho War, one of the most notable 
achievements of which is tho death and 
burial of Mrs. Oruntltf. 

“ Go on ! ” said the hoy, with all the 
laughing scorn of youth. " Wo ’vo seen 
thorn all already." 

“ You can’t keep kids from seeing 
things nowadays,” said tho father son- 
tentiously. “ Bring them up well and 
leave the rest to chance, is what I say.” 

"Very wiso of you,” remarked one of 
the lady-friends. “ Besides, aren’t all 
things pure to the pure ? " 

Having probably a vory distinct 
idea as to the purity of many of the 
postcards which provide Brightbourno 
with its mirth, tbo father made no re¬ 
ply, but turned his attontion to the 
doep-wator bathers as they dived and 


swam and climbed on the raft and 
tumbled off it. . . . 

“ Well, let’s see what you've got," 
said tho mother as the foraging party 
returnod. 

“ We 'vo got some beauties,” said the 
daughter—"real screams, havon't wo, 
Mr. Gatos ? ” 

" Yes, i think we selected the pick 
of tho bunch,” said Mr. Gates com¬ 
placently, speaking as a man of the 
world who knows a good thing when 
lie sees it. 

"My husband's a raro ono for fun,” 
said his wife. “ A regular connoozor.” 

"There’s a pretty girl at the post- 


' TEMPERANCE HOTEL”' 



ANY l'ORT IN A STORM. 


card place," said tho hoy. “ Mr. Gates 
didn't half get off with her, did you?” 

Mr. Gates laughed tho laugh of tri¬ 
umph. 

“ She's not bad-looking,” ho said, 

"but not quite my sort. Still-” 

FTe stroked his moustache. 

“ Now, Kred,” said Mrs. Gates archly, 
" that '11 do ; let's see tho cards.” 

“This one,” said the girl, "is for 
Gus. He's boon called up, you know, 
so wo got him a military one. You 
sco that girl fcj 10 soldior's squeezing? 
Bhe’s rather like his young lady, you 
know, and it says, 1 Como down to 
Brightbourno and learn how to carry 
on.’* Gus ’ll allow it to hor.” 

The mothor agreed that it was well 
chosen. 

“ Where’s Beatty's? ’’.she asked. 

“ Here’s Beatty’s,” said the boy; " ,1 
chose it. The one with the shrimp on 
it. It says, 1 At Breoky Brightbourne. 


From one giddy young shrimp to 
another.’ Jolly clever, isn’t it? Audi 
this is for Mr. Hatton, because he’s so 
fond of beer. You see there's p, glass 
of beer, and it says underneath, ‘ Come 
where the girls are bright, and the 
tonic’s all right.’ There was another 
one with a bottle called * The Spirit of 
Brightbourno,’ but we thought beer 
was best.” 

"What about Uncle?” tho mother 
asked. 

"Oh!” said the girl, “there's a 
lovoly one for him. Throe men on 
their hands and knees licking up the 
whisky spilt from broken bottles.” 

"Good Heavens!” said the father, 
“ you can’t send him that." 

“ i think not,” said the mother. " If 
you sent Uncle that, all tho fat would 
ho in tho lire." 

“ It's very funny,” said the boy. 

" Funny, yes," said the father. " But 
funniness can he very dangerous. Good 
Heavens! ” and ho mopped his brow, 
" you gave me quite a turn.” 

“ Very well, who shall wo give it 
to?" the boy asked. "Wo mustn’t 
waste it.” 

“ l don’t care who lias it so long as 
it's not your Uncle,” said the father. 
"And what have you got for your 
Aunt Tilly?” 

"This one," said the girl. " An old 
maid looking under tho hod for a man 
and hoping she ’ll find one.” 

“ Goodness, Maria 1 ” said the father, 
“ are your children mad ? The idea of 
sending such a thing to Tilly ! ” 

“ But sho is an old maid,” said the 
g irl - 

“Of course she is,” said tho father. 
“That’s the mischief.” 

" Well, there's rather a good one 
where a wife is going through her 
husband’s trousers and saying, ‘ Bright¬ 
bourne's tho place for change,’” said 
the girl. “ Would that suit? ” 

“Of course not," snapped her father. 

“Or tho ono where the hod is full 
of fleas?” the boy suggested. 

" No jokes about fleas," said the 
father stonily. “ No, you must change 
those for something else. Don’t be 
funny at all with either your Uncle or 
Aunt. We can’t run any risks. Bend 
them local views—coloured ones, of 
course, but strictly local.” 

“ Mr. Gatos helped us,” said the boy 
moanly. 

“Mr. Gates doesn’t know all the 
facts,” said the father. 

“ He can guess one or two cif them,” 
said Mr. Gates, jingling his pocket. 

“ Fred is so quick,” soid his admiring* 
wife. V 

“ Woll, and what are the others' ?V 
the mobherasked, “ There's Mr. Brown 
and Mrs. Venning. Why shouldn't 
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Mr. Brown have the whisky one ? I ’in 
sure he’d laugh. But you couldn’t 
send Mrs. Venning the old maid.” 

“ We got this for Mr. Brown,” said 
the boy. “ The nurse bringing the 
father twins and calling them two 
‘pink forms.' ” 

“ That's dashed good,” said Mr. 
Gatos, "don't you think? ” 

“Very smart,” said the father. 
“That’s all right. And what about 
Mrs. Venning?” 

“ Well,” said the girl, “ we thought 
slic'd like this one—a man and a 
woman kissing in a tunnel, and Jio 
says the tunnel coat ten thousand 
pounds to make, and she says it's 
worth it, every penny.” 

“ Very good,” said the father ; “ I 
like that. Got mo another of those 
and 1 'll send it to a friend of mine in 
the City. And 1 ’ll go to the shop 
myself and help you to choose the 
local views for your Undo and Aunt 
Tilly. It’s a case where care is neces¬ 
sary.” _ 

THREE DAUGHTERS OF FRANCE. 

dull can -, France.. 

To M. Punch. 

Ciieii Monsieur,--S hall I write to 
you of the toil, the fatigues vvliicli my 
sisters and 1 must endure at the hands 
of our country’s Allies, without kind¬ 
ling in your breast that flame of chiv¬ 
alry which is the common glory of our 
two races? O'cat incroyahle. 

Let us then to my complaint. 

Wo lived for many yoars, my two 
sisters and I, in the service of our dear 
master, who owned a beautiful chateau 



in tho North of I ranee, _ Find At tor [in Khaki, to strand ditto), “llru.o, or.n in >v - work no?" 

Our duties were simple—to ontertain Strand Artur. “Yes, onp ouaj’, and Haio has hooked me now the Autumn too.' 

the guests of M. lo Vioomte after din¬ 


ner on those evenings upon which lie 
gathered his friends around him. 

For tho rest we lived in the ease 
which his kind gonorosity knew how 
to provide. We loved our own par¬ 
ticular boudoir, with its books, its pic¬ 
tures, its comfortable fauteuils and its 
soft green cushions. 

Oh, Monsieur, it makes me to weep 
when I think of my beautiful sisters— 
the one with her laughing rosy chooks, 
the other pale as ivory, save for one 
little black spot, which no uian surely 
could call a blemish. 

Those were happy days. Often wo 
kissed, my sisters and I, for very joy. 

, Then it carno — this terriblo War. 
M. le Vico rate was called away in tho 
eftuse of la belle France ; but we would 
«Ot desert our home. One day, we 
said, it shall be as of old, 

Apd as the months went by it was 
whispered that the English would make 
of our chateau a house of rest for their 


ollieei's who wore recovering themselves j 
of their wounds. And we were glad, j 
for we promised ourselves to entertain j 
our bravo Allies. Thus might we too j 
sovvo la pair to. j 

They came. Mon Dicn I Is it now ! 
a hundred years that vve lmrry to and 
fro in their sorvice ? A Houso of Pest! 
Ma foi! Morning, noon and night 
they come, these countrymen of yours. 
Never can we rest. Hither and thither 
do they drive us. No longer are our 
cushions soft and caressing; the cloth 
upon our table is stained, and See— 
here is a hole. 

Ah, it is cruel! Our beauty is de¬ 
cayed. The cheeks of my poor sister, 
that once were so rosy, have lost their 
colour and our figures their rounded 
graco. 

We are loyal, Monsieur, and, though 
we are no longer pleasing to look upon, 
we do not grudge our service. But we 
beg of you, kind M. Punch, to procure 


for us a respite from our labours, that 
we may recover something of our former 
lustre. Thus shall you merit tho un¬ 
dying gratitude and your countrymen 
regain the devoted services of what 
were at one time tliroo of France’s 
fairest billiard-balls. 

Agree?, eher Monsieur, etc,, etc. 

The Fatal Embrace. 

“ There is a good :.tury of lio>v at an election 
mooting in Cork a few years ago, when lus was 
it candidate, one of a crowd of working women 
pushed her way into a brake from which he 
was addressing a throng in tho market square 
and suddenly put her arm round his nook arid 
lulled him." Times of India. 

“.At tho Port Mlissubetli Town Council 
mooting, Mr. Macfray asked could nothing 
Ijo done to the seats at Humewood ? The 
resin was coring out of them. Hu had had a 
valuable pair of pants completely ruined, and. 
the same thing might happen to any lady." 

. South African Paper.. ' 
Our trousered Amazons must not be 
discouraged. 




I’mSONEH, WHEN AKIIESTKD, CLUNG TO THE MAILINGS.” 
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THE TWELFTH— NEW STYLE. 

(Dreamt in a dug-out.) 

In my dream it was my first Twelfth 
after the ending of the War. 

The parly movod off in file up the 
slope of tho moor, Sir Percy on Ids pony 
in wont, then tho guests with rifles at 
the trail, next the bearers and orderlies, 
and in the rear the ammunition-limbers 
and regimental baggage. A ration-parly 
would follow later. There was to bo no 
singing on tho march, but pipes were 
allowed. 

Just as wo neared the crest of the 
hill, at. a notice bearing the legend, 
“Keep below,” tho whole party entered 
a deep “ boyau ” leading right up to 
tho trenches in front, from which 
branched off various passages to the 
gun pits, or butts, as wo used to call 
thorn. 

Our position was semi circular in 
form and about three-quarters (if a 
mile long; its main strength lay in a 
chain of machine-gun emplacements at 
intervals of about two hundred yards. 
Theso were, needless to say, all ar¬ 
moured, but it was nevertheless con¬ 
sidered bad form to fire along tho line 

Further back there were a couple of 
Archies and a battery of oightoon- 
ponndors. 

Our instructions had been as fol¬ 
lows; “At 10 a.m. the artillery will 
open on enemy’s main positions 
witli TT.l'i., and at the same time the 
Archies will maintain a barrage along 
tho far side, to keep them from breaking 
away to Smithson’s moor (a poor sports-, 
man, Smithson; uses lachrymatories. 
All tho birds we got off his place last 
year actually had tears in their eyes 
still). At 10.15 you will open fire with 
machine guns and rifles on anything 
under three hundred yards. .At 10.30 
the firing will stop and you will make 
your way to the assembly trenches, 
where bombs will bo served out. At 
10.35 tho entire force will advance in 
open order. No prisoners will he taken.” 

My personal instructions wore to hold 
my position with two men. Hastily 
lighting a cigarette and adjusting iny 
map case, I was standing-to, when the 
telephono hell tinkled. “ Hollo,” said 
Sir Percy’s voice, "all ready? The 
pianos are out.” I glanced up at tho 
two 500 h.p. Liddell and Scott mono¬ 
planes, which circled high up over the 
moor. “What do they report?" I 
asked. “Birds in force at a.2.B.c.d., 
x.y.z.6 and A.h.ll.m., and small parties 
in and near the Heather Bodouht. 

At 10.30 I left my smoking weapon 
and an ompty flask, and at 10.35 went 
over tho top. A little later 1 brought 
down no fewer than seven of the enemy 
with one beautifully timed bomb, and 


stole a furtive glance at the others. 
Nobody had seen me do it. However, 
I thought, I shall bo able to tell them 
about it at least three times to night. 

Meanwhile our bearers wore collect¬ 
ing tho enemy's dead and finishing 
off his wounded. Away to the left 
Hir Percy ami half-a-dozen more were 
gathered round what I took to ho tho 
Heather Redoubt, and every now and 
then a little white puff of smoke broke 
from the ground. 

“What’s the idea?” I asked over 
the telephone. “ Rabbit warren,” 
answered Sir Percy. “ Bombing 'em 
out. 1 always bomb ’em out. Smith- 
son uses gas - poor sportsman, Smith-. 

SOI). 

* * s!< * SI 

I was dozing lazily in the smoking- 
room, vaguely wondeiing if I could tell 
them about it a fourth time, when 
suddenly tho dressing gong went, and 
someone shook me roughly by the 
shoulder. Outside a voice was shout¬ 
ing, “ (las! ” 

“ Poor sportsman, Smithson,” l mut¬ 
tered, struggling into my mask. 

EXPERIENCES. 

Thehf, are few of my friends whom 
I hold in higher respect than tho Flad- 
wovths. Fladworth is a prosperous 
accountant, quite in the front rank of 
his profession, and for tho last three 
years an indefatigable War - worker. 
Ilis two sons joined up on the day War 
was declared; his three daughters are 
all nursing, and for tho last two years 
their town house has been a convales¬ 
cent home. Mrs. Fladworth is a saint 
of hospitality, and their country house 
is always full for tho week-end with 
people who vvy.nl a rest. And one can 
accept this hospitality with a good con¬ 
science because they can afford it. It 
docs not involve the painful self-sacri¬ 
fice shown by some people, of whom it 
has boon happily said that, when their 
supplies are short, they will insist, on 
your staying for a meal, “even if they 
liave to kill a rabbit with a Christian 
name.” 

The Find worths are charming hosts, 
but they have a weakness—a passiou 
for intellectual gamoB, serious valiants, 
for the most part, on “Consequences,” 
and a most •trying ordeal for persons 
who cannot spell or are ignorant of 
history or general information. More¬ 
over, to add to the strain, Find worth 
is always inventing new games, “so 
that all may start fair.” This hap¬ 
pened on the occasion of my last visit, 
when ho introduced' the company to 
“ lixperiences.' 1 " Kvfry one, having 
contributed sixpence to the pool, was 
expected to describe the most interest- 


^ ing or exciting event in his or her 
life. Oiie of the party, who did not 
compete, then decided which was the 
best experience, and tho winner pocketed 
the pool. 

I cannot remember all the episodes 
recounted, though they were for tho 
most part sorious and impressive. Mrs, 
Fladworth had heard Mr. Gladstone 
read the lessons in church ; Fladworth 
had heard Tennyson recite “ Como into 
the Garden, Maud” at a friend’s house 
in the Isle of Wight; a young invalid 
airman, w r ho was known to have bad the 
most thrilling adventures, but, after the 
manner of bis kind, never talked of his 
own achievements, told us how fright¬ 
ened he had been by tho giant in his 
first pantomime. My turn came last, 
but 1 was not in tho least helped by 
having had tho longest time to prepare, 
I have a wonderful memory for futili¬ 
ties, and when called oil could think of 
nothing better than my recollection 
of the arrival of Hiawatha at the 
Channel Islands and the delirium of 
the populace. 

You can imagine my feelings when 
old Mr. Fladworth, <et. eighty-four and 
rather deaf, who was acting as judge, 
awarded me the prizo on the ground 
that nothing was more interesting than* 
the effect of poetry on the masses. I 
hadn’t the courage to explain that it 
was not Longfellow’s poem, hut that 
terrible tarantollating American tune 
which electrified the Channel Islandexs 
some ten years back. As none of the 
company was ablo or disposed to cor¬ 
rect him there was nothing loft for me 
to do but to Jrtiko in the sixpences. 
After all, tiie total only amounted to 
five and sixpence, and I compounded 
with my conscience by putting it in 
the plate on the following morning. 

A Tale of the Horse Marines. 

“The crow of the submarine made great 
efforts to refloat the vessel, but wore unsuccess¬ 
ful. The cavalry advanced towards tho sprit 
and surrounded lioth tho submarine and her 
crew, who surrendered .”—Daily Paper. 


“ Lord Lnmtiourne, in a farewell address to 
his lato constituents at Waltham Abbey, said 
the honour which had boon conferred on lnm 
was not degraded by a farthing of his money. 
Licensed victualler, of Queen’s Road." 

Woodford Times. 

Are we to infor that the late Chairman 
of the Commons’ Kitchen Committee is 
now in husiuess on liis own account ? 

“One of my informants says that he was 
awakened by shells passing beside his window 
which rushed screaming inland.” 

Daily Paper. 

This was evidently “a magic casement 
oponing on tho foam of perilous seas.” 
A French window would have shown 
more courage. 




OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

It wan a special duty of the lato John F. Macdonald, 
who was cut oil in his prime after incautiously adding 
to, his. journalistic labours in Paris the voluntary and too 
exacting duties of entertaining the wounded, to emphasize 
the Entente Coniiale. Ever since King Edwabd laid the 
foundation of that understanding between England and 
France, it was Mr. Macdonald’s delight as well as his liveli¬ 
hood to study every facet of it, both in Paris and in London, 
and with unfailing humour and spirit, fortified by swiff in¬ 
sight, to present each in turn to his readers. The two best 
papors in the first volume of the posthumous collection 
of his writings are those which describe in vivid kindly 
strokes the triumphant impact of the lato King on the 
Parisians some fourteen years ago, and the visit, not lung 
after, of five hundred London school-children to the French 
capital. Had Mr. Macdonald been spared to prepare this 
book himself, there is no doubt that he would have subjected 
his essays to revision and brought them into a more har¬ 
monious whole ; but as they stand, gathered together in this 
volume, Two Towns—One City (Ghant Richauds), by the 
proud bands of his mother, they have charm and vitality 
and the authenticity of first-hand knowledge and lhely 
sympathy, The War, as we have just been reminded by an 
impressive memorial sorvico, has made deep gaps in the 
ranks of English journalists, and the loss of John F. Mac¬ 
donald’s quick eyes, happy choice of words, and intensely 
human apprehensions was far from being the least. 

Whether you enjoy The Bouse in Marykbone (Duck- 


wokth) will depend entirely upon your taste for the society 
of a number of hardworking hut sentimental “business 
girls.” For this is tho whole matter of Mrs. W. K. Clif¬ 
ford's book. I call her girls sentimental, because (for all 
that they are supposed to be chiefly concerned with living 
their own lives) you will bo struck at once with tho extent 
to whioh they contrive to mix themselves up with the lives 
of any male creatures who venture over the horizon. “ Our 
little republic,” says one of its inmates towards the end of 
the book, “ is firmly feminine and hasn't done much falling 
in love.” Well, well—1 suppose this is a question that 
turns upon your definition of the word “much; ” to me per¬ 
sonally they seldom seemed to be doing, or thinking about, 
anything else. Nor could 1 help reflecting how much fuller 
and more vigorous all Mrs. Clifford's east would have 
found their existence to-day. Perhaps this feeling explains 
a slight impatience which the society of so much struggling, 
femininity eventually produced in mo. Young women still 
live in houses in the Marylebone Road ; they still proclaim 
republics of hardworking celibacy, and fall briskly in lovo 
with, tho first eligible bachelor; but their vocations and 
their citizenship havo both (Each derKAiusn!) grown out of 
all knowledge. So that charming writer, Mrs. Clifford, 
must forgive mo if I could find only an historical interest, 
and no very robust one at that, in her .amiable retrospect. , 

Aones and Eueuton Castle have certainly been well 
advised about their sub-title to The Black Office and other 
Chapters of Romance (Murray). For that is precisely 
what the tales are ; and excellently romantic and thrilling 
chapters too* for the most, part dated in the decade follow¬ 
ing the great Anglo-French peace of a century ago. Probably 
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you couldn't say off-hand what the Black Office was. Let her own intelligence (or ours) full justice in The Bridge of 
mo whisper. It was, amongst other things, a postal censor- Kisses (Hutchinson). I liked her flapper heroine, Joey, 
ship that opened and perused nil letters intended to cross and tho naughty nephews, the O.U.St's, and her sapper 
the Channel. With what natural indignation would you, lover, The Bridge Builder, who was a confoundedly long 
in July threo years ago, lmvo read of such monstrous activi- time over las work, by tho way, but ultimately came into 
Liesl Truly, as the authors nay, there is some interest in his own ovor Lis own bridge of kissos, built under a heavy 
the comparison of then and now. Of tho other stories, my barrage of needless misunderstandings. But Joey's pip- 
own favourites would he ‘The Resurrectionist” and “Tho squeak shirker fumed, Hilary, was altogothor too foolish a 
Smile on tho Portrait.” The first of these is a haunting travesty of a man ever to have gained her hand or, having 
affair of body-snatching rather of an early escapade of gained it, to have hold it against any real nialo in or out of 
tho notorious Burke, who was asked to supply a red-haired khaki. Tho fact is that “ Bertha Ruck” can achieve somo- 
corpso, and not finding ono produced instead a gentleman thing better than these moandering methods and this spino- 


who had yet to fulfil the condition precedent to body 
snatching, i.e. who had to bo killed first and snatched 
afterwards. This is certainly as grim as anything I have 
met over tho Castellated signature. Beside it, “ The Smile 
on the Portrait,” tho talo of a 
jealous husband who becomes 
a maniac, is almost soothing. 

They had clearly their little wor¬ 
ries evon a century ago. Tho 
Castles, as everybody knows, 
have always had the trick of 
adventurous fiction; The Black 
Office, etc., proves that their 
hands have lost nothing of their 
cunning. 

One has hoard 


works of “ absorbing 



so often of 
interest” 

that appeared at “ tho psycho¬ 
logical moment ” that one feels 
a bit squeamish about applying 
these phrases evon to such a 
book as Mr. Harry i>k Winut’s 
Russia as I Know It (Chair¬ 
man and Hall) ; but honestly 
tlioir appropriateness cannot ho 
denied in view of the author's 
peculiar knowledge of tlm too 
mysterious country on which in¬ 
terest just now is so poignantly 
concentrated. Ho has not only 
traversed Siberia as few, even 
Russians, have done—that is an 
old though still thrilling story 
— but ho has ranged at large 
over tho whole couutry from Finland to the Crimea (the! “Joan r, pretty 


leanness of characterisation ; and it is distinctly disappoint¬ 
ing to soo her content with the curate’s egg standard. 

It is time Lhat some of our novelists put up a statue to 

Napoleon for services rendered 
to the cause of fiction. In Miss 
May Wynne’s A Spy for Napo¬ 
leon (Jaukolu) his misdeeds and 
those of his minions aro made to 
servo the purpose of emphasiz¬ 
ing the loyalty of tho heroine 
to her lover. This lover was 
an Englishman of a type suffi¬ 
ciently familiar in novels- cold 
; and masterful, but, for Homo 
reason not apparent to me, ex¬ 
tremely attractive. As ho soomod 
to ho roaming about Franco with 
the object of getting Napoleon 
out of tho way by any means 
available, 1 am not certain that 
ho was playing the game, oven 
when we remember that the 
rules- of it were lax enough at 
the beginning of tho nineteenth 
century. But wo are not asked 
to weigh carefully tho merits of 
character. It is just a romanco 
of incident, in which a hot pace 
is set at the start and kept up to 
the finish. In short you got a 
good run for your money, and 
that is all about it. 


THE THEORIST. 


only two parts, by tho way, which he has made me 
thirst to visit), and has gone with his eyes open. In the 
present volume, touching only incidentally on his journey- 
ings and still less on politics, he has tried to satisfy the 
thousand-and-ono questioners who, one imagines, have been 
plaguing him not a little lately as to those intimate details 
that really count in the life of a nation. He tells us for 


From a review of a novol:— 
and Stewart Auston . . . asks her to marry him. 
Joan refuses indignantly on the. ground that his views aud conduct 
are opposed to those which as a member of a Suffrage Society she is 
pledged to eradicite."— The Saturday Westminster. 

Why the lady should resent hor lover’s endorsement of her 
own opinions is just one of thoso things that no fellah 
(unless ho is a reviewer) can understand. 

“Besides being I’aul Von llindenhurg’s second self, Ludondorfl 
instanco how tho Russians do business and keop out tho is the transportation expert of the Central Bowers Ho was ordered 

I_ c ,i 11 ii ll i bo to tlic industrial cities along the Itliiiie aud tho Rhone rivers.” 

cold; how many of the women you could call pretty, and * 6 Evening Paper. - 

how much mutton a Kirghiz can oat. Though some d this It is a p ;i y that the second part of this enterprise lmd for 
is not new, yet the hook has, as a whole, a must vivid fresh- geographical reasons to he abandoned, for we understand that 
ness, and, it in the end tho main effect is to make one Lyons would have given him a particularly warm reception. 

content to live out of Russia, that is a tribute to the writor’s - 

frankness. At the loast one is ablo to rejoice in his final “ The Canadian Club gavo a luncheon to-day in honour of the Cana- 
verdict of unqualified enthusiasm for his hosts, since ho i ’weelThi Now York 1 ’ 0011 “ 1,ictur03que foatur0 British 

found not merely acquaintances ready to welcome the popu- An exciting incident ooourred during tho luncheon, when two 
lar English, but true and trustworthy friends in all classes German waiters woro ejected from the room. Tho Highlanders now 
of tho community. go to Chicago to make n similar demonstration.”— Morning Paper.. 

As nothing more has been heard of the matter, it ia sup- 
Mrs. Oliver Onions has a light puckish humour and a posed that the Germans in Chicago prudently refused to 
smooth if over-hasty pen, and 1 don’t think she quite does W|it for them. 
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“ In tba heroic days of 1914,” says 
Count Revkntlow, “ God gave us our 
daily bread and our daily victory.” We 
feel sure that, as regards the provision 
of victories, some recognition ought to 
be made of the able assistance of the 

Wolff Bureau. * 

* 

Wo road with some surprise that, 
in the motor collision in which he 
participated recently, Mr. Winston 
Churchill's car teas run into by an¬ 
other coining in the opposite direction. 
This is not the Antwerp spirit that the 
Munitions Department is waiting for. 
* 

# 

A movetnont is on 
foot for tho presold a- 
tion of a suitable testi¬ 
monial to tho people of 
Dundoo for returning 
Mr. Churchill to Par¬ 
liament, after being dis¬ 
tinctly requested not to 
do so by a certain morn¬ 
ing papor. 

“ What shall wo do 
with tho Allotment Ifar 
vest?” asks The. Kmi¬ 
ni t/ News. It seoins 
only too probublo that, 
unless a national effort 
is made to preserve 
thorn, some of tho 
world's noblest veget¬ 
ables will havo to be 
eaten. * 

“ Just as a soldier 
gives bis valour or a 
captain of industry his 
talent,” said Lord Cuu- 
zon, speaking on the sale of titles, 
“so a wealthy man gives his wealth, 
which is very often his only asset, for 
tho benefit of his country.” Nothing 
like a delicate compliment or two to 
oncourago him in tho good work. 

Sj< * 

A lively correspondence has been 
filling tho columns of a contemporary 
under tho heading, “ The Facts about 
Bacon." The discussion seems to havo 
turned upon the famous line, “ There's 
something rotten from the state of 
Denmark.” * 

' * 


At a recent inquest it was stated that 
a doctor had prepared a death certifi¬ 
cate while deceased was still alive. 
The subsequent correct behaviour of 
the patient is regarded as a distinct 
feather in tho modical profession’s cap. 
* * 

* 

A nephew of Field - Marshal von 
IIxndenhuimi has just joinod the United 
States Navy, but the rumour that upon 
hearing this Hindknwuru tried to look 
severe is of courso an impossible story. 
*•* ^ ^ 

Tho sum of sixty pounds has been 
taken from the Ransom Lane Post j 
Office, Hull, and burglars are reminded | 
that withdrawals of money from tho 
Post Office cannot in future ho allowed 



in tho South African War, but was 
against him in the present campaign. 
The authorities are doing their best to 
keep tho news from the Premier. 

* * 

A man at Tottenham has been fined 
five pounds for feeding a horse with 
bread. We understand that action was 
taken on the initiative of the R.S.P.C.A. 
* * 

* 

The German Government is doing 
everything poasihlo to curry favour with 
its pooplo. It lias now commandeered 
all stocks of soap. 

# ’I 

A Bermondsey house of amusement 
has organised a competition, in which 
tho competitors have to eat a pudding 
with tlioir hands tied. 
This of courso is a great 
improvement on tho 
modern and more diffi¬ 
cult game of trying to 
eat a lump of sugar in 
a restaurant with full 
use of tho hands, and 
ovon logs. 

* * 

.* 

An official notico in 
the British Museum 
Library statos that 
readers will incur little 
risk during air raids, 
“except from a bomb 
that bursts in the 
room." It is the ability 
to think out things liko 
this which raises tho 
official mind so high 
above the ordinary. 


" Na II, AM, THEM AS IB WILLIN' TO COME ALONG o’ .Ml!, PLEASE SIGNIFY TUB 
SAME IN THE USUAL MANNKK. CaBRIBM UNANIMOUSLY." 

unless application is first undo on tho 
prescribed form. 

>K 


The German Govern¬ 
ment, says the Gmetta 
da Lausanne, is estab¬ 
lishing a regular busi¬ 
ness baso in Borne. Wo have no illu¬ 
sions as to tho base business that will 
ho conducted from it. 


Baron Sonnino, the Italian Minister 
for Foreign Affairs, was accorded a 
truly British welcome on his arrival in 
this couutry. it raiued all day 7 . 


* * 
* 


“ When a German travels round the 
world," said Dr. Michaelih in a lecture 
delivered twenty-five years ago, “ he 
cannot help being terribly envious of 


It appears from a weekly paper that England.” Funnily enough ho is as en- 
"- ' ' ' ' ’- ' vious as ovor, oven though tho opportu¬ 

nities for travel are no longer available. 


tho Kaiskr is fond of nice quiet amuse 
ment. If this is so wo eaunot under¬ 
stand his refusal to have a Reichstag 
run on lines similar to tho British 
Parliament. * .,. 


* * 
* 


Sixpenny papor notes are now being 
issued in various parts of Germany. If 


Sir Edward Carson’s physical recrea¬ 
tions, says The. Daily Mail, are officially 
you can’t find anything to buy with stated to bo riding, golf and cycling, aro you to do ? 
them you can use them to patch the Unofficially, wo believe, he has occasion- f 

new paper trousers. ally done some drilling. 

>;i * * •* 

* * 

Judging by his recent speech, Herr At a recent paoifisfc meeting in 
von Bethmann-Hollweo has lost heart Bristol Councillor Thompson declared 
and found a liver. that he was with Mr. Lloyd Georoe 


Whon tho Folkestone raid syren goos 
off, a man told tho Dover Council, 
it blows your hat off. On the other 
hand if it doesn't go off you may not 
havo anywhere to wear a hat, so what 


* * 
■ * 


Willesden allotment-holders are com¬ 
plaining of a shortage of male blooms 
on their vegetablo-nmrrow plants. This 
is the first intimation we have had of 
the oalling-up of this class. 


ViU.. Cl.III. 
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THRILLS FROM THE TERMINI, 

Mr. Punch, following the oxample of 
bis daily contemporaries, despatched 
a representative to Borne of the great 
London termini to note the August 
exodus from town. The following 
thrilling report is to hand 

At Waterton and Pacldingloo great 
crowds continued to hoard the limited 
number of West-hound and youth-west¬ 
bound trains. On being asked why 
they wore leaving town, those of the 
travellers who answered at all said it 
was the regular time for their annual 
holiday and they wanted a change. 
They were mostly a jolly hearty lot, 
happily confident that at some time in 
the course of the next forty-eight hours 
they would lie deposited in some part 
of the West or South-west of England. 
Those fortunate persons who had 
secured Beats were sitting down, those 
who were un&hle to get seats were 
standing, and, in spite of the congested 
state of the carriages and corridors, 
almost all wore smiling, the exceptions 
being those highly-strung and excitable 
passengers who had come to blows 
over corner seats and windows up or 
down. Many of the travellers carried 
baskets of focal. Your representative, 
anxious to report on the quality and 
quantity of the provisions carried, ven¬ 
tured to peep into one of tho baskets, 
and was in consequenco involved in 
a rather unpleasant affair, being actu¬ 
ally accused of having abstracted a 
sandwich 1 

The engine-driver, questioned as to 
whether he liked having passengers on 
the engine and whether he considered 
it safe for them, was understood to say 
that so long as they didn’t get in his 
way it didn't matter to him, and as to 
its being safe for them, lie jolly well 
didn’t care whether it was safe for 
them or not. The guard, detained by 
the sleeve by your representative, who 
inquired how he felt about being almbst 
crowded out of his brake by passengers, 
drew away his sleeve with some violence 
and his answer was quite unworthy to 
be reported. An elderly but strongly- 
built porter, with the luggage of four¬ 
teen families on his truck, and the 
fourteen families surrounding him and 
all talking at once, was approached by 
your representative for a little quiet 
ohat, but ho became so threatening 
that it was thought advisable to leave 
him alone. 

At Ticvoria Station your representa¬ 
tive found a seething mob intent on 
getting to those ever popular and 
already much overcrowded South-coast 
resorts, Paradeville, Shingleton-on-Sea, 
Promenade Bay, etc. The eleven-o’clock 
“ Paradeville fast," due to start in half- 


an-hour, was at No. 20 platform. All 
sitting and standing room had been 
occupied for some hours, and the passen¬ 
gers were enjoying the sport of seeing 
the later arrivals running the whole 
length. of the train and back again in 
the mad hope of finding places. Your 
representative managed to get a word 
with soma of these later arrivals, and 
asked them bow they liked running up 
and down, and whether they were much 
disappointed at not finding room; but 
the answers wero mostly unsatisfactory 
and in some cases uncivil. The booking- 
clerk, questioned as to the phraseology 
omployod by August holiday folk in 
asking for their tickets, whether it is 
“Third return, please,” or “Third re¬ 
turn,” or “Third return and look sharp,” 
showed by his answer that the ex¬ 
pression “ please ” is falling into desue¬ 
tude on those occasions, his exact words 
being “There’s precious little ‘ please’ 
knocking about, and anyone who has 
tho cheek to tell me to ‘ look sharp ’ is 
jolly well kept waiting till the last! ” 
Your representative, wishing to report 
at first-hand tho experience of those 
who wore travelling thirty in a com- 
partmonl meant to accommodate ten in 
the “ Paradeville fast,” tried to get in 
and make a thirty-first, explaining that 
it was only for a minute and was with 
the object of getting local colour, but 
was forcibly expolled, and, falling oti 
the platform and sustaining some slight 
contusions, decided to cease reporting 
on August Kconos at the great termini 
for that day. 

TWO DUMB WARRIORS. 

T. -IlYUDEimANn. 

When the Ileatherdalo Hussars re¬ 
ceived a two-hours’ notice to “ trek ” 
they, of course, dumped their mascot, 
Hyldobrand, a six - months - old wild 
hoar, at the Town Major’s. They would 
have done the Bame with a baby or a full- 
grown hippopotamus. The harassed 
T.M, discovered Hyldebraud in the 
next stablo to his slightly hysterical 
horse the morning after the if.II. had 
evacuated, and informedmo (his village 
Hanitary Inspector) that “as I was 
fond of animals” (he had seen me dis¬ 
tributing fly-traps and painting horse- 
trough notice-boards) I was henceforth 
in Bole command of llyldebrand 
until such time as his owners should 
reclaim him. A grant of five sous per 
diem, had been left for the piglette’s 
maintenance. 

I took charge of Hyldebrand, pro¬ 
vided an old dog-kennel for his shelter, 
an older dog-collar for‘ his adornment 
and si* yards of “flex” tor his restraint. 
I further appointed the runner—a youth 
from Huddersfield, nicknamed “Isin¬ 


glass,” in playful sarcastic comment oh 
his speed—second in command. He 
was to feed, groom and exercise Hylde¬ 
brand. I would inspect Hyldebrand 
twice a week. 

Hyldebrand rose fast in village pop¬ 
ularity. One forgot that his parents 
had been shot for cattle maiming, body 
snatching, breaking into granaries ana 
defying the gendarmerie on the public 
roads. But Hyldy was all docility. He 
ate his way through the grant, the 
office stationery, and the central tin 
dump with the most disarming naivfite. 
Ho was the spoilt' darling of every 
mess. The reflected glory which Isin¬ 
glass and myself enjoyed was positively 
embarrassing. 

But as the summer advanced so 
did Hyldobrand. He became (to quote 
his keeper) a " battle pig,” with the 
head of a pantomime dragon, fore- 
uarters of a bison, tho hina-logs of a 
eer and a back like an heraldic scrub¬ 
bing-brush. In March I had inspected 
him as ho sat upon my knee. In .Tune 
I shook hands with him &h be strained 
at his tether. In mid-Heptember we 
nodded to each other from opposite 
sides of a barbed wire fence. Yot 
Isinglass retained the most complete 
mastery of his ferocious looking protege, 
and beneath his skilful massage Hylde¬ 
brand Would throw himself upon the 
ground and guggle in a porcine ecstacy. 

One sunny afternoon, when there had 
come upon the little village Btroet the 
inevitable hush which preceded Hyldo- 
brand’s hour for exercise, I espied the 
village cripple making for his home 
witli the celerity of an A 1 man. Ho 
glared reproachfully at me, and, with 
an exclamation of “ Sacri sanglier I ’’ 
vanished in the open doorway of tho 
local boulangerie, that being nearer than 
his cottage. Then came Hyldebrand, 
froth on his snout and murder in his 
littlo eyes, and after him Isinglass more 
than living up to his equine namesake. 
I joined him, and, following Hyldy in 
a cloud of dust, the runner informed 
mo between gasps that it was “ along of 
burning his snout—raking for a bully- 
beef tin in the insinuator." 

A hand outside B Mess was nearing 
the climax of Gbieo’s “Peer Gynt” 
suite. Hyldobrand just failed to per¬ 
petrate the time-worn gag of jump¬ 
ing through the big drum, but he con¬ 
trived to make that final cr ashing chord 
sound like the last sneeze of a giant 
dying of hay-fever. The rest the crowd 
saw through a film of dust, Hylde* 
brand headed for the turning by the 
school, reached it as the gates opened! 
to release young France, and comedy 
would have turned to tragedy but for! 
tho point duty M.P. and his revolver. 

There was a note and si parcel for 
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„Hb.' Lloyd Geobge. LUCKY EHONDDA! BUT I TAUGHT HIM THOSE NUMBERS." 
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Monica ( taint in to Hie her mother and her new sister, who isfietful -to nurse). “Take HKH AWAY and DU!NO ONE THAT ODEKN’T CHY." 


me a day or so aftor. Tlio nolo, which The morning began to eomo and a party, and for the first time in their 

was addressed to and had boon opened machine gun subaltern, looking at a lives they took rofugo over the top, for 

by the T.M., stated that Hyldebrund black East in search of daylight, so Ermyntrude was angry, 
was being sent for by tho lfeatherdalo that he might say, “ It is now light; 1 Erinyntrudo readied the end of the 
Hussars on tho morrow. Outsido tho may go to bed,” was somowhat startled, trench and somehow got out. heading, 
parcol was scrawled, above tho initials “For," he said, “ I have received shocks by chance, for Germany. That was 
of tho G.H.Q. officers' cook, a friend of as the rosult of too much whisky of hor undoing. In a minute or so throe 
mine, “It’s top hole—try it with a old, hut from a split tea and chloride machine-guns began firing, bombs and 
drop of sauce." inside was a cold pork of limo— no! If must bo tho pork and rifle shots were heard, and Veroy lights 
chop! beans.” However, ho collected eight innumerable flared. Wo never saw 

II.—Eumyntiilidi;. puzzled hut poacoful mules and handed Ermyntrude again. Hut wo hoard of 

It so happened in a quiet part of the them to a still more bewildered adjutant, her—or rather we read of her—for the 
line that men were scarce and work who knew not if they were “trench Germanolficialroport wrote hor epitaph, 

abundant, so it was decided to use stores ” or “ articles to be returned to thus: “ Near the village of-hostile 

tnules to carry tho rations further than salvage.” raiding detachments were repulsed by 

usual. All went well until one night In the meanwhile the Transport our machine-gun lire.” 
when friend Fritz changed his habits Officer was making inquiries, and he 

and put some assorted fireworks rathor recovered the eight mules. “All,” he Motto for Allotment-Holders, 

noar the mulos. said, “arc back, except Ermyntrude. I “Let us Spiuy." 

Now the transport, being human and grievo for Ermyntrude, but still more - —- 

moreover unaccustomed to fireworks, for my driver’s fate.” “Wu welcome back to a position ho once 

disliked this entertainment. Therefore Where Ermyntrude spent the day no ^d^^umtion'ofthc 

they sought what shelter thoy could, one knows. All that is known is ot her W ar.”— Hath and Wilts Chronicle. 

In a few minutes the Hun repented, conduct the next night. About eleven ^y 0 j. rus .(. ,•(. w jjj arrroo w jt|, j){ m 

but no mules and no rations could the o'clock she stepped on a sholtor, and, _®.. 

transport see. Moreover it began to being a heavy mule, camo into the .< wasted, a Vory Plain Girl, vary good 

rain. Bo back they wont and spoke at trench abruptly. This worried but did references and photo asked, to cam for throe 

great length of tho hundreds of seven- not hurt hor, and she proceeded down children and do housework."-- Morning Paper. 
teen-inch which had blown up all the tho trench at a steady trot, bumping You can almost see tho green-eyed 

mules. into the travovsos. She mot a ration monster lurking in the background. 
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My friend made no endeavour to went round from group to group of 
* 1 CH DOGS. follow these simple questions. He working prisoners, accompanying the 

lxiv. knew he couldn’t succeed and had no English sergeant in charge of the party 

My .dear OHARt.ES,— Since I last j intention of giving himself away by an and interpreting the latter’s orders to 
wrote to you I have enjoyed seeing) attempt. Advancing towards the In- the men. So striking was his get-up 
again an officer with whom I had many fcerpretov’s table and putting his right that all paused to look at him. 
curious dealings in the past, and who, hand to his ear, “Pardon, monsieur,” Thinking it might please you, my 
if half the facts he divulges about him- ho said, “ mais je suis un pou sourd, friend showed, mo an official memo., 

ilcpuis mon accident.” 


self were true, would certainly lie the 
wickedest Colonel in the B.E.F., not¬ 
withstanding that he fought busily in 
the early stages and had the best part 
of himsolf knocked out in so doing. 
He has performed many strange duties 
since, and the steps he took to qualify 
for one of thorn will, 1 think, illustrate 
for you his wickedness. 

It has been found, on experience, 
that modesty is out of placo when 
you are being called upon to state 
your qualifications for a post. The 
knowing, upon being asked 
if they possess certain at¬ 
tributes, reply in an im¬ 
mediate affirmative and 
add others, just to he on 
the safe side. It is felt 
that what is really re¬ 
quired in this War is thrust 
and ingenuity, things 
which adequately make 
up for the absence of any 
specialist knowledge. Ac¬ 
cordingly my friend found 
himself described as pos¬ 
sessing, among other 
things, “French, fluont.” 

It was not until he was 
informed that the Official 
Interpreter would like to 
hear a little of this that he 
lookod more closely into 
the matter and discovered 
that he knew no French at all. Undis¬ 
mayed, he spent the two days’ interval 
before the viva-voce examination in 
learning some. You might suppose 
that two days is a short time in which 
to become so familiar with a strange 
language that you may be able to under¬ 
stand and answer any question which 
may be put to you in it. My friend, how¬ 
ever, did not let this worry him. He 
learnt by heart along and detailed narra¬ 
tive, embracing all the most impressive 
idioms and all the most popular slang, 
the subject of which was an accident 


( 

Quel accident?” said the Inter¬ 
preter ; after which my friend did not 
stop talking until he was passed out 
with a “ French, garrulous.” 

We mot quite recently and talked 
over tilings in general, telling each 
other, in confidence and on the best j the whole of it:— 
authority, all tlrose exciting details of 
the progress of tha War which men go 
on saying and believing until they are 
officially contradicted. Getting clown 
to realities, he told me that he has now 


which he had just received from one of 
his officers in oommand of an outlying 
detachment, and of course of the odds 
and ends of British personnel adhering 
thereto: cooks, guards, etc. The memo, 
ran as follows, and it repays careful 
study and thinking out; I give you 


To the Commanding Officer, Orderly 
Iioom, Hqrs. 



By Jove ! Look at that ! 

ISH'T IT (jLOHIOL’H 

His Tent Mate. “ Yus. Another muckin’ ’ot pay to-mohrer." 


Soulful Soldier (carried u *■<#./ by red suited). 


which liad occurred to him 
earlier days of the campaign, 
a long and a vivid story, which, once 
started, would last indefinitely and 
could not lie interrupted meanwhile. 

Armed with no other knowledge of 
tho French language than this, my 
friend duly presented him sell before the 
Official Interpreter, greeted him with 
a genial salute and waited throughout 
his opening speech, which was in French 
and contains! many inquiries. 


the greatest, difficulty in believing in 
the War at all, though lie is within ear¬ 
shot of it all the time. His difficulty 
is due to the last thing he saw before 
he left his officethree men standing 
at his gate, in that attitude of contented 
and contemplative leisure which one 
associates with Saturday afternoons 
and village pumps, looking at nothing 
in particular and spitting thoughtfully 
as occasion required. One of them was 
a British soldier, one a French soldier 
and one a German soldier. The whole 
picture suggested anything but war; if 


the [there was a war on, winch nation was 


Tho undermentioned is in my opinion 
entirely unfitted for the duty to which 
he has been detailed with 
this detachment. He 
— j shows no signs of either 
intelligence or industry, 
and I propose, with your 
approval, to take the neces¬ 
sary stops to get rid of him 
forthwith. 

A. B. Smith, 

Capt. i.c. * B' Detachment. 

My friend was much 
concerned to hit upon ex¬ 
actly the right form of 
repfy. Eventually we 
agreed: — 

“ To Capt. .4. B. Smith, 
i.c. 1 B ' Detachment . 
Good-bye. 

C. D. Jones, 
Li.-Col., O.C., etc., etc." 

Finally, lot me tell you 
a disgraceful tale of my same friend, 
which does not refer to his present 
command, and is, I hope, untrue of him 
in any command. 

The erowcl for which he was then 
responsible was suddenly threatened 
with inspection by the General who 
is charged with the welfare of such 
people, and who very properly desired 
to satisfy himself that they vvere both 
well disciplined and well tended. So 
that success might be assured my 
friend had a rehearsal parade. All in¬ 
spections and manoeuvres being com¬ 
pleted, my friend stood the crowd Ot 


in 

Jt was [fighting against which? My friend,ease and thus addressed them 

however, is somewhkt oddly situated j “ All ranks will take the utmost cart 
in this respect, since he commands for ] to turn themselves out smartly for the 
the moment a detachment of German} inspection and to make the inspect km 
prisoners in our back area., Some of J a success. As the General passes along 
them, he tells me, aro extraordinarily the lines inspectlngyew, you Will stand 
smart. One Prussian N.C.G. in par- rigidly to attention, eyes front. You 
ticular was remarkably. Dressed in his will be asked if you have any eort- 
impressive overcoat, h#ted for all the plaints fo make, and each of you Wifi 
world like our Staff and carrying under have an opportunity of staking a oom- 
his arm his dapper case, tMs N.C.O. plaint in the correct manner. • ' » 
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“ In making his complaint the man 
should advance two paces forward, 
salute smartly, stand to attention and 
make his complaint. "* 

“And, by Heavens, if anybody does 

I” 

Yours ever, Henwjt, 

A TRACT FOR GROUSEES. 

Ernest and I were seated by the 
river. It was very pleasant there, and 
it seemed a small thing to us that we 
were both still disabled. 

“ Did you ever say to yourself, when 
you were out there, that % if ever you 
got out of it alive you'd nevor grumble 
at anything again ? ’’ said Ernest. 

My reply was in thu affirmative. 

We were silent for a while, remorse 
weighing heavily upon us, 

“The worst case,” said Ernest at 
length, “ was when 1 got my com¬ 
mission and oamo home for my kit.” 

I composed myself to listen, piously 
determined not to grumble however 
tedious I might find his recital. 

“ We'd been near a place called 
Ypres,” he began. 

" I seem to have heard the name,” 
I murmured. 

“ 1 hadn’t been sleeping really well 
for a woek—we’d been in the trenches 
that time—and before that I had lain 
somewhat uneasily upon a concrete 
floor.” 

“Yes, concrete is hard, isn’t it’/" 
1 said. 

“ We came out at three in the morn¬ 
ing, and arrived at our billets about 
seven. I knew this commission was 
on the tapis —French word meaning 
carpet—so I hung round not daring to 
turn iu. At eleven o’clock I bad orders 
to. push off home to get xny kit. You ’ll 
guess I didn’t want asking twice. I 
made my way to the railhead at once 
iu case of any hitch, and had to wait 
some time for a train. It was a goods 
train when it came, but it did quite 
well and deposited mo outside the port 
of embarkation about nine o'clock at 
night. I walked on into the port and 
found the ship that was crossing next 
morning. I went below in search of 
a cabin. There was a French sailor 
there to whom I explained my need.” 

“ How ? ’’ I asked, for I do not share 
Ernest’s opinion of his mastery of the 
French language, but be ignored this. 

“It was dark down there,” he went 
on, “ too dark for him to see that I was 
in a private’s uniform, so I put on a 
bit of side and he took me for an officer.” 

“ A French officer ? " 

. “ Very likely. Anyway be found me 
a beautiful cabin with a lovely couch 
in - it all covered with plush. Yoh 
would have thought I should went 



First Artist. “By Gad! old Parsley' a surpassed himself. Lamb citlbtb, two 

CHOCOLATE CAKES AND TH11EE LUMPS OF BUG Alt. BATTLING GOOD SUBJECT.'’ 

Second Artist. " I THOUGHT OF ONE NEARLY AS GOOD, BUT COULDN’T AFFORD THE MODELS." 


nothing hut to Ire left to sleep; but no, 
I saw that the officer in the next cabin 
had a candle, und there was no candle 
for me. Instantly my worst instincts 
were aroused. I felt I was being put 
upon. . I demanded a candle. The 
sailor declared there wasn’t ono left.” 

“ You re sure he understood what 
you were asking for ? ” 

“ Yes, I know that candle is hoogy, 
thank you. I argued with him for ten 
minutes and then turned in, grumbling. 
Queer, wasn’t it ? ” 

“ Yes," I said. 

I sat there for a while, thinking over 
Ernest's story, which had, it seemed to 
me, something of the tract about it. 
Later the nudges began to .attack us. 


“ Aren't these midges absolutely-” 

I began, and then stopped, remembering 
1 Ernost’s tract, it only shows, us I said 
to Ernest, that we may learn something 
even from the most unlikely people. 


“Wanted, a strong Boy, about 15 years old, 
for bottling, do. -Tim Brewery, ISrixhmn. ” 
The Western Guardian. 

“ Waiter, bring me a bottle of the hoy.” 

“ . . . contest the right of the Spanish 
authoritios to intern damaged submarines 
seeking refuse in neutral ports."— Star. 

The Spanish authorities are expected 
to reply that if that is what the U-boats 
are after tihere is no need for them to 
leave home. 
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HEART-TO-HEART TALKS. 

(The. (tiiHMAN CnowN Pit inch and Fritz, his Valet.) 

The. Crown Prince (in hod and yawning). Is that you, 
Fritz ? 

Fritz. Yah, your Royal Highness. What uniform shall 
I lay out for Ins Royal Highness 

The C. P. You can lay out the host I have—the one of 
the Death's Head Hussars, with all my stars ami medals. 
I am expecting an important, visit. 

Fritz (with a meaning smite). If 1 might venture so far, 

I would suggest to his Royal Highness that he should wear 
the Trench uniform, which I arranged with the hullot-lioles 
and the mud-splashes. It creates a greater effect, especially 
if the visitor ho a lady. 

The C. P. Fritz, you dog, how dare you ? Very well, 
have it your own way and let it ho the Trench uniform. 

Fi'itz. I am only anxious to promote his Royal lliglmess's 
interest in every possible way. 

The C. P. 1 know, I know. Only wo shall have old 

II indent, tun; growling and grunting and looking as black 
as a thundercloud. I cannot imagine what my revered 
father sees in that old wooden efl'igy, whoso only idea of 
strategy is to retreat from strong positions. That, at any 
rate, is not the fashion in which 1 have learnt war. I'm 
thoroughly tired of hearing of all those IIindknuuiio plans, 
which come to nothing. 

Frit:. Your Royal Highness is, of course, right. Rut 
wlmt 1 say to myself is that the Am, -Highest, your Royal 
Ilighnoss’s most gracious father, has in all this a deop-laid 
design to show conclusively that all those IIinuenhuik; 
plans moan nothing, so that in tho end true skill and rnorit 
may have a chance, and the chief command may he placed 
in the only hands that are fit to exercise it. Oh, yes, 1 
know what I’m talking about, and everyone f meet says 
tho same. 

The C. P. I have always felt that that must he so. No 
matter, a time will come. By tho way, Fritz, have you 
packed up the Scares dinner-service? 

Fritz. J have already packed six from as many different 
French and Belgian houses, and have sent them to Berlin, 
according to your Royal Highness’s directions. Which 
does your Royal Highness refer tn ? 

The C. P. I mean tho one with tho simple pal torn of 
pink flowers ami tho coat-of-anns. 

Frits. Yes, that I have packed like tho rest and have 
sent off. 

The C. P. And tho silver dishes and tho lace ? 

Fritz. Yes, they have all gone. 

The C. P. Good. And the clocks ? 

Fritz. Yes, I did in every case what your Royal Highness 
ordered mo to do. 

The C. P. And you packed them, I hope, with tho 
greatest care'? 

Fritz. I did ; nothing, I am certain, will suffer damage. 

The C. P. Excellent. War is, no doubt, a rough and 
brutal affair, hut at least it cannot bo said that wo 
Prussians do not behave like gentlemen. 

Fritz. Your Royal Highness speaks, as always, the plain 
truth. IIow different from the degenerate French ami the- 
intolerable English. 

The C. P. Yes, Fritz; and now you can go. Stay; there 
was something I wanted to ask you. Dear me, I am 
losing my memory. Ah ! I have it. How is my offensive 
getting on ? Has any news come in from the Chnnin des 
Dames ( 

Fritz. Your Royal Highness's offensive has not advanced i 
to any great extent. Tho French last night recaptured all j 
their positions and even penetrated into ours. 


ONDON CHARIVARI. 

The C. P. Did thoy ? How very annoying. Somebody 
bungled, of course. Well, well, I shall have to put it right 
when I liavo time. Havo you finished laying out my 
uniform ? Yes. Then you can go. 

THE HUMILIATION OF THE PALFREY. 

WriEKK is she now, the pride of the battalion, 

That ambled always at the Colonel's side, 

A fair whito steed, like some majestic, galleon 
Which takes deliberate the harbour tide, 

So soft, so slow, she scarcely seems to stir? 

And that, indeed, was very true of her 
Who was till late, so kind her character, 

The only liorso the Adjutant could ride. 

Ever she loci tho rogimont on its journeys, 

And held sweet converse with the Colonel’s goo: 

Of knights, no doubt, and old heroic tourneys, 

And how she hare great ladies o’er the lea; 

And on high hill-sides, when the men felt dead, 
Far up the height thoy viovved her at tho head, 

A star of hope, and shook themselves, and said, 

11 If siie can do it, dammit, so can we! ” 

But where is now my Adjutantial palfrey ? 

In front no longer hut. in rear to-day, 

Behind the bicycles, and not at all fiee 
To lie familiar with the Genoral's gray, 

She walks in shame with all those misanthropes, 
Tho sad pack-animals who liavo no hope* 

But must by men ho led about, on ropes, 
Condemned till death to carry S.A.A., 

And bombs, and hoof, and officers’ valises ; 

And 1 at eve have marked my wistful mare 
By thronging dumps where cursing never ceases 
And rations come, for oft she brings them there. 
Patient, aloof; and when tho shrapnel dropp'd 
And tho young mules complained and kicked and 
hopp'd. 

She only stood unmoved, with one log propp’d, 

As if she hoard it not or did not care; 

Or heard, maybo, hut hoped to get a Blighty ; 

For on her past she lately seemed to brood 
And dreametHiorself once more among tho mighty, 

By grooms beloved and reverently shoed , 

But now she has no standing in tho corps, 

And Death itself would hardly ho a Fore, 

Save that, although she carrios me no more, 

'Ti-i something still to carry up my food. 

====== ^^ A. 1 II. 

The War-Note in Examinations. 

Extract from Smith Minor's Scripture paper :— 

“And when Jephthah saw his daughter coming to meet him bo 
was very much upset. Hut he had tn koop to his vow, no ho gave her 
two months' leave and then lie killed hor.” 

punting a European statesman, saying the war would he won by tho 
last 500,000 bushels of what, Mr. Hoover said,"—Arm York Times. 

We trust Mr. Hoovek will hurry up with liis peroration. 

“I feel that I might claim almost a special kinship with Baron 
Sonnino, because I believe his mother was a Welsh lady.” 

“ Weekly Dispatch” Deport of Premier's Speech. 
Baron Sonnino, by the wav, who is of half-Scottish extraction, 
speaks English perfectly. How many of tho mastor minds at our 
Foreign Office speak Italian perfectly?” 

Weekly Dispatch ” Secret History of the Week. 
But in fairness to tho “master minds ” it should be remem¬ 
bered that few of them have the advantage of a Scotch 
father and a Welsh mother. 
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Hospital Wardmaid (who has shown the new matron into her room), " Wkia, I mubt say I hopr you ’ve comb to stay You 'll, be 
THE SIXTH MATRON I’VE TRAINED." 


AT THE PLAY. 

"The Better ’Ole." 

I must congratulate Mr. Charles 
Cochran on his courage in trans¬ 
forming the Oxford Musio-hall into a 
home of " the legitimate," and still 
more on his good fortune in securing 
for the initiation of his now venture 
the play which Captain Bruce Baiuns- 
fatheh and Captain Arthur Eliot 
have written round the adventures of 
“Old Bill." In form, it resembles a 
revue, but I prefer to call it a play, 
because it possesses a plot, distinct if 
slight—an encumbrance banned by 
most revue producers; and because it 
contains an abundance of honest spon¬ 
taneous fun. The authors start with 
the advantage, if it be an advantage, 
that the principal characters are already 
familiar to the audience through the 
medium of Captain Baibn&father’h 
popular drawings; but they have not 
been content with reproducing their 
well-known, now almost hackneyed, 
adventures, but have added many others 
which are new and yet 11 come into Jbhe 
picture." 

Their greatest piece of luck woe in 


finding a comedian exactly fitted to 
fill the part of the humble hero. Mr. 
Arthur Bourchier as Old Bill is 
absolutely “it." His make-up is per¬ 
fect ; he might have stepped out of the 
drawing, or sat for it, whichever you 
please. But, much more than that, he 
seems to have exactly realised the sort 
of man Old Bill probably is in real life 
—slow-speaking and stolid in manner, 
yet with a vein of common - sense 
underlying his apparent stupidity; 
much addicted to beor and other liquids, 
but not brutalized thereby; and, while 
often grousing and grumbling, never¬ 
theless possessed almost unconsciously 
of a strong sense of duty and an un¬ 
daunted determination to see it through. 
It is a tribute to the essential truthful¬ 
ness of Captain Bairnsfather’b con¬ 
ception and Mr. Bourchieb's acting 
that ono comes away from The Better 
'Ole feeling that there must be thou¬ 
sands of Old Bills at the Front fighting 
for our freedom. 

Admirable work is done, too, by 
Mr. Tom Woottwell as Bert, the in¬ 
corrigible amorist, for whom each new 
girl is “the only girl," and who has 
an apparently inexhaustible supply of 


identity-discs to leave with them as 
“ sooveneers ”; and by Mr. Sinclair 
Cotter as A If, the cynical humourist 
—“ Where were you eddicated, Eton 
or Harrod's ? ” is one of his best mots 
--who spends most of his time in wrest¬ 
ling with an automatic cigar-lighter. 1 
think it would bo only poetioal justice 
if in the concluding scene, when Old 
Bill comes into his own, the authors 
were for once to allow Alf to succoed 
in lighting his “ fag.” 

Of the many ladies who add charm 
to the entertainment 1 can only men¬ 
tion Miss EdmiJe Dohmeujl, who as 
Victoirc has an important share in the 

S lot and saves Old Bill's life; Miss 
iOODif. Reeve, who sings some capital 
songs; and Miss Peooy Doran, who 
looks bewitching as an officer of the 
Woman Workers’ Corps. The music, 
arranged by Mr. Herman Darewski, is 
catchy and not uncomfortably original: 
and the scenery, designed by Captain 
Baihnrfather, gives one, I should say, 
as good an idea- of the trenches as 
one can get without going there. In 
fine 1 would parody Old Bill and say, 
" If you knows of a better show, go 
to itl ’’ B. 
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TO A MODERN MUSE. 

O Mefcaphasia, poorless maid, 

How can I fitly sing 
The priceless decorative aid 
To dialoguo you bring. 

Enabling serious folk, whoso brains 
Are commonplace and crude. 

To soar to unimaginod planes 
Of sweet ineptitude. 

Changed by your magic, common- 
sonso 

Nonsensical appears, 

And stars of sober ibfluenco 

Shoot madly from their spheres* 
You luro us from the beaten track, 
From minding P.’s and Q.’s, ' 

To paths where white is always black 
And pics resemble pews. 

Strange beasts, moro strange than 
the giraffe, 

You conjure up to view’, 

The flue-box and the forking-calf, 
Unknown at any Zoo ; 

And new vocations you unfold, 
Wonder on wonder heaping, 
Hell-banging for the over-bold, 

And toffee-cavern keeping. 

With you we hatch thejiasty snipe, 
And all undaunted face 
Huge fish of unfamiliar type — 
liush-piko and bubble-dace; 


Or, fired by hopes of ljrie fame, 

Wo dcviale from prose, 

And make if our especial aim 
Bun-sonnets to compose. 

I wonder did the ancients prove 
Responsive to your spoil, 

Or, riveted to Reason's groove. 
Against your charms rebel. 

And yet some sonator obese, 

In Rome long years ago, 

May have misnamed a masterpiece 
De Gallo bclhco. 

Wo know there wero heroic men 
Ere Agamemnon’s days, 

Who passed forgotten from our ken, 
Backing a poot’s praise ; 

But, though gi’oaf Metaphasiarchs 
11 avo doubtless flourished sooner, 
1 ’in sure their raciest remarks 
Have been eclipsed by S: : - :^;r. 

The Limit. 

“ Tho daily cast ol the war has shown an 
alarming tendency to mount, and has gone 
heyond the 700 millions which some folk 
thought must be the limit a few months ago.” 

Sussex Daily Nates. 

“ Junior Assistant wanted to Grocery, Spirit 
and Provision business; send oopy roferenuos 
and salary expected Pajxr. 

Quito a promising idea for getting more 
capital into a business. 


INVENTIONS. 

" Amongst a number of new invan 
lions,” says the Fraul'/ischcr Tag 
irciclil, “ is an imitation of the smell of 
I Eimburger cheese.” This has caused 
j some alarm and not a little interest in 
; tliis country,.as tho following extracts 
| will show . 

“Berlin Resident” states that he 
lias too long been fed up with imitation 
meals, and for weeks past has had no¬ 
thing to eat but holes from Eimburger. 

"Cynic"'remarks that it is impos¬ 
sible for the German scientists to de¬ 
feat tho Woj.ff \viroloss at inventions. 

Mr. Winston Chukchilt. is anxious 
Lo know’ whether they have yet dis¬ 
covered a substitute for The Morning 
Post. 

The Times Greenwich correspondent 
wires: •* If they have invonted a method 
whereby a news report will make a 
noise like ‘ Passed by Censor' will they 
wire terms ? ” 


Inscription on a French picture post¬ 
card :— 

“ t'ne locomotive abandonee devant Tliicpval, 
Ouo locomotive a profligate woman forepart 
Thiopval." 

Smith minor is avenged. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, August 6 Ih. — This being 
Bank Holiday and the first fine day 
after a wook’s downpour, Members for 
the most part stayed away from West¬ 
minster. Homo, it is charitably sup¬ 
posed, havo gone to look after their 
allotments. Others, it is believed, have 
been kept away by a different roason. 
The taxicab-drivers, men constitution¬ 
ally averse from extortion, have rofused 
to enter the railway-station yards so 
long as the companies persist in exact¬ 
ing from them a whole penny for the 
privilege. Consequently some of our 
wook-endirig legislators are reported to 
bo interned at Watorloo and Padding¬ 
ton, sitting disconsolately upon their 
portmanteaux. As an appeal to the 
Board of Trade olicilod nothing more 
from Mr. G. Roberts than a disclaimer 
of personal responsibility, it is expected 
that redress will bo sought from the 
Taxi-cabinet. 

Mr. Hkndebson’s dual personality 
continues to arouse curiosity. There 
was some justification for Mr. King's 
inquiry whether he went to Potrograd 
as a Ministerial Jekyll or a Labourist 
Hyde, Mr. Bonar Law assured the 
House that on this occasion at least 
Mr. Henderson wont purely as a Cabi¬ 
net Minister, guiltless of any duplicity. 

Mr. Puotiieuo enlivened the discus¬ 
sion on the Corn Production Bill by 
a now clause providing that whore a 
farmer failed to destroy the rabbits on 
his land the Board of Agriculture should 
have power to do it for him and recover 
the oxpensos incurred. Sir John Speak 
expoctod that in some cases tho rabbits 
secured would more than defray the 
cost of the capture, and declared that 
unless tho farmer was allowed to keop 
the rabbits tho Government 


pie of a peer who, having notoriously 
rto public services at his back, must he 
presumed to have purchased his title, 
lie would have created some effect. 
But the admission that all his informa¬ 
tion on the subject was confidential cut 
the ground from under his feet; and 
needless to say none of tho Peers whom 



THE FOUNT OF HONOUR AT WORK. 
Lonn C'cnzoN can hardly believe ir. 


ho hypothetically accused of buying 
thoir coronets responded to his appeal 
by standing forth in a white sheet and 
making open confession of his crime. 

Lord Selbobne was one of three 
heirs to peeragos who a generation ago 
banded tbemsolvcs together to resist 
elevation to the House of Lords. 
Another of them is Lord Curzon, who 
answered him to-night, and whoso con¬ 
tempt for the Chamber which he now 


adorns seems to havo grown with the 
ears that ho has spent in it. Reading 
etvveen the lines of his speech a cynic 
eould only infer that tho Upper House, 
as at present constituted, is such a 
useless and superfluous assembly that 
it duos not much matter who gets into 
it or by what venal ladder he climbs. 

The only peers who ventured to get 
to close quarters with tho scandal were 
Lord Knots ford, who told a moving 
talc of how a potential baronet diverted 
£25,000 from the London Hospital to 
a certain party fund, and thereby 
aehiovod his purpose; and Lord Salis- 
uuby, who declared from his knowledge 
of Prime Ministers that they were 
sick of administering the system of 
which Lord Curzon was so ostenta¬ 
tiously ignorant. 

Many reasons havo been assigned 
for Mr, Churchill's reinclusion in the 
Ministry, but I am inclined to think 
that tho real one has only just been 
discovered. Mr. MacCallum Scott is 
one of the most pertinacious inquisitors 
of the Treasury Bench; he is also a 
whole-souled admirer of the Member 
for Dundee, and has writton a book 
in eulogy of his achievements by sea 
and land. Mr. Churchill has rewarded 
tliis dovotion by appointing Mr.- Scott 
his private secretary, and, as it is con¬ 
trary to Parliamentary etiquette for a 
Member holding this position to interro¬ 
gate other Ministers, has thereby con¬ 
ferred a distinct bonefit upon his new 
colleagues. Mr. Lloyd Geokge is now 
reported to be on the look-out for other 
statesmen in whom Mr. Hugos and 
Mr. Pkingle repose a similar trust, 
but so far without success; aud it is 
thought that his only chance is to 
make Mr. Pringle an Under-Secretary 
on condition that lie takes Mr. Iloaos 
as his dmc damnie, or vice 


would lie guilty of “ profiteer¬ 
ing.” As other agricultural 
Members appeared to share 
this view, Mr. Pbotheko, most 
obliging of Ministers, agreed 
to alter tho word “ cost " to 
‘•net cost.” I hope no litigious 
farmer will seek to evade his 
liabilities on the ground that, 
as the Act only says " not cost,” 
lie need not pay for tho ferrets. 

Tuesday, August 1th .—Those 
peers who were supposed to be 
shaking in their shoes at the 
thought of Lord Selbobne’ s 
impending revelations as to the 
means by which they acquired 
their honours might have 
spared their tremors. He 
opened his bag to-day, but no 
cat jumped out, not even the 
smallest kitten. If he had 
given a single concrete exam- 



Winston’s gift to his new private secretary, 
Mb. MacCallgm Scott. , 


versii. 

Wednesday, August 8th .— 
fjord Buhnham shocked some 
of the more ancient peers by 
his Bkittish references to the 
coming Conference on the 
Second Chamber. When he 
expressed the hopo that Lord 
Curzon would make an ex¬ 
plicit statement, oil the ground 
that thoir Lordships' House 
was in no need of a soporific, 
1 fully expected ono of the oc¬ 
cupants of tho mausoleum to 
rise and reprove him in the 
words of Dr. Johnson, “Sir, 
in order to be facotious it is 
riot necessary to ho indocont.” 

The !i,dvent of the feminine 
lawyer was rondorsd a little 
nearer when her champions 
successfully Held up a Bill pro¬ 
moted by the Incorporated Law 
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“ Well, it ’b a courtesy title,” I said, 
“ but really in these hard times we have 
reduced economy to such a line art 
that I thought a wall-paper with body 
in it might help matters.” 

“I think I catch the idea,” said the 
marquis. “ Something that would 
make you feel more satisfied after 
j dinner than you otherwise would feel, 
as it were.” 

“My dear’ Sir,” I said, “you have 
hit it exactly. Yours is a sympathetic 
nature. How readily you have divined 
my thoughts! No doubt you too are 
suffering.” 

He sighed almost audibly. “How 
is the room furnished?” he said. 

“ leading features,” T said, “a Welsh 
drosser, rush-bottomed chairs, gate¬ 
legged table, bookcases-” 


Society until the Government under¬ 
took to find time for the discussion of a 
measure enabling women to become 
solicitors. Already Shylock is trem¬ 
bling at tho prospect. 

Thursday, August 9th. —When the 
House on two successive occasions 
rejected Proportional lloprosentation 
it was generally thought that nothing 
more would be heard of the other pro¬ 
posals for securing minority representa¬ 
tion. To-night, however, after a brisk 
debate, the “ Alternative vote ” in three- 
oornered contests was saved in a l’roe 
division by a single vote; and it was 
further decided that “ P.R.” itself 
should be adopted at University elec¬ 
tions, despite the unanimous opposition 
oi the University Representatives. 

THE CHOICE. 

Thk bright August sun 
certainly made the dining¬ 
room paper look dingy. It 
was a plain, self-coloured 
paper, but we were rather 
attached to it, and didn't 
like the idea of a change. 

But there seemed no help 
for it, so I arranged to leave 
my office early on Friday 
afternoon, meet Alison at 
the Marble Arch tube station 
and go with her to choose a 
new paper. 

When we reached the wall- 

S aperer's lair wowereushered 
y an immaculate personage 
into a room that looked moro 
like tho dining-room of a pri¬ 
vate house than a part of 
business premises. 

“ Perhaps,” I said, in an awod “ Saxe-blue carpot,” said Alison, 
whisper, " you don't care to have any- “A most important detail,” Lord 
thing to do with such trilling things as j Bays water said. “ Don’t you think 
—er—wall-paper?” something of a chintzy nature would 

“ Indeed we do,” said tho nobleman. . . . etc.” 

“Most important things, wall-papers. Both Alison and I agreed that a 
Where did you want it for? ” prescription of that kind might possibly 

“ For a room in my house, of course, ” . . . etc. 

I said. “ Not for the garden.’.’ 1 don’t know what is comprised 

“ 01), not for the garden. * And what under tho term chintzy, but it appeared 
sort of house is yours ? ” he asked. to be a comprehensive one, fur the 
“ A very nice house,” I said. nobleman descanted on the merits of 

“I meant what was the style of the the following patterns among others:— 
house -Jacobean, Georgian?” (1) Cockatoos on frees, cockatooing. 

“ Brixtonian rococo outwardly,” I (2) Pheasants on trees, eating black- 
said, “as far as I can judge; but very hemes. 

snug inside. No doubt you could show (3) Other birds •oh trees, doing no¬ 
us something we should liko which thing in particular, 
would also satisfy your sense of pro- (4) Roses, in full bloom, half bloom, 
priety.” fading, falling. 



k'irst dangerous Muir [tit second ditto). 
HRIl, MATE — SHE’LL KICK YKK.” 


Don’t you no near 


1 1 think it might be managed,” he 
said, waving his hand towards two or 
three giant books of patterns. 

“ What we want,” I said, “ is some¬ 
thing nioaty.” 

“ Ah, for tho dining-room,” ho said. 


(5) Forget-me-nots in buflebos, ready 

for sale. \ 

(6) Grapes doing whatever it is that 

grapes do. i - 

(7) Other flowers and fruits, also 
acting after the manner of fheir kind. 


Many other patterns were shown us 
and we spent an hour or two looking 
at them. Our host tried hard to push 
the cockatoos on to us. His idea was 
that the pattern would act as wall¬ 
paper and pictures combined, Alison’s 
idea was that there would be too many 
portraits of cockatoos round the room, 
and I maintained that the wretched 
birds looked so realistic that I should 
certainly feel I ought to be giving;them 
some food, and this would of course 
hardly assist my idea. The noos had it. 

In the end we camo away with four 
patterns (fruits and flowers) and a 
promise to lot Ixird Bayswater know 
which one we preferred. One of them 
L chose really to show my tailor, as 
it was a top-hole scheme for a winter 
waistcoat. 

Alison and I spent the 
evening hanging the patterns 
up one after the other on one 
wall of the dining-room, and 
tried fo paper the rest of the 
walls in the mind’s eye, but 
at eleven o’clock we knocked 
off for the night and went 
to led with headaches. 

J I fancy Alison must have 
|had a disturbed night. As 
1 was leaving the house after 
i breakfast she said, “ Have 
j you made up your mind 
about those patterns ? ” 

“ No, I haven’t," I said. 
“ I ’in going to leave it to 
tyou. Choose which you like.” 

“ I’ve chosen,” she said 
with an air of finality. 

“ Well,” said Alison, when 
I reached borne that evening, 
“ it 'b up.” 

“Up?” I said. “The new paper, 
already? ” 

“ Come and see,”. Alison said. 

“By Jove, how well it looks!” I 
| said. “ You’ve chosen well. There's 
j something familiar about it, though it 
j looks almost new.” 

I “Yes,” said Alison, “Ellen and. I 
: cleaned it all over with bread-crumbs.” 
J “ Poor Lord Bayswater,” I said, 
j “ But you’ve done the right thing. 
Wall-papor as usual during the War.” 


“ The annual agricultural returns show that 
the increased area in England and Wales of 
corn and potatoes for the present harvest 
amount to no less than 847,0000 acre*. This 
result exceeds all expectations.” 

. Bradford Baity Argus. 

We can well believe it. 

From a sale advertisement;— 

“ Lace Dbpt, 

Ladies’ Overalls and Breeches for the farm, 
garden, or homo use, reduced in Prioe.” 

Daily Pager, 

Cooler and cooler, t h . . 
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“ SKILLY." 

Prior to “Skilly” being taken on 
the regimental strength, our cantoon 
was the paradise of a battalion of mice, 
from whose nightly raids nothing was 
sacred. But from the day “ Skilly ” 
enlisted the marauders became less 
and less obtrusive. And " Skilly ” 
grew sleek. 

Then came a time of scarcity. Mice 
fought shy of the canteen, and “Skilly" 
visibly suffered from lack of nourish¬ 
ment. A sergeant's wife provided 
welcome hospitality; but ho sooner 
was “ Skilly ” billeted outside the can¬ 
teen than the plague returned, and so 
She was recalled urgently to active 
service. Again was the enemy routed; 
but again came the wilting-time of 
dire want. Virtue, however, did not 
go unrewarded a! second time. “ Skilly " 
had earned honourable mention, and 
representations to the proper quarters 
resulted in an order that she should 
be rationed so long as she remained on 
canteen duty. 

With times of ease eame time for 
loye. In due oourse “ Skilly ” presented 


an absontoe and unidentifiable spouse 
with five bouncing baby kittens. 
Throughout their extreme infancy the 
family throve; but the time came when 
the devoted mother was no longer able 
to supply sufficient nutriment for five 
lusty youngsters. Clearly something 
must be done, and the canteen sergeant 
was the man to do it. He sent in a 
proper formal application to the 
regimental powers, requesting that 
increased feline rations be ordered as 
“subsistence for Canteen Skilly and 
family of five.” 

Time passed, and-1& this be read 
and remembered by all carping critics 
who accuse our army of want of method 
and business sense—in due course 
the application was returned, properly 
entered, checked, signed and counter¬ 
signed. The verdict run thus: “ Appli¬ 
cation on behalf of Canteen Sldlly 
refused, as apparently Bhe married off 
j the strength of the regiment.” 


“ No youth should be regarded oclucationally 
s a finished article at 1 years of age.” 

Yorkshire Post. 


Mr. Fisher will be pleased. 


“A MERRY HEART COES ALL THE DAY.” 

I jogged along the footpath way 
And leant against the stile: 

“ A merry heart goes all the day,” 
Stoutly I sang the old refrain; 

My own heart mocked me back again, 
“ Yet tire you in a mile! ” 

Well may I tire, that stand alone 
And turn a wistful glance 
On each remembered tree and stone, 
Familiar landmarks of a load 
Where once so light of heart I 
strode 

With one who sleeps in France. 

Heavily on the stile I lean, 

Not as we leant of yore, 

To drink the beauty of the scene, 

Glory of greon and blue and gold, 
Shadow and gleam on wood and wold 
That he will see no more. 

Then came from^omowhere far afield 
A song of thrush unseen, 

And suddenly there stood revealed 
(Oh heart so merry, song so true!) 

A day when we shall walk, we two, 
Where other worlds are green. 
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THE REVIEWS FOR 
(A specimen article far the use of those 
editors who have come to the realis¬ 
ation that the contents of our heavier 
periodicals never change. AII that is 
needed is the. insertion of the. right 
month and the sin ce// ran he used as 
a serial.) 

In The Umtcenlh Century and For¬ 
ever, which is, us usual, alert and 
interesting, the place of honour is 
given to an article by Kir Vincent 
Stodge, M.P., on “Proportional Hep)o- 
sentation in New Patagonia.” Kir 
Vincent’s argument may or may not 
convince, but it is succinctly stated. 
8ir Ernest Cashel writes usefully on 
“Economy for Cottagers,” and Lord 
Sopwith, in'a paper on “ Air Raids and 
Glowworms,” shows how important 
it is that on dark nights there should 
lie some compulsory extinction of the 
light of these dangerous and, ho fears, 
pro-German, insects. Mr. Harry 
de Windt describes “Galicia as I 
Knew It,” and thore are suggostivo 
papers on “The Probable Courso of 
History for the next Three Centuries,” 
by the Dean of Lincoln ; “ Potatoes as 
Food," by Sir Walter Raleigh; and 
“Hair in Relation to Eminence,” by 
Dr. Saleeby, in which all the strong 
men in history famous for their locks, 
from Samson to Mr. Lloyd George, 
are passed in roviow. An oxcellent 
number, full of mental nutriment, is 
brought to a close by a symposium of 
Bishops on the petrol restrictions. 

By a strange coincidence The Short- 
sightly also has a valuable paper on 
“ Proportional Representation,” by Mr. 
and Mrs. C. N. Williamson, who thus 
make their bow for the first time among 
what might be called our thinking 
novelists, their effort being in some 
degree balanced by an essay in the 
same number from so inveterato a poli¬ 
tician as Mr. .T. M. IIogoe, M.P., on 
the “ Wit and Humour of William Le 
Qukux." There is also an anonymous 
article of great power on ‘‘ Conscientious 
Objectors as Food for Racohorsos,” 
which Bliould cause discussion, both 
by reason of its arguments and also 
through the secret of its authorship, 
which to tho initiated is only of course 
a secret de Polichinelle. For the rest 
we content ourselves with drawing 
attention to “ The Small Holding,” by 
Lord Pirhik ; “ Women and Tobacco,” 
by the Manager of the Piccadilly Hotel; 
“ Feud Control,” by Mr. Philip Snow¬ 
den, M.P.; “Russia as I knew it,” by 
Mr. IIaiiry de Windt ; and “ The Spirit 
of Ireland," by Sir John Power. 

The Peremptory lie view opens with 


Lord Curpion’h well-reasoned appeal to 
Labour to relinquish its attitude of 
criticism and trust the powers that be. 
Other notable articles deal with the 
possible effect of woman’s franchise on 
tho cult of Pekinese spaniels, t.he case 
pro and con. for a tunnel under Kt. 
George’s Channel, and the philosophy 
of E. Phillips Oppenheim. Mr. Harry 
de Windt writes of “ Serbia as .1 Knew 
It.” A spirited attack on tho Minister 
of Munitions by the Editor of The 
Morning Post brings an excellent num¬ 
ber to a close._ 

Jiarkwood's is, as usual, strong in the 
martial element, and is further proof 
that in tho present conflict there is no ex¬ 
cluding rivalry between pen and sword, 
but plenty of room for both. The arti¬ 
cle wittily entitled “ Mcss-up-otamia ” 
should ho read by everyone who is not 
tired of that theme. The trenchant 
author of “ Reflections without Ran¬ 
cour ” displays his customary vigilance 
as a censor of Idles noircs, not sparing 
tho wllip even when some of the animals 
aro dead. 


In the over iconoclastic and live 
Gnashing All Be.vicw Mr. Kmacksy is, 
as usual, at Jiis most vigorous. Among 
the statesmen who come in for his 
attacks are Mr. Asquith and Lord 
Haldane, both of whom are probably 
by now quite inured to his blows. 
Nothing could bo more amusing than 
the renewed play which is made with 
tho phrase, “spiritual home.” Mr. 
Kmacksy has also something to say to 
members of what might be called his 
own Party. Other articles deal with 
“ The Psychology of the Pacifist," 
a trenchant.oxposure; “Tho Teeth of 
American Presidents,” which contains 
a number of curious statistics; “ Tho 
Film and tho Future,” by Viscount 
Chaplin; “The Honours List,”in which 
tho anonymous writor makes tho re¬ 
volutionary suggestion that the King’s 
birthday should in future bo marked 
by the withdrawal of old titles instead 
of the conferring of new. Mr. Harry 
dk Windt describes “ Roumania as I 
Knew It”; *A Suggestion for the 
Settlement of tho Irish Problem ” is 
offered by Mr. G inner, L, M.P.; and 
Mr. 0. B. Cochran ulcers a disin¬ 
terested plea for “ Tho Small Thoatre.” 

Tho Jincjhsli lieview, also famous 
for the activity of its fighting editor, 
has no fevvor than four (articles from 
his pen, of which the least negligible 
is perhaps that of “ The Partition of 
Europe aftqr the War.”- The other? 
deal with “ The , Real -Germany,” 
“ Sunday Journalism as a World 
Asset," and “ Horatio Bottomlky 


the Prophet." Other contributions in 
a varied number include a series of 
votive verses to Mr. Edward Ma#sh, 
C.I3., by a band of Georgian poets, on 
the occasion of his resumption of his 
duties as private secretary to Mr. 
Winston Churchill. A charming 
study of leprosy, translated from the 
Russian of Lugubriski, brings the 
number to a close. 


LONDON PRIDE. 

Upon a lily-laden tide, 

Whore galleons rocked with sails blown 
wide 

And white swans gleamed, there was 
a city 

Whose citizons eallod “London Pride” 
The flower that some call “ Nono-so- 
Protly." 

It grew beside the frowning tower, 

By Ralegh’s walk and Boleyn'b 
bower, 

As frail as joy, as sweet as pity; 

And “London Pride” they called that 
flower 

Which country folk call “ Nono-so- 
Protty.” 

When London lads made holiday 
Tn dewy hours o’ th’ month o’ May, 
And footed it with Moll and Kitty, 
Among tho maypole garlands gay 
Bo sure they plaited “None-so- 
Prolty.” 

When London lads in battle bent 
Their hows beside the bows of Kent 
(’Tis told in many a gallant ditty) 
Their caps wore tuftod as they went 
With “ London Pride ” or “ None-so- 
Protty." 

Oh, London is what London was, 

And mighty food for pride she has; 

Her saints are wise, her sinners witty, 
And Picard clay and Flemish grass 
Are swool, with stars of “ None-so- 
Protty." 

“ Sammies.’’ 

A propos of tho note in our issue of 
August 1st, a Correspondent suggests 
that tho Americans might go into 
action to tho tuno of “Tommy make 
room for your Uncle.” 

“ A Leghorn pullet, belonging to Mrs. G. It. 
Bell, of Coxhoo, Durham, has laid an egg 
31 ox. in weight, 71 in. in diameter, and G1 in. 
in ciroumforonoe."— Scotch Paper. 

Moat interesting anti novel, but very 
disconcerting to the mathematicians. 

11 The procession was headed by the choristers 
and songnion, and included the surplus clergy 
and tho Very Rev. tho Dean." 

Yorkshire Herald. 

No support here, you will note, for 
tho recent suggestion that Deans are 
superfluous. 
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DUELLING EXTRAORDINARY. 

The contemplated single-stick en- 
oounter between Colonel Abcher-Shee 
and Mr. Pemurbton-Bjxling recalls to 
mind a ludiorous affair which actually 
happened some years ago in a foreign 
city which I will here call Killemalivo. 

Mr. Alec MoTaviBh, a Briton many 
years resident in that fuir capital and 
editor of the only English newspaper, 
had taken up stout verbal cudgels on 
behalf of the Americans, who had been 
viciously attacked'in tho columns of a 
local “daily.” The United States of 
the North, m its capacity of " special" 
to the entire American continent, comes 
in for plenty of abuse when a new re¬ 
volution is about to be perpetrated. 

The strife had waxed fast and furious 
and eventually had taken on a personal 
tone, the editor of La Muera accusing 
the editor of the English paper of being 
“that lowest of all living things—a 
Texan.” It will be remembered that 
in times gone by the State of Texas 
decided to desert its Latin parents and 
roost under the shadow of the eagle’s 
wing, thereby earning for itself pros¬ 
perity and an evil reputation—in certain 
quartet. 

McTavish’s editorial reply was a gem 
of satire and displayed an iutimate 
knowledge, of the antecedents of the 
rival editor. 

At that time duelling was still preva¬ 
lent, and it was not many days before 
the editorial sanctum of 'Die Tnhunc 
was honoured by the visit of two officers 
in full-dress uniform. 

The eventual outcome of their visit 
was that Mr. McTavish found himself 
pledged to fight a duel with a man who 
was, among other things, a first-class 
pistol shot and exceptionally expert 
with the “florette,” all of which 
McTavish was not. 

The affair looked particularly un- 

f fieasant—to McTavish, who was short., 
at, and by no means young. But 
the dignity of the foreign population 
as represented by the editor of The 
Killemalivo Tribum must of necessity 
he upheld. 

Faced by this quite unusual difficulty, 
McTavish bethought him of his old and 
tried friend. General O’Flynnone, an 
Irish-American of many yoars’ residence 
in tho Latin Americas. No one seemed 
to know his real namo, and the title of 
General had come to him from his last 
place. 

The General was delighted at the 
turn of events, agreed to be McTavish’s 
second, and promised to get him through 
the affair with a whole skin and no loss 
of honour. 

As the challenged party McTavish 
had choice of weapons, which was the 


crux of the situation, as the General 
pointed out. 

Among the Killemalivo aristocracy 
the favourite weapons were the duel¬ 
ling pistol and the “ florette," or rapier. 
The “ pelado," or lower orders, preferred 
the "lingua de vaca,” which means 
literally “cow’s tongue,” a nasty-look¬ 
ing knife of no mean proportions. 

As O’Flynnone explained, the duel 
would have to be fought with “ killing 
weapons”; nothing else would satisfy 
the bloodthirsty editor. Meanwhile he 
would think on the matter, and he 
advised McTavish to do likewise. 

The following were the most un¬ 
pleasant days of Ins life, as McTavish 
oonfessod afterwards. He was npt a 
“conscientious objector,” but he had 
no pressing wish to exterminate his 
opponent, as that would have necessi¬ 
tated a sudden and forcible exile from 
the land of his adoption; still less did 
he fancy an early demise in the interests 
of his paper. 

Meanwhile the General visited the 
rival editor’s seconds and arranged for 
a meeting in his own rooms to discuss 
final conditions. 

O’Flynnone’s rooms contained,among 
other things, a collection of curious and 
ancient weapons. The walla were de¬ 
corated with all sorts and conditions of 
strange and barbarous instruments of 
slaughter; Zulu assegais, Afghan knives 
and Bnrmeso swords hung in savage 
array. 

The meeting took place on the follow¬ 
ing Sunday afternoon. The officers 
greeted the General agreeably enough, 
but saluted McTavish with the stiffness 
that the occasion called for. 

“ Well, Honores,” commenced tho 
General, after depositing his visitors in 
the most comfortable chairs, “ to busi¬ 
ness. Mr. McTavish, as you will admit, 
has the choice of weapons.” 

The officers nodded assent. 

“ This gentleman,” continued O’Flyn- 
nono, “comes of that most noble and 
warlike race—the Scotch. Fiercest of 
fighters, although they do not some¬ 
times look it, the warriors of Scotland 
alone among all nations withstood the 
ravages of the conquering English. I 
feel sorry, very sorry for the ‘ caballoro ’ 
whom \ou have the honour to repre¬ 
sent.” 

The pause whjoh followed was most 
impressive. The General’s air was sug¬ 
gestive of dire things, as with dramatic 
suddenness he produced.'from beneath 
the sideboard two enorinous double- 
edged battle-axes, which careful polish¬ 
ing had made to shine as new. 

“ These,” said be, “ ari the weapons i 
which Mr. McTavish has chosen— ! 
weapon& of men, Such as they use in his 
own country,” he continued, brandish¬ 


ing one of them savagely, “Arid the 
fight will be On barebacked horses, for 
such is the custom of the Scotch.” 

The duel did not occur. 


THE GAME OF HIS LIFE. 

I met the mercurial Gosling at the 
club a few days ago. As I hadn't seen 
him for some time I asked if be bad 
beeft on a holiday. “ Yes,” he Baid, 

“down at Shinglestrand. Golfing? No 
—yes. I did play one game, the first 
since tho War, and rather a remarkable 
game it was. I’m a member of the golf- 
club there, and was down at the dub- 
house one morning looking at the papers 
when a fat middle-aged man, about my 
age, asked mo if I cared for a game. 1 
didn’t, but in a spirit of self-sacrifice 
said that I should bo very glad. ‘ I 
think I ought to tell you,’ no went on, 

‘ that I don’t cAre about playing with a 
18-handicap man, and that I always 
like to have a sovereign oh the match.’ 
Now I never was much of a player— 
too erratic, I suppose. My handicap 
has gone up from 12 to re, and the 
last time I played it was about 24. 
But, exasperated by bis swank, I sud¬ 
denly found myself saying,' My handi¬ 
cap is 12.’ ‘Very well,' replied the 
fat man, • I ’ll give you 4 strokes.’ 
We went out to the first tse, and 
after he had made a moderate shot 
I hit the drive of my life. My second 
landed on the green and I ran down 
a long putt—this for a 4-bogey hole. 

I’m not going to bore you with details. 

I won the second and third holes, and 
then the fat man went to pieces. 1 
never wanted any of my strokes and 
downed him by 5 and 3. As we re¬ 
entered the club-house my partner, who 
had become strangely silent, walked up 
to the board which gives the list of 
handicaps and lookod at them. There 
was my name with 18 opposite it. * I 
thought you said your handicap was 
12,’ ho observed. ‘ Well,’ I answered, * it 
wasn’t more than that this morning.’ 
The fat man was very angry. Be said 
ho would report me to the committee, 
and he did. But tho secretary (who 
happens to be my brother) played up 
nobly. Ho communicated with the 
secretary of the fat man’s club, whom 
he happened to know, and, having found 
out that the fat man's handicap was not 
G but 12, he wrote to him to say that in 
view of the foot that 1 the lies had been 
equally bad on both sides ’ the commit¬ 
tee did not propose to take apy action. 
The fat tnan got no change out of my 
brother and I kept my sovereign/' t 

. —. r 8 r aa " ! 

The Globe Trotters. ' ■■ 

•' Mr. and Mrs. -—, of KnyBna, an on*a i 
visit to Knysna.’ 1 —Sotflft vf/V-icoa Paper, ! 
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Thk Mayor and Corporation op Si-arklinoton-on-Sba solemnly touching wood on the occasion op their rending out to 
toe Press a notice that their town has never suffered prom enemy air-raids. 


V.A.D. 

Thebe's an augol in our ward as keeps a-fiittin’ to and fro 
With fifty eyes upon 'or wherever she may go; 

She’s as pretty as a picture and as bright as mercury, 

And she wears the cap and apron of a V.A.D. 

The Matron she is gracious and the Sister sho is kind, 

But they wasn’t born just yesterday and lets you know 
their mind; ' 

The M.O. and the Padre is as thoughtful as can be, 

But they ain't so good to look at as our V.A.D. 

She's a honourable miss because ’cr father is a dook, 

But, Lord, you’d never guess it and it ain't no good to look 
For ’er portrait in the iuustratod papers, for you see 
She ai&fc an advertiser, not our V.A.D. 

Not like.them that wash a tea-cup in an orficer’s canteen 
And them “ Engaged in War Work " in the weekly Press is 
seen; 

She’s on the trot from morn to night and busy as a bee, 
And there ’8 ’eaps of wounded Tommies Mess that V.A.D. 

She’s the lightest ’and at dressings and she polishes the 
. floor, 

She feeds Bill Smith who ‘U never never use ’is *ands no 

more; l "/'' ; ' . 

And we ’re ali o! us supporters of the harristocracy 
'Cos our weary days are Eghtehed by that V.A.D. 


And when the War is over, some knight or belted earl, 
What’s survived from killin’ Germans, will take ’er for ’is 

girf; , , . 

Thoy ’ll go and see the pictures and then ave shrimps and 
tea; 

’E’s a lucky man as gets ’er—and don’t I wish ’twas me! 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

In No Man’s Land (Hoddeb and Stoughton) is revealed 
a breadth of vision which may astonish some of us who 
have been inclined to regard Sappbb as merely a talented 
story-teller. Among the writers on the War I place him 
first, for the simple reason that I like him best; and I am 
not at all sure that I should like him any better if he oured 
himself of his cardinal fault. With his tongue in his cheek 
he dashes away from his story to give us either a long or 
short digression; no more confirmeddigressionist ever put 
pen to paper, and the wonderful thing is that these wanton 
excursions are \yorth following. Tr^e he often apologises 
for them, hut I do not think that we need take these apologies 
seriously. This book is divided into four parts, “ The Way 
to the land,” “ The Land,” “ Seed Time,” and “ Harvest, ’ 
and in “ Seed Time,” at any rate, we have a series of chapters 
whioh require apt only to be read but to be thought over. 
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Tree,”or for pathos, as in “Morphia," ho obtains his effects 
without the smallest appearance of effort. And I reserve 
a special word of praise for “My Lady of the Jasmino,” 
and commend it to the notice of those pessimists who 
hold that only the French and the Americans can write a 
good short story. Thank the powers that bo for Sappek. 

The Loom of Youth (Ghant Richauds) is yot another 
school story, but with a difference, the difforonco boing, 
partly at least, that it is written by one who has so lately 
ceased to belong himself to the life described that his 
account must carry an authority altogether unusual. Here, 
one fools, is that strange and so-soon-forgotton country 
revealed for us from within, and by a native denizen. For 
this alono Mr. Ai.ec WAuon’s book merits the epithet 
remarkable; indeed, considered as the work of “a lad of 
seventeen,” its vitality, discre -1 

tion and general maturity of i - ' 


sympathy for Berlin based on nothing bettor than a super¬ 
ficial resemblance between the histories of Piedmont and 
Prussia, and a record of nominal alliance with powers whose 
respect for paper treaties was always fairly apparent. Ail 
the same, m reading Mr. W. Kay Wallace’s essay in 
recent history. Greater Italy (Constable), a volume which 
I cannot too strongly commend for its admirable way of 
telling these and similar things, I am struck most of all by 
the super-incumbent mass of Germanism that had to be 
hurst asunder before the true Italy broke free. The story 
of that liberation is romance of an amazing order, for in it 
one sees tho very soul of a great and ancient people 
struggling to renewal of life. It is more than good to 
have such an ally, it is an inspiration. 

If you wish to complete your knowledge of tho working 

..| of our new armies and learn 

something of the business of 


tone seem little short of amaz -1 - 

ing. Realism is tho note of it.; ' . 

The modern schoolboy, as Mr. 

Waugh paints him, employs, ■ ’ 

for example, a vocabulary whose ■ 

frequency and freedom may 
possibly startle tho parental 
reader. Apart from this one i 

might call the book an indict- _ 

ment of hero-worship, as hero¬ 
ism is understood in a society 
wboro (still!) athletic eminence 
places its possessor above all 
laws. This in itself is so old an -« 

educational problem that it is ! ’^’ 7 -—_ 

interesting to find it handled | __ —- 1 -.^'y’ 

afresh in a study of ultra- -•— 

modern boyhood. The actual j 

matter of the tale, individual 
character in its reaction to ___ Smo, 
system, is naturally common all 

to most school stories ; but 
even bore Mr. Waugh .has Ms 

contrived to give an onding 1 

both original and sincere. Pro- 
phecy is dangerous; but from • 

a writer who has proved so 
brilliantly that, for once, jenn - 
esse pent, one scorns justified 
in hoping that enlarged ex¬ 
perience will result in work of the highest quality. 


V- 



Allotment Tripper. This hi: he Nouth Ska don't 

WANT WEEDING." 


form in penwork this hook 


the A.B.C. you can do so with¬ 
out being bored in L. of C. 
fC onstable), by Captain James 
Agate. The author is one of 
that bright hand of Mancunians 
which The Manchester Guardian 
has attached to its august 
fringes. He writes of tho busi¬ 
ness in hand, tho vagaries of 
stores and indents and more 
men and brass hats, on this and 
the other sido of tho Channel, 
all with a very light and en¬ 
gaging pon, and then spreads 
himself on any old far-off thing 
that interests him, such as the 
theatre, perhaps a little self¬ 
consciously and with a pleasant 
air of swagger most forgivable 
and, indeed, enjoyable. His 
chief preoccupation is with art 
and letters, it is clear; but, 
turning from thorn to the hand¬ 
ling of urgent things and diffi¬ 
cult men, he faces tho business 
manfully. Of the men in parti¬ 
cular he has illuminating things 
to say, redounding to their 
credit and, by implication, to 
his. To those who appreciate 
may ho safely recommended. 


Quito a host of moral reflections, none of them very 
original, flock to one's mind in considering by what devious 
ways our Italian allies caino to range themselves on tho 
sido of that freedom which thoy havo always loved as well 
arid bravoly as any of the rest of us. For instance—a very 
stalo reflection—ono soos Germany overdoing her own 
cleverness and under-rating that of her neighbours—this 
more especially in her arrogant dominance of Italy’s com¬ 
merce; further, ono notices the Hun's Belgian brutalities 
costing him dear in a quarter least oxpeetod ; and again one 
realises Italy’s decision as a thing mainly dependent, in 
spite of all Germany’s taking little ways, on a righteous 
hatred of Austria—a consideration which brings ono sur¬ 
prisingly near to gratitude towards the big-bully Govern¬ 
ment of Vienna. Our southern ally’s loyalty to her 
beautiful “ unredeemed ” provinces, and her claim, winch 
all right-mindod Englishmen (I include myself) most heartily 
endorse, to dominate tho historically Italian waters of the 
Adriatic, happily provod too strong for a machine-made 


The Welcome. 

“Mr. F. H.-, tho newly coopted member of the Hampstead 

Board of Guardians, attended his first meeting of the Board on 
Thursday, and lost hit. umbrella."— Hampstead and llijhgate l'Jrpresn. 

“Hk.f.t Commission Concludes Business. 

Petrograd, July !).—Fxcnpt for a few final conferences with the 
members of tho Russian (iovemmont, tho work lioro of the Root 
Commission virtually has been concluded." 

The Daily Gleaner (Jamaica). 

How headlines jufnp to conclusions! The Hon. Elihu 
Root is, we feel confident, anything but boot. 

From a Parish Magazine :— 

“ Bov Scouts —The troop hold their annual sports on Saturday. . . 
The burden of arrangements for ail fell upon the Scoutmaster 

(Rev.-), and showed how groat is the need for him to have some 

capable assistants.” 

Still, was it quite tactful to say so ? 
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A J'OCI.l'llY FANCIER, HEARING THAT DEFENCF.S AT THIS KllONT AUK SOMETIMES I>1KI,IMSF.I> AS IIEN-IIOC6KK, nKTERMINKD TO 
REVERSE THIS 1>R OO ESS. BEING A BIT 01' AN ARTIST Illi DISGUISED IIIS III4N-II0USK BY GIVING IT A WARLIKE APPEARANCE. IHE ENEMY 
WAS STRICKEN WITH I'ANIO. 


CHARIVARIA. 

Eighty kigiit policomen were bitten 
by do^s in 1913, but only forty-four in 
1915, says The J)aili/ Mail, and quotes 
a jiolieenian as saying that “dogs arc 
not half so vicious as they used to bo.” 
The true explanation is that policemen 
no longer taste as good us in tho old 
rabbit-pie days. * 

. * 

Recent heavy rain and the absence 
of sunshine have, it is stated, causod 
com in Essex to sprout in the ear. 
This idea of portable allotments is 
appealing very strongly to busy City 
men. * * 

* 

Reeling about the Stockholm Con¬ 
ference is changing a little, and sovoral 
people suggest that Mr. Ramsay Mac¬ 
donald might be sent as a reprisal. 

ate * 

* 

Sixty-seven children were recently 
lost on ono day at New Brighton. The 
fact that they were all restored to their 
parents before nightfall spoaks well for 
tho honesty of the general public. 

Tho German authorities have further 
rostrictod tho foods to be supplied to 
dogs, and German scientists are now 
trying to grow dachshunds with a 
shorter span. A . * 

* 

“ Wo lrnvo a Coal Controller, but 
where is the coal?" plaintively asks a 
contemporary. There is no satisfying 
the jaundiced Press. ' 

* >;: 

* 

A well-dressed female baby a month 
old has been found under the seat of 
a first-class compartment in a train 
on the Chertsey line. Several mothers 


have written to congratulate her upon 
her courageous and unconventional 
protest against tho fifty per cent, in¬ 
crease in railway faros. 

* _ »:* 

A Glasgow woman lias boon fined a 
guinea for trying to enlist in the Irish 
Guards. Only the Scottish Courts carry 
pride of raco to those absurd lengths.' 

* i * 

It is announced that tho recent in¬ 
crease in tho price of bacon was sanc¬ 
tioned by the Food Controller. Tho 
news has given great satisfaction to 
law-abiding consumers, who bitterly 
resented tho unauthorised increases 
(upon which this is a further increase) 
that wore made under the old regime. 

:i- * 

* 

A dress made from banana skins is 
now boing exhibited in London. It is, 
we believe, a nfjliiji costume, the sort 
of thing one can slip on at any time. 

* * 

* 

“ If you had let tho boy eat it, it would 
bavo punished him a great deal more 
than I can,” said the North London 
magistrate to a man who was prose¬ 
cuting a boy for stealing an unripo 
poar. It is a splendid tribute to the 
humanity of our stipendiary magis¬ 
trates that the heroic offer of the hoy 
to accept the greater punishment was 
promptly refused. 

* >(■ 

A workman at Kinlochleven, Argyll¬ 
shire, found a live crab in a pockot of 
sand at a depth of more than ten feet. 
On being taken to tire police-station 
and shown the “ All Clear " notice the 
cautious crustacean consented to go 
straight home. * # 

7 k 

At a flower-day sale at Grimsby one 


thousand pounds was paid by a local 
shipowner for a blue periwinkle. In 
recognition of bis generosity no charge 
was made for the pin. 

* 

A Vienna telogram states that tho 
Emperor Kaul has handod tho Grand 
Cross of St. Slophen to the Gehman 
Chancellor. Tho latter quito rightly 
protests that Herr Bethmann-Hollweg 
is tho real culprit. 

* * 

;{t 

From Scotland comes tho news that 
an inmate of a workhouse has received 
an income-tax form to fill in. This is 
considered to ho but a forotasto of tho 
timo when all income-tax papers will 
have to ho addressed to tho workhousos. 

* * 

Sit 

Tn a Gloucester meadow, Lieutenant 
Jagoaud has picked a mushroom weigh¬ 
ing ten ounces and measuring twenty- 
seven inches in circumference. Eye¬ 
witnesses describe the gallant officer’s 
onveloping movement as a really bril¬ 
liant piece of single-handed work. 

' * * 

* 

The Prussian Military Press Bureau, 
among its other fantasies, has dis¬ 
covered with horror that Calais has 
boon leased to England for ninety-nine 
years. Our own information is that 
tho situation is really worse than that, 
the lease being granted alternatively 
for ninety-nine years “ or the duration 
of the War." * * 

* 

An official stfttomont points out that 
tho work of the National Service De¬ 
partment is continuing without inter¬ 
ruption pending the appointment of a 
new Director-General. It appears that 
the members of the staff have expressed 
a desire to die in harness. 


vor., ci.ui. 
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IDYLLS OF THE KING OF PRUSSIA. * 

A Fragment. 

So spake Sir Gerard (U.S.A.) and ceased. 

Then answered Wigwam, talking through his hut: 

“ When first the heathen rose against our realm, 
That haunt of peace whore all day long occurred 
The cooing of innumerable doves, 

I hailed my knighthood whoro 1 sat in hall 
At high Potsdam the Palace, and they came; 

And all the rafters rang with rousing Hock's. 

So to my feet they drew and kissed my hoots 
And laid their muily fists in mine and aware 
To reverence their Kaiser as their God 
And vice versd; to uphold the Faith 
Approved by me as Champion of the Church; 

To ride abroad rodrossing Belgium's wrongs; 

To honour treaties like a virgin’s troth; 

To serve as model in the nations’ eyes 
Of strength with sweetness wod; to hack their way 
Without superfluous violence; to spare 
Tho boat cathedrals lest my heart should bleed, 

Nor butcher babes and woman, or at least 
No more than neodful—in a word, behave 
Like Prussian officers, the flower of men. 

1 bade them take ensample from their Lord 
Of perfect manners, wearing on their helms 
Tho bouquet of a blameless dun kerb ood, 

And he a law of culture to themselves, 

Though other laws, not made in Germany, 

Should perish, being scrapped. For so I deemed 
That this our Order of the Table Bound 
Should mould its Christian pattern on the spheres, 
Itself unchanged amid a world new-made, 

And men should say, in that fair after-time, 

‘The old Order sticketb, yielding place to none.’ 

So ho. Whereat that othor held his peace, 
Seeming, for courtesy, to yield assent. 

But, as within tho lists at Camelot 
Some temporary knight mislays his seat 
And falls, and, falling, lets his morion loose. 

And lights upon his head, and all the spot 
Swells like a pumpkin, and ho hides tho bulge 
Beneath his gauntlet lost it cause remark 
And curious comment— so behind his hand 
Sir Gerard’s check, that had his tongue inside, 
Swelled like a pumpkin .... 0. S. 


THE STOCKING OF PRIVATE PARKS. 

As I came out on to the convalescents’ verandah my 
brother James looked up from his paper. 

“Did I ever tell you about a certain Private Parks?” he 
asked. “He was with mo in Flanders in the early days. 
He came out with a draft and lasted about two months. 
Bather a curious type. Very superstitious. If a shell 
narrowly missed him he must have a small piece to pj^t 
in his pocket. If while standing on a duck-hoard ho hap- 
ened to be immune while his pals were being knocked out 
e would carry it about with him all clay if possible. On 
one occasion ho was very noarly shot for insubordination, 
because ho would go out into No-man’s-land after a flower 
which he thought would help liim. 

“ Not that his superstition was purely selfish. Onco, 
when he had had two particularly close shaves during the. 
day, ho insisted upon sleeping outside the harti where we 
were billeted. ‘ 1 'm absolutely certain to liavo a third close 
shave,’ ho said, ‘ and if I 'in in the billet somoonq will get it.’ 


“ The Corporal let him lie down in the farmyard, but a 
little later he crept up the road about fifty yards to make 
things more certain.” 

" And I suppose the barn was hit and he escaped ? ” I put 
in, feeling that I had heard this story before. 

“ You don’t know Private Parks," said James. “ About 
two o’clock in tho morning a shell fell on the road not 
ten yards from him, Bits of it must have made a pattern 
all round him, but not one hit him, and when he’d pickod 
himself out of tho ditch he went hack to the billet, knowing 
all was then safe. 

“ Then one day when wo wore in tlio front line there came 
up with tho mail a parcel for Private Parks. 1 was near 
when ho opened it. When he saw the contents ho gave a 
sigh aud a curious resigned expression came over his face. 

“ 1 What’s sho sent you ? ’ 1 asked. 

“ * It’s from my old aunt. Sir,’ he said. * It’s a stocking.’ 
‘Only one?’ ‘Yes,’ ho said with great solemnity. ‘The 
other one’s been pinched ? ’ I asked. ‘ No, Sir. Tho parcol’s 
not been opened, it simply means that I shall lose a leg 
to-day,’ lie added. He wasn’t panicked at all. But, as to j 
reassuring him, I might as well have argued with a tank, j 

“ We’d had a very quiet time, but that evening tho Hun 
put over a pretty still bombardment. We stood to, but we 
all thought it was only a little extra evening hate, except 
Privato Parks. He kept saying, 1 They ’re coining across,’ ; 
till we told him not to get the wind up. But ho hadn’t got i 
the wind up. Only lie knew they were coming. 

“ And they did come. Just after it was dark they made 
a biggish raid and got into our front trench a little to our , 
right. Wo started bombing inwards, but tho slope of the 
ground was awkward, and they seemed to ho having the 
best of tho fun. 

“ Then Parks jumped up on to the parapet with a pail 
of bombs and ran along. He fairly got among them, and 
by the titno ho was hit in the right leg they were mostly 
casualties or prisoners. I saw him on the stretcher going , 
hack. He was in some pain, but he smiled, and said, ‘ One ' 
stocking will ho enough now, Sir.’ ” 

“ Very extraordinary,” I began, but James stopped me. 

“ I havon’t finished,” he said. “ When about three months 
later 1 went down to Soutlnnouth Convalescent Camp, 
almost the first man 1 saw was Private Parks. He was 
still on crutches, hut he had two legs. 1 greeted him, aud 
then I couldn’t resist saying, ‘ What about tho stocking ? ’ 

" ‘ I ’ll tell you, Sir,' he said. ' For a week after 1 was 
wounded it was a toss up whether they took the leg off 
or not. Then a parcel arrived for me. It was tho othor 
stocking. My aunt had discovered that sho had loft it 
out. That evening the surgeon decided that they need not 
amputate. I know they wouldn’t, of course, as soon as I 
received the parcel.’ ’’ 

James had really finished thistimo, aud after a moment’s 
reflection I said, 1 * 1 I wonder if that’s true.” 

“ Do you flatter mo?” ho asked. 

“ I don’t know about that. Not with intent,” I said, 

“ though it would really be more to your credit if you’d 
made it up." 

“As a matter of fact,” said James, “ I .did make it up. 
It was suggested to me by tho heading to a letter in this 
payor—‘The Stocking of Private Parks,' though that 
appears to be upon quite a different subject. Something 
agricultural, I gather.” 


“ By comparison of the wet and dry bulb registrations the dew 
point:«nd the humility of th<j atmosphere is determined." 

Banbury Guardian. 

In the first week of August, at any rate, the atmosphere 
had no reason to swank. . 






THE INTRUDERS. 

American Eagle (to German Peace Doves). “GO AWAY; I’M IHJSY." 
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Chatty Waitnr {to visitor growing stouter every day)* ‘‘I'M blTJtti, Sill, YOU It STAY HERE IS DOING YOt GOOD. WlIV, YOU’ltR TWICE 
THE GENTLEMAN YOU WKHK WHEN YOU CAME.” 


A EHTTIW FROM NEW YORK. 

Dkvu ——,—Wo got hero safely, 
with tho usual suhmaiiuo scares eu 
route, hut apparently jio real danger. 
Vessels going westward from England 
are not mueli the U-boats' concern, 
nor are the U's, 1 guess, particularly 
keen on wasting torpedoes on passenger 
ships. Wlmt they want to sink is the 
goods. 

Anyway, wo got hero safely. It is 
all very wondorful and novel, and the 
interest in tho War is unmistakable; 
hut what 1 want to toll you about is 
an experience that 1 have had in the 
houso of ono of tho leading picture 
collectors here -and the ait treasures 
of Amorica arc gradually but surely 
becoming terrific. If some measure is 
not passed to prevent export, England 
will soon have nothing loft, except in 
tho public galleries. Of course, for a 
while, America can't be so rich as if 
sho had not eomo into the War, but she 
will bo richer than wo can over be for 
a good many years, whilo the stool 
pooplo who make the implements of 
destruction at Bethlehem will be richest 
of all. What my man makes 1 cannot 
say, but he is a Icing of sorts, even if 
not actually a Betlilolieiu boss, and tho 
Medici are not in it I I have intro¬ 
ductions to all the most famous col¬ 
lectors, but, hearing of bis splendours, 
I wont to him first. 


Well, 1 sent on my credentials, and 
was invited to call and inspect, the 
Plutocrat's walls. You never saw any¬ 
thing like them ! And ho refers to his 
collection only as a “modost nucleus." 
lie has agents all over tho world to 
discover when tho possessors of certain j 
unique works are nearing tho rocks.! 
Then he offers to buy. As his wealth 1 
is unlimited, and sooner or lateral! the 
nobility and gentry of England, Bianco, 
Italy and Russia will ho in Queer Street, 
his collection cannot but grow and 
become moie and more amazing, lie 
oven had tho cheek to send t he Trustees 
of the National Gallery a blank cheque 
asking them to (ill iL up as they wished ; 
whenever they were ready to part 
with Titian’s “Bacchus and Ariadne." 
Though he calls himself a patriot, 
directly tho War is done ho will make 
overtures to Germany. There is ai 
Vermeer in Berlin on which ho lias 
set his heart, and another in Dresden. 

1 could iill reams in tolling you what 
he lias. But 1 confine myself to ou<r| 
picture only, which he keeps in a 
room by itself. I am not so foolish as 
to pretend to know anything, hut to 
my eyos tins picture was nothing 
whatever but the Louvre's “ Monna 
Lisa.” 

That being of course impossible, 

" What a wonderful copy! ” I said. 

“ You may indeed say so,” replied 
my host. 


1 looked at it more closely', even 
applying a pocket magnifying-glass. 

"There was not a contemporary 
duplicate'.’” 1. inquired. “ Could Leo¬ 
na it no liavo painted two'.’” 

Tho Cliowdor King, or whatever he is 
called, smiled inscrutably. “ No doubt 
he could," he said. "But perhaps,” he 
continued, “you have not seen the 
Louvre picture since it was put back 
after the theft, 

“ Not to examine it closely," I re¬ 
plied. 

lie laughed softly and led the way 
to t ho dour. 

Now what I want to know is, is it 
possible that- — ? 

This terrible thought lias been haunt¬ 
ing mo day and night. 

i have asked many Americans to tell 
me about this collector and his methods, 
but 1 can got no exact information. 
But it seems to he agreed that ho 
would stick at not hing to get a coveted 
work beneath his roof. If 1 liavo 
many more such shocks as ho gave mo 
1 shall give up paint altogether and 
specialise in photography or the three- 
colour process. 

Anyway, it is God's own country, and 
I will tell you’Yny further adventures 
as I liavo them. To-morrow I am to 
attend a reception at tho White House 
to hoar Ella Whew,K it Wilcox recite 
an Ode at tho Puesident. 

Yours, X. Y. Z. 
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ite; wore her inane in plaits amt a star- [you'd hear him a mile away. Ye’ve 
THE MUD LARKS. spangled bearing-rein and surcingle to j no move idea of a straight lino, Monty 

Time Night. improve her fig-u-are; did pretty par-: avie, than a crab wid dhrink taken. 

Scf.nk.---1 shell-pitted plain and a ear- lour tricks to the strains of the banjo] Monty. Sorry, but the flies were 
airy regiment under canvas thereon, and psaltery. X’cst-ce pas, ehene . giving me gyp. 

It is not yet li Lights out,” and on the Sheiebald. Well, what if I did? Canadian dim. Flies? Say, but you 

right hand the semi-transparent tents j There ’« scores of circus-gals is pulToct greenhorns make me smile. Why, out 

and bivouacs glow like ynmt Chinese ! lydies. I don’t require nono of your j West we got flies that 

lanterns inhabited by shadow figures. \ lainiliiirity nny’ow, Mister. Iron-grey. Och sure wo ve heard all 


1 1 Hay. Beg pardon. Excuse my bluff 
! soldierly wavs: hut nevertheless take 
your nose out of iny hav-net, please. 


about tliim. ’Tis as big as bull-dogs 
they are ; ivery time they bite you you 
lose a limb. Many a time the traveller 


Front an Officers' mess tent comes the 
tinkle of it i/ritiitajihaiie, rendering \ 
classics from ” Keep Smiting.'' fit a I 

bivouac an apposition numth-organ I .1 Canadian dun. Geo! quit weavin’ i has observed thini flyin’ away will a 
saws at '-The llosati/." On the left i about like that, Tubby. Can’t you let, foal in their jaws, the rappurees 1 F’all 
hand is a daik mass oj horses, pick- a guy get some sleep. 1 ’ll hand you a I that I do be remarkin' that whin one 
eted in parallel lines. They lounge, cold rebuff in the ribs in a minute, j of the effete European variety is afther 
laps drooping, heads low, in a pleas- Wazzer matter with you, anyhow? i ticklin’ you in the short hairs you step 


| F.GREEN,FRUITERERER 


ant after-dinner daze. The 
Guard lulls against a post,, 
lantern at his feet, dialling 
a fitful airom/unmnent to 
the distant month-organ. 

“ The. hours I spent, wir thee,: 
dear 'cart, me—Stan still, 

Ginger ■■ life a string oj 
pearls ter me- -ee . . . Grrr, 

Nellie, stop kickin' !" The 
’lange of desolate lulls in the 
background is flickering with 
gun-/laslies and grumbling 
with drum-lire - the lioseh 
evensong. 

A bay horse (s hitting his 
•weight from one leg to the other). 
Somebody 's catching it in the 
nock to-night. 

.‘1 cites hint. Yep. Now if 
this was 1914, with that racket; 
loose, we'd Ire standing to. 

A gunpuck horse. Why? 

Chestnut. Wind up, sonny. 

Why, in 1914 our saddles grew 
into our backs like the h y and 

tho oak. In 1914- 

A blnel, limse. Oh, dry up' 
about 1914, old soldier . tell us 
about tho Battle of Hastings 
and how you came to let Wn.i.iAM's 
own Mounted Blunderbusses run all 
over you. 

.1 ban horse. Yes, and how you gave 
the field ton stone and a boating in the 
retreat to Corunna. What, are your 
personal recollections of Nai'oi.kon, i 
Rufus'' | 

Chestnut. You bliiikiu 
you! 

Mach. Shiss! no had language 
-ladies present. 

Chestnut. Radii 






IP 



- -- -- -- 6 . «*»-»*"»- 

Ml. Hum “ll Dol.s.S) hl.EM TO Ml. TO I.OOll <f\ ITT Itll.IIT." 

4rtisl (inpiifint uilrli/ mi account lit stmrtaqc. of labour). “ Will,. 
SlU, THE I'ASKIi WAS A HIT OX THE JUMH1 SIDE, HIT l THOUGHT 
I'D SCI X THE I.STTT.UINi, CUT VEUV MCE." 


very free an’ flippant, .Johnny 
acuslila. 

.4 brown horse. Say, Monty, 
old top, any nows? You 'vo got 
a pal at G.H.Q., haven't, you? 

Monty. Oh, yes, my young 
brother, lie’s got, a job on 
11 aig'n personal Staff now, 
wears a icd brow-hand and 
all that-—ahum ! Of course he 
tolls me a tiling oi two when 
we meet, but in tho strictest 
confidence, you understand. 

lirown. Quite; hut did he 
say anything about the end of 
■ the War ? 

Monty. Well, not precisely, 

: that is not exactly, excepting 
, that be says that it's pretty 
certain now that it --er—well, 
that it will end. 

lirown. That’s good news. 
Thanks, Monty. 

Monty. Not u bit, old thing. 
Don't mention it. 

Iron-gieg. 'Tis a great com¬ 
fort to us to know that the 
War will ind, if not in our day, 
amiyway some, time. 

Canadian (Inn. You hot. 
wish it was all over an’ I was 


Tnbl/i/. Had a bad dream. Gee, 1 

Jihad,-. Don't wonder, the way you! home in the foothills with the brown 
j over-rat yourself. j wool and pink prairie roses underfoot 

liny, liver know a Quartermaster's ! anil the Chinook layin' my mane 
liotse that didn't ? He's the only one ; over. 

that gets the chance. ] ' Iron-grey. Faith, hut the County 

Sken bald. And the Officers'chargers. ! Cork would suit mo completely; a 
j I nice from am the way. Well, we j roomy loose-box wid stiaw litter an’ 
conscripts,; need it, don't we? We do all the hallv a leak-proof roof. 

1 beud-woik. J Tubby. Yes, with full meals coming 

.Rufus 1 flay. Hearken even unto tho Hon-! regularly. 

i Durable Montmotency. Hello, Monty ; A bay mare. f.'vo got a two-year-old 
Behave nice j there ! Never mind about the bally ' in Devon F'd like to sec again, 
and ladylike when they catch sight of head-work, hut next time you’re out Monty. I 've no quarrel with Leices- 
the nosebags, don’t f hey ? | troop - leading tiy to steer a course , tershire myself. 

.4 skewbald mare. Well, we gotta stand i somewhat approaching tho straight.: (fun/nick horse. Garni Wot abaht 
up for our rights. j You had the lino opening and shutting ! good old London ? 

Chestnut. B’truth you do, tooth and j like a concertina this morning, 
hoof. What were you in civil life,' An iron-grey. Bogob, and that’s the 
Baby ? A Kulfragette ? ' ! holy t -a,th ! £ thought my ribs was 

Skewbald. No, I wasn’t, so there. ! goin’ ivory minnut, an’ me man was 


hull 


Jl<ty. No, she was a footlights favour- J cursin' vmdlicr his breath the way i and pushed you into the- Army. 


Chestnut. Steady, Alf, what are you 
grousing about? You never had a Ml 
meal in your life until Lord Dkhht 
pulled you out of that eoeter barrow 
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I “HoW i. ON', jhvi: vor m:':\ in ini', Aiun Mam. “On, Alton iiliikk eueyi i.-uooiin. ' 


Tubby. A full meal in the Army— 
help! 

Brown. Liston to our living skeleton. 
! Do you chaps veuiembor that afternoon 
j ho had to himself in an oat-field up 
| Plug .Street wa v '! When the grooms 
i found him he was lying on his hack, 
[ logs in the air, blown up like u poisoned 
: pup. “ Hlimy,” says one lad to t’other, 
| “ ‘ero ‘s one of our observation bladders 
j the 'Un 'as brought down.'' 

| Chestnut. I heard tho Officer boy 
I telling tho Troop Sergeant that he'd 
buy a hay-stack some day and try to 
burst you, Tubby. The Sergeant but 
him a month’s pay it couldn't he done. 

Tubby. .lust because I've got a 
healthy appotito- 

Brotnt. Healthy appetites aren’t be¬ 
ing worn this season, Sir—had form. 
How are the politicians’ park hacks to 
bo kept sleek if the troop-horse don't 
tighten his girth a hit ? He patriotic, 
old dear; eat less oats. 

Chestnut. That Mess gramophone 
must be red-hot by now. It 's been 
running continuous since First Post. I 
supposo somebody's mamma has sent 
him a bottle of ginger-pop, and they 're 
seeing life while the bubbles lost. 

Monty. Yes, and I suppose my young 
gentleman will be parading to-morrow 
morning with a camouflage tunic over 
his pyjamas, looking to mo to pull him 
through squadron drill. 


fran-grey. God save us, thin! 

.1 Mexicali roan. Bucnas nor lies ! 
Gniijmck Itorsc. liish ! Orderly 
Officer. ’E ’s in the Fourth Troop linos j 
nali; you can ’ear ’im cursin’ as lie ! 
trips over the heel shackles. j 

Monty. Hush, you fellows. Orderly t 
Officer. Bony sirar. 

Oner mme heads and hips ehoop. 'They j 
pose in attitudes o/' sleep like, a dormi¬ 
tory of small boys on the approach of 
a pretext. The, hue (iuard comes to ; 
life, seizes lus lantern and commences \ 
to inarch up and down as i f salvation 
depended on lus yet tiny m so many 
laps to the hour. From the guard - 
lent a trumpet wails, “Lights out." 

Patlandkr. 


HYMN FOll HIGH PLACES. 
In darkened days of strife and fear, 
When far from home and hold, 

1 do essay my soul to cheer 
As did wise men of old ; 

When folk do go in doleful guise 
And are for life afraid, 

I to the hills will lift mine eyes 
From whence doth conic mine 
aid. 

1 shall my soul a temple make 
Where hills stand up on high ; 
Thither rny sadness shall I take 
And comfort there descry; 


For every good and noble mount 
This message doth extend—- 
That evil men must render count 
And evil days must end. 

For, sooth, it is a kingly sight 
To see God s mountain tall 
That vanquished) each lesser height 
As great hearts vanquish small; 
Stand up, stand up, ye holy hills, 

As saints and seraphs do, 

That ye may hear those present ills 
And lead men safely through. 

Let high and low repair and go 
I To wheic great hills endure; 

Let strong and weak ho there to 
seel; 

'Their comfort and their cure; 
i And for all hills in fair an ay 
I Now thanks and blessings gi\o, 

I And, bearing healthful hearts away, 
Homo go and stoutly live. 


“ CM.iisji ill JWa.stiT for endurance ».»f v.tr 
wanted.”— Si oilman. 

Humane letters are very sustaining. 
“JlAueiuxi. On! 

The council of rjin Chippewa tube <>( Ninth 
American indimiH, by » two to one majority, 
lntvu accorded tho suffrage to lltc.i squaws." 

The Vote. 

As Bhaksi-kare was on the point of 
saying, “ Suffrugo is the badge of all 
our tribe." 


i 

I 


! 
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THE SPOIL-SPORT. 

(“Tliu Town Clerk of Cohvyn liny informs 
ns that tlio fish caught there the other day hv 
two youths was a dogfish and not a shark, as 
reported, and that its si/,o was much over¬ 
estimated."— Manchester (liiarthan.~\ 

O GAT, CANT youths of Colwyn Bay, 
With what unmitigated rapture 

Did I peruse but yesterday 

The story of your famous capture! 

Alone ye did it, or at least 

’Twas next to being single-handed; 

No other helped to catch the beast, 
No strength but yours the monster 
landed. 

But now conies in the cold Town 
Clerk, 

Who lias meticulously stated 

It was a dogfish -not a shark— 

In size much overestimated. 

So ye intrepid striplings, who 

Made all your school-fellows feel 
humble, 

I Are mulcted of your honours due 
| By an officious Cambrian Bumble. 

But, though jour gfcneious hea'ts he 
sore, 

Take comfort, all the true patri¬ 
cians 

Of intellect have been at war * 
With frigid, rigid statisticians, 
j 1 too have suffered from the rule 
Of sceptics, icily pedantic, 

Who blighted, ere I went to school, 
My dreams when they were most 
romantic. 

Bor once, when swinging on a gate, 
With hands that doubtless daubed 
it jammily, 

I saw a lion, sure as fate, 

And fled indoors to tell the family. 

But when I told them, all agog, 

My aunt, a loan and acid spinster, 

Knapped out “the iloetoi's yellow 
dog"; 

And nothing T could sa\ convinced 
her. 

| “’Twas evei thus from childhood’s 
| hour -” 

Kince lloMiiu, Ha.nmuu, orSTiuiMi- 
jiow , 

Men of outstanding mental power 
Aie charged with drawing of the 
long how. 

(lieat travellers — not your Chants 

OV Sl’KKT'.S 

Who lived witli dwarfs, or tamed 
goi iflas, 

Or sealed imaginary peaks 

Upon the hacks of pink chin¬ 
chillas, 

Or in some languorous lagoon 

Bestrode the awe-inspiring turtle, 

Or in tho Mountains of tho Moon 
Haw rocs athwart tho zenith 
liurtlo— 


All, all have had their fame aspersed 
By rude Town Clerks or senior 
wranglers; 

But those who have been treated 
worst 

Are the heroic tribe of anglers. 


THE NEW GOLF. 

“ Hut's go and play the now golf,” 
said James. 

Now as 1 understand it there are 
four kinds of golf. First, tho ordinary 
golf, as played by all people who are 
not quite right in their heads; second, 
the ideal golf, to he played by mo (but 
not till I got to heaven) on a bowling- 
green with a croquet-mallet, the holes 
being sixty-six foot apart and both 
cutting-in and going-through strictly 
prohibited; third, tho absurd golf, as 
played by James in pre-war days on 
his private nine-bole course; and fourth, 
it seemed, the now golf, such as James 
would be liable to create during a re¬ 
covery from shell-shock. 

James is one of those peoplo who, 
possessing wlnxt Count nj Life would 
call one of the lesser country-houses of 
England, has an indeterminate bit of 
ground beyond the garden, called, ac¬ 
cording to choice of costume,“the rock- 
garden,” “ the home-farm,the grouse 
moor,” or “ no rubbish may be shot 
hero.” .Tames calls bis own particular 
nettle-bod (or slag heap) “the golf- 
course.” 

When anyone went to slay with 
James, lie was adjured to “ bring-youv- 
golf-clubs-old-man-as-1 -can-give-j ou-a- 
bit-of a-gaine-on - my-own-coui'so-only- 
a-niiie-liole-one-you-understand.” And 
when James went far more willingly 
—to sta\ opposite the Germans, until 
an interesting visit was short-circuited 
bj' shell shock, he showed himself so 
wonderfully at homo in dug-outs and 
shell-holes and in mo-craters, so com¬ 
pletely uiidistiu bed by tho weariful lack 
of any given on the course over which 
his battalion was playing, that ho rose 
from Second-Lieutenant to Lieutenant 
with almost unheard-of celerity in the 
space of two years and nine months. 
And now tho absurd figure-of-eight 
nine-hole course, the third hole of which 
was also the seventh, and the first the 
ninth, had been complicated into a war 
kitchen garden, rtnd James, bored with 
ordinary difficulties and discomforts, 
had evolved tho new golf. 

“Come on,” said he, burning with 
the zeal of a martyr - burner, “ 1 '11 
show you the ground.” 

“ Can’t I sco it by standing up in the 
hammock ? ” I protested, • 

We* approached the dark demesne, 
which was now pretty decently clothed 
with potatoes, artichokes, rhubarb, rasp¬ 


berry-canes, marrows and ovon cucum¬ 
ber-frames. Tn the midst was a large 
open cask which filled itself by a pipe 
from a former six-inch water-hazard. 
Here Janies began to propound the 
mysteries. 

“Tho game,” he said, "is a mixture 
of tho old golf, tiddloywinks, ludo and 
the race game.” 

*• Not spillikins V ” I protested. “A 
game 1 rather fancy myself at." 

“ For your information, please,” con¬ 
tinued James in his kindliest military 
manner, “ 1 may remark that a masliie 
is the club mostly used—except when 
it is necessary to keep low between, 
say, two clumps of potatoes.” 

“ So as not to rouse the wirow'orms,” 
1 nodded. “ Yes go on.” 

“ The conditions of tho game are 
governed by tho necessity of paying 
due respect to tho vegetable hazards. 
There is only one hole on tho coin so.” 

“Jf you romomber,” I said, “1 told 
you long ago that that was all there 
was room for, hut you would persist in 
making if nine.” 

“The hole," said James, “is the 
water-butt. You have to got into that. 
By tho way, your halls are floaters, 1 
hope ? ” 

“Only six of ’em,” I said. “How¬ 
ever, 1 dare say you won’t mind if I 
grub up u few potatoes to carry on 
with afterwards. So we hole out in the 
water-butt ? That’s the tiddleywinks 
part of it, I suppose? Coon.” 

“There are various penalties,” he 
explained. “If you get among the 
potatoes, you add ten to your strokes 
and start again at the too. if you are 
hunkered in the raspberries, you lift 
out-" 

“ Step hack three paces out of sight 
and pick one over your left shoulder? ” 
1 inquired hopefully. “1 shall often 
find myself in the raspberry hazard.” 

“And if,” concluded James sternly, 
“ you are so clumsy as not fo avoid the 
cucumber-frames 

“ Say no more," 1 begged. “ 1 under¬ 
stand. 1 shall ask for tho time-table, 
shake hands, thank you for a most de¬ 
lightful visit, and express my regrets 
that any little contretemps should have 
arisen to hasten my departure.” 

“ - -you add fifty to your strokes. 
Five for the marrows and the rhubarb 
—in each case returning to the tee.” 

“And tho artichokes,” 1 asked, sur¬ 
veying a thick forest of them guarding 
the right flank of tho water-butt — 
“ what is their market value? 

“ No penalty,” said James grimly, 
“except staying there till you get out.” 

“One last pieco of information. 
Wlmt is bogey for this Hole ? " 

“ About two hundred, 1 think,” said 
•Tames; “ hut no doubt you ’ll lower it." 
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Major . "Why have you vct that ci.o'ih oven ms head?" 

Private Mike O' Flanagan {haraiscd by restive horse). "So as he won't know he's h icing guoomeo, Sorb.” 


“1 don't know,” 1 replied. “That's 
about my usual at tlio old game.” And 
therewith I made my too, drove and went 
into the garden to cut a cabbage leaf. 

After hoeing the vegetables with a 
ntasliie for a hot two hours, f fought 
my way out of the rhubarb on all fours, 
with a golf-ball between my teeth, and 
then strodo doggedly back to the toe 
and drove into the virgin artichoke 
forest. While 1 toyed there with tho 
sub-soil, the unwearied Tamos wont to 
earth among the marrows. Hastily 1 j 
hooled my ball into the ground (to bo j 
retrieved by Tamos months later and 
announced as a curious scientific result I 
of growing artichokes on a golf course), 
uttered a cry of triumph, and strolled 
out into the open. 

“ A ljundrod and seventy-nine. My 
game, I think,” I announced. 

James extricated himself and walked 
with me to the butt. 

“Hullo! ” I said, “it’s sunk. Thought 
it was a floater. It ought to be for a 
half-crown ball.” 


“You mustn’t lose it,” said James 
suspiciously. “ Wo 'll lot off tho water 
and got it out.” 

“No, no,” i protested. “It's not 
one that I really valued. Oh, very 
well,” I addod indifferently, feeling in 
my pocket for a non-floater. 

Jamos stoopod to open tho tap, and 
I popped tho now hall in unobtrusively. 

It floated. And the next instant 
James stood up and saw it. 

After that of courso there was no¬ 
thing left to do but to ask for the time¬ 
table, shake hands, thank James for a 
most delightful visit, and express my 
regrets that any little contretemps . . . 

W. 11. 


“-V now Bittern Books of 

Walu'apkiis 

will bo sont cm loan free of charge. 

N.B.— - ’s use adhesive paste, which lias 
boon expressly prepared to conform with the 
Pood Controller’s regulations.” 

.1 dpt. in Evening Paper. 

So it is no use waylaying the paper- 
hanger on tho chance of getting a free 
meal. 


ANSWER TO CORRESPONDENT. 

" Anti-ltcprisal."- If you are out 
walking, and enemy aeroplanes are 
dropping bombs on your side of the 
street, it is advisable to cross over to 
the other side. Never shake your um¬ 
brella at the enemy ’planes. A taxi- 
driver might think you were signalling 
to him. ___________ 

Some ol our street urchins are cjuite 
bucking up in their education. The 
other day u small boy called out to 
a. Frenchman, •* Pourquoi n’flos-vous 
pas eu bleu ” Slackenr 1 ” 

“ Unique Old-World Cottage flag), about 
30mm. door to West Mild, vet rural seclusion ; 
frequent express trams, last VI p.m. ; nothing 
like it so close town ; suit antique lover ” 

Oh.teriri. 

This should rrfiike a beautiful retreat for 
an elderly Lothant/s declining years. 

“The Basement Tea Boom is near the Boot 
| Dept., where Afternoon Tens at moderate prices 
! ara obtainable. "--Adit, in Keening Paper. 

■ Very ii propos — den Lottes. 
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Uirillfll •• Wl'.LL, AIOLLIE, WHAT AUK MTIT.K LIItLS MADE OK'.’" Mllllic . “ 1 Si (.AB AND BITCH AM) AI.[. THAT’.- NICK 

linn nu ' sn . "And w hat auk kittle hoys made oi?" Mollii "'Snii’.s and snails ami it ity hols’ tails.’ 1 

told IJohuil: that yi.stkuday, and he could iiiiw i m.i.i i.vi: ri ’ 


THE BOMBER GIPSY. 

Comk, let me toll the oft told tale again 

Of tliut stiangc Tyneside grenadier we had, 

Whom none could quell or decently constrain, 

For he was turbulent and sometimes had, 

Yol, stout of heart, lie dearly loved to fight, 

And spoke his fellows on a gusty night 
in some high barn, where, huddled in the straw, 
They watched the cheap wicks gutter on the 
shelf, 

How lie was irked with discipline and law, 

And would faro forth to battle by himself, 

This said, lie left them and returned no more : 

But whispers passed from Vimy to Verdun, 
Where’er the fields ran thickliest with gore, 

Of some stray bomber that belonged to mine, 

But none more tierce or llung a fairer bomb. 

Who ran unscathed the gamut of the Somme 
And followed I’Ve} berg up the Beaucourt mile 
With uncouth erics and streaming muddy hair; 
But after, when they sought his name and style 
And would have honoured him—ho was not there. 
Blit most he loved to lie upon Loretta 

And, couched on cornflowers, gaze across the lines 
At Vimy’s heights —we had not Vimy yet 
Palo Souchoz’s bones and Lens among the mines, 


The tall pit-towers and du.-ky heaps of slag, 

Hnlil, like eagles on the mountain-crag 
By strangers stirred, with hoarse indignant shrieks 
Gunners emerged from some deep-delved lair 
To chase the intruder Irom their sacred peaks 
And east him down to Ahlain St. Nazuire, 

And rumour said ho roamed the rearward ways 
In quiet seasons when no battle brewed, 

Tho transport, homing through the evening haze, 
Had seen and carried him, and given him food ; 
And he would leave them at Bethuno canteen 
Or some hot drinking-house at Noeux-los-Minos, 
Where lie would sit with wine and eggs and bread 
Till the swart minions of the A.P.1V1. 

Stole in and called for him, but found him fled 
Out at the hack. Ho was too much for them. 
Too much. And surely thou shall e’er he so; 

No hungry discipline hIuiII starve thy soul; 

Shalt freely foot it where tho poppies blow, 

Shalt fight unfettered when tho cannon roll, 

And haply, Wandoror, when the hosts go home, 
Thou only still in Aveluy shalt roam, 

Haunting tho crumbled windmill at Gavrollo 
And fling thy bombs across the silent lea, 

Brink with shy peasants at St. Cathorino’s Well 
And in tho dusk go homo with them to tea. 

A. P. II. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, August 13tli. —In a certain 
political club there used, bofore the 
War, to be a popular pick-me-up com¬ 
pounded of a little whisky, a little 
Angostura and a good deal of soda- 
wator, and known after its inventor as 
“ a Henderson.” In one respect the 
speech explaining his resignation which 
the right lion. Member for Barnard 
Custle delivered this afternoon resem- 
blod this oponymous beverage, for it 
was decidedly offerveseent. But the 
other ingredients were wrongly appor¬ 
tioned—too much of the bitters and not 
enough of the mellowing spirit. 

Ills initial mistake was not realising 
in time that, as Mr. Asquith put it, 
a man cannot permanently divide him¬ 
self into watertight compartments. As 
I mouther ol the War Cabinet and Socro- 
j tary of the Labour Party, ho sooms to 
! have resembled one of those twin salad- 
| bottles from which oil and vinegar can 
| ho dispensed alternately but not to¬ 
gether. The attempt to combine the 
two functions could only end, as it 
began, in a double liaseo. 

It is fortunate for the Ministry of 
Munitions that it possesses a spokes¬ 
man so bland and imperturbable as Sir 
Worthington Evans. In successive 
answers be informed tho House that 
near Birmingham tho Ministry was 
evicting 130 allotment holders on the 
eve of their harvest, in order to build 
a now factory ; and that simultaneously 
it was abandoning in the West of 
England the site of anolhor gigantic 
factory, on which a cool million had 
j already been spent. Coming from 
i almost any other Minister this amaz- 
i ing example of bow not to do it would 
j have raised a storm of supplemental 
inquiries, if not a motion for tho 
adjournment. But tho House accepted 
Sir Worthington's calm and matter- 
of-fact narration as quietly as if it were 
the last word in efficiency and co¬ 
ordination. 

1 was a little premature last week in 
assuming that Mr. MacCallum Scott 
had been silenced by his appointment 
as Mr. Churchill’s privato secretary. 
A long question to the Board of Trade, 
on tho subject of horse-hides, followed 
by a serios of supplemontarics delivered 
with his customary emphasis, showed 
that ho is not yet resigned to his 
muzzle. He is not, however, entirely 
oblivious of tho customary etiquette in 
this matter, for he recited his catechism 
from the third bench behind Ministers, 
and only when it was ovor descended 
to the second bench, where private 
secretaries most do congregate. * 

Tuesday, August lith. —Mr. King 
has a legitimate grievance against the 


Government spokesmen. Two Nation¬ 
alist Members having been allowed to 
go to the United States to collect funds 
for their party, he asked yostorday 
whether he too would be permitted to 
proceed abroad on a similar mission. 
Mr. Bonab Law, with his habitual 
courtesy, replied that ho, personally, 
would not offer any objection. But 
this afternoon, on putting an almost 
identical question to Lord Robert 
Cecil, Mr. King was informed, with a 
touch of brusquerie, that “ there are some 
pooplo to whom wo should not think of 
granting a passport." He cannot re¬ 
concile those replios, which seem to him 
to afford convincing proof that the 
Government doos not know its own 
mind. 

Tho Ministry of Munitions, in order 
to cater for tho spiritual needs of the 



THli DOUBLE FIASCO. 

Wit. lllLNDEItSON. 


now population at Gretna, has simul¬ 
taneously piovided sites for tho Church 
of Scotland, the Church of England, the 
Homan Catholics and tho Congrega- 
lionalists. The local blacksmith is said 
to be aggrieved by all this ecclesiastical 
rivalry. 

Tho Home Secretary lias deter¬ 
mined to put a stop to tho practice of 
whistling for taxicabs in London. It 
is suggested that ho would confer a 
still greater boon on his fellow-towns¬ 
men if he would provide a fow more 
taxis for them not to whistle for. 

Mr. Peto complained once more of 
the refusal of tho War Oflico to employ 
11 manipulative surgeons ” in the Army, 
and called in aid the testimony of 
Mr. IIoixie, the Minister of Labour, as 
a proof of Mr. Barker’s miraculous 
powers. Sir Watson Cheyne, the 
newest Member of the House, pointed 
out that unfortunately all bone-setters 
were not Barkers ; and, fortified by 
this expert opinion, Mr. Mactherson 


declined to say more than that private 
soldiors might go to these unconven¬ 
tional practitioners at tlioir own risk. 

Wednesday, August 15th .— Taking 
the view that a Corn Production Bill 
was intended to produce corn, Lord 
Chaplin made an effort to secure that 
the bounties should ho paid in accord¬ 
ance with the crops harvested and 
not upon the acreage sown. But tho 
Government, unwilling to risk a quarrel 
with the other House at this late period 
of tho Sesson, doclined to accept tho 
amendment. Tho bounties thoroforo 
will fall, liko tho rain, upon good and 
had land alike, though in the interests 
of tho general taxpayer I trust not 
quite so heavily. 

To take down tho Ladies' Grille, Sir 
Alfred Monk informod tho House, 
would only cost a matter of fivo pounds. 
All tho same 1 think there was some 
disappointment in certain quarters, in¬ 
cluding tho gilded cago itself, that this 
momentous quostion should he disposed 
of without debate. Soveral sparkling 
orations, toeming with wit and persi¬ 
flage, were nipped in the bud. A sooro 
of ungallant follows, including soveral 
whom I should have diagnosod as 
ladies' mon, opposed the removal, but 
they were outnumbered eight to one. 

Mr. Walter Lonu introduced a Bill 
to onahlo tho Government to prospect 
for oil in tho United Kingdom. If this 
should necessitate tho appointment of 
a Controller of Bores he will find abund¬ 
ance of work. 

Contrary to expectation Mr. Chur¬ 
chill succoodod in piloting tho Muni- j 
lions of War Bill through its remaining 
stages in double-quick timo. Its pro¬ 
gress was facilitated by bis willingness 
to abolish the leaving-certificate, which 
a workman hitherto bad to procure 
before changing one job for another. 
Having bad unoquallod experience in 
this respect be is convinced that tho 
leaving-certificate is a useless formality. 

Thursday, August 1G.-- Owing to the 
House meeting at noon the usual time¬ 
limit for Questions did not apply. 
Messrs. Pringle and Houck were 
especially active. With a moaning 
glarioo in their direction the Home 
Secretary, replying to a complaint of 
Mr. Gulland that the representation 
of tho Northern Kingdom would not 
bo increased by the Representation of 
tlio People Bill, observed that be saw 
no sufficient reason for extending the 
number of Scottish Members. 

Foed-stocks going up, thanks to the j 
energy oC tho farmers and the economy | 
of consumers ; German submarines 
going down, thanks to tho Navy; 
Russia recovering herself; Britain and 
France advancing lmnd-in-ha:ud on tho 
Western Front, and our enemies fumb- 



140 


PUNCH, OK THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[August 22, 1917. 



POLITICAL PICK-ME-UPS. 

Recent revelations as to the way 
in which our leading Statesmen keep 
themselves tit have been almost entirely 
concerned with their physical recrea¬ 
tions. Further investigations make it 
clear that they owe their fitness quite 
as much to diet, to alternating one 
form of bruin-work with another or to 
the consolations of music. 

Thus Mr. Balfour, who has little 
time for golf nowadays, finds his most 
refreshing leuroution in reading the 
speeches of Lord Nohthcliffe, co-ordi¬ 
nating thorn with those of Burke and 
Pkkulen, and setting them to music 
in the stylo of Handel, his favourite 
composer. 

Lord Rhondda finds his chief solace 
in gratifying his litoraly tastes, in 
philosophy hois at present a convinced 
Rationalist. He is devoted to the 



Tin; vi'Pi'.n vhjttiik imhcvtfh what hoes on hkiiind the i.ahiek' giuu.f: in the 
IMAGINATION" OF Till: HOUSE. Till: ROWER I’lCTritl! INDICATES THE CillIM BRAMW, 


ling for peace- -that was the gist of the 
mossagowith which the I'rime Minister 
sped the parting Commons. But, fearing 
perhaps that lie might have made them 
unduly optimistic, lie concluded with a 
warning that not until next year could 
wo expect to reap the fruits of our 
lain mi's. 

An attempt by Messrs. Macdonald 
and Snowden tu keep the Stockholm 
fires burning quickly lins-.lod out. Mr. 
Ellis Griffiths mocked at the claim 
of those elegant doctrinaires to speak 
for British Labour, and Mr. Bonak Law 
told them Lankly (hat the Government 
had no intention of letting them go to 
Stockholm to cluit with our enemies. 


“Ncii piopiiia toetis tuxum sine.” 

Vergil: Ucurg.1V. 47. 

Do not signal for a taxi near houses. 


War Economy. 

: “The Federated Chamber of Court JJri.-s- 

niiilieiKof Paris lux informed the (iovermnotil 
i that for the winter season J817-1S the length 
i employed for woollen costumes will not exceed 
; 4 pn.”-- - Vo; /, shire Evening News. 


From the report of a motoring acci- 
doiiL:— 

“ The cur pulled up in about a year and a 
half." -Kentish Mercury. 

Quicker than the War, anyhow. 

From an article headed “ F.xelusive 
War Information ” :— 

“ Vertical parallel Lines that do not look so 
— an optical illusion almost as curious us that 
which makes Soldiers invisible, when dressed 
in Combination* of bright Colours.” 

Popular Science Siftings. 

We do not think our contemporary 
ought to give away military secrets 
like thin. 


study of Bacon, but not averse from 
the lighter sort, of fiction, having a 
special preference for cheerful stories 
published in a cereal form. 

Tiie Prime Minister, it may not be 
generally known, recruits his energies 
by frequent perusal of the plays of 
Shakki’eahe. At present he is con¬ 
ducting a correspondence with Kir 
Sidney Lee and Professor Gon lance 
on the esoteric significance of Labour's 
Lore 's Lost. 

Mr. Winston Churchill is a vora¬ 
cious novel-reader of catholic tastes. 
.Just now lie is revelling in Called Hack 
and The. House on the Marsh, which 
are being read aloud to him by his 
private secretary. 

Mr. Arthur 1’onsonry, M.l\, the 
Democratic Controller, is a confirmed 
fruitarian, and attributes his robust 
| health to a diet of Morelia cherries and 
l Carlsbad plums, washed down with 
Stockholm tar-water. 

Mr. John Burns, who happily de¬ 
scribes himself as “ a dormant volcano,” 
has of late found an agreeable stimu¬ 
lant in the performance of solos on the 
muted first violin. 

Lastly, Mr. Leo Maxhe keeps him¬ 
self keyed up to concert pitch by coin¬ 
ing new nicknames for Lord Haldane. 
The list already extends to four figures. 

“ Khartum has the imputation of being a 
> try hot place this time of year. But last 
.lime must have been fairly damp if the 
meteorological statistics published by' the 
‘ Sudan Times ’ arc correct. The rainfall 
during this month amounted to no less than 
88.6 kilometres. No wonder a man I know 
there wrote to say the otlior day that some¬ 
times the rain is too heavy for him to go on 
sleeping on the roof, and this in spite of a 
waterproof sheet. A life-belt would probably 
be more useful.”— Egyptian Mail. 

Only Noah’s Ark would rfcally meet 
the case. 














































MATILDA j 

(From our Adjutant’s Diary). 

The dopftt has decided that Matilda 
is a notable puppy. 1 could not tell 
you her particular nrnko, but our motor 
cyclist artificer descrilxjd her as a 
"1917 model; well upholstered but 
weak in the chassis and unreliable in 
the differential on hairpin bonds; in 
fact, built for comfort and not speed." 

Matilda became a celebrity all in ono 
day. Tlio 0.0. wrote tho following 
chit to her master:— 

“0.0. ‘A’ Company. -If your dog 
must stroll into my orderly-room, will 
you please see that she is kept reason¬ 
ably clean? Please take necossarv 
action, initial and return.” 

Matilda was bathed and sent back 
for inspection to tho C.O., with a chit 
from O.C. " A ” Company, pointing out 
that, as ho couldn’t initial her, he luid 
pnt his office stamp on her tummy and 
hoped it wouldn’t rub off. 

The C.O. pronounced Matilda to be 
moderately clean. As alio was con¬ 
ducting the trumpeter back to “ A ” 
Company she fell into a vat of by-pro¬ 
ducts near the mess hut. She couldn’t 


bo washed again, as the Quartermaster 
had already written three scathing chits 
about the previous use of depot disin¬ 
fectant. Matilda spent the night licking 
herself clean in the detention cell. 

Tho staff of “A" Company loved 
Matilda in spite of tho fact that her 
conduct was prejudicial to good order 
and military discipline, and that she 
constantly used abusive language to 
her superiors. Even the Company Ser¬ 
geant-Major loved her. Ho might have 
loved her still, but . . . and that’s the 
story. 

Brown was the depot nuisance. Ho 
had a conduct sheot filled up in red and 
black, and his entries would bavo boon j 
even more numerous if he had not j 
possessed a great gift of cunning. lie j 
had had several passages of arms with I 
the O.fvM. of “A” Company and had j 
emerged unscathed more thuu once. 

On the occasion of this story Brown 
was being tried for using abusive 
language to a superior officer, to wit, 
the said C.S.M. The abusive language 
consisted of ono very striking epithet. 
The charge was read over to Brown, 
and the C.S.M. was called upon to 
give evidence. He stopped smartly 


forward. Matilda loitered between his 
legs . . . and then, 1 regret to say, the 
C.S.M. applied tho same epithet to 
Matilda that Brown had applied to him. 

The case was reluctantly dismissed, i 
and Matilda is out of favour with the 
C.S.M. .. 

“ It was inv first experience of ii sandstorm, 
and I can tell you that tlie sensation was a 
iuosL terrible one. With the aid of in> assist¬ 
ants 1 got oil the camel, which immediately 
stretched itself in the sand, and moistening 
my handkerchief pushed it across my face.'' 

Si/diii'n Herald (;V..N\ ff\). 

Wise and dexterous creature! We 
presume it drew tho moisture from its 
internal reservoir. 

“The second cook, who is an American 
ritire'll, managed when the (ioniums ordered 
the lifeboats to he given up In hide ono under 
his raincoat.”--- Western Mail. 

One of the collapsible sort, no doubt. 

‘•Some very daring entrances were forced 
into these fortresses. One. single soldier not 
directly concerned witli the attack found 20 
bottles of champagne in one. drank a glass or 
two, and went forward to seek for others. 
Squeezing info one he discovered a. Genual] 
officer in bed.”— J fatly Mat!. 

It must have been a bantam who 
I thought of this ingenious ruse. 
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THE NORTH ATLANTIC TRADE. 

Ak I was walking beside tlio docks 1 met a pal o’ mine 
f sailed with once on the Colonies run in Thomson’s Blue 
Star Lino; 

Said I, “ What ehoer-what brings you hero?" “Why, 
’avou't you ’card ? " lie said ; 

“ T'm under tire Windsor 'oil sc-flag now in the North 


But some ’avo made a new landfall, an’ sighted another 
shore, 

An’ it ain’t no use to watch for them, for they won’t come 
’ome no inoro. 

There ain't no 'arbour duos to pay whon once they ’re 
over the bar, 

Moored bow an’ stern in a quiet berth wburo the lost three- 
deckors are, 

Atlantic trade. An’ there’s Nki.hon ’oldiu’ 'is one'and out an’ welcomin’ 

We sweep a bit an’ we light a bit—an’ that’s what wo ! them that 's made 

like the best— j The roads o' Glory an’ the port of Death in tho North 

But a towin’ job or a salvage job, they all go in with the j Atlantic trade ! ’’ C. F. K. 

When wo aren’t too busy upsettin’ old Fritz an' 'is fright- j . __ 

fulness blockade, j SELF-DENIAL. 

A bit of all sorts don’t come amiss in the North Atlantic j “ Ano wlmt,” 1 said, “did you do during the Great War, 
trade." j Francesca ? ” 

ii a i i « t , j,,.,- , i i .! “ Ill the first place I line you a sum not exceeding one 

“ Arid how does old Atlantic look.’ “Oh, round an . , , J , ,. T “ ,, 

, . .I hundred pounds for asking me such a question. In the 

about the same; . tit,, b , . ... J ... , 

, , |, , , ■ ii 1 second place l retort upon you by telling you that ono of 

L asn t soomed to alter a lot since 1 ve been in the game . 1 , . J , •, , ,, b . ... . , 

,,,,,, i • , , , , , ,, ■ , : the things you re going to do during the Great War is to 

la s about as big as o always was, an os pretty well lust ' i , 

° ■ l j J give up marmalade. 


as wot 

(Or, if there’s some parts anyway dry, well, I ’aven’t struck ' 


none yet!), 

There's tho same old bust-up, same old moss, when a green 
sea breaks inboard, 

An’ tho equinoctials roarin’ by the same as they've always 
roared, 


An’ the West Wind playin’ tho same old links ’e ’s been at 
since tho world was made — 

They’ve a peach of a time, 'avo sailonnen, in the North 
Atlantic trade." 


“ What! Give up the thing which lends to breakfast its 
one and only distinction ? Never." 


“That," she said, “sounds very bravo; but what are you 
going to do if there isn't any marmalade to bo obtained fol¬ 
io ve or money ? ’’ 

“Mine," 1 said, “lias always been the sort you got for 
money. 1 have not hitherto mot the amatory variety; but 
if it’s really marmalade I’m prepared to have a go at it." 

“And that," she said, “is very kind of you, but it’s 
quite useless. For the moment there’s no mannadalo of 
any kind to be had." 

“And who's your skipper, and what is bo like?" “ 01 i , j “ None of the daik-brown variety?” 

well, if you want to know, j “ No.” 

1 ’m sailin’ under a baril-caso mate as T sailed with years j “ Or the sort that looks like golden jelly ? " 
ago ; j “ Not a scrap.” 

’Fi's big an' bucko an' full o’ beans, the same as ’o used 1 “Or the old-fashioned but admirable kind? The ex- 
to be ' eelleut substitute for butter at breakfast ? ’’ 

Whon 1 knowod 'iin last in the windbag days when first I ! “That must go like the rest. It has been a substitute 
followed tho sea. I for the last time." 

’F. was worth two men at the lee foro brace, an’ three at 1 “ Impossible," J said. “Everything is now a substitute 

the bunt of a sail, ; for something else. Marmalade started being a substitute 

'14'd a voice you could 'ear to tho ro\al-janl| in the teeth ' long ago, and it isn’t fair to stop it and let the other things 
of a Capo ’Orn gale; go on.' 

But now ’o’s a full-blown looteiiant an’ wears the twisted “ Well,” she said, “ what, are you going to do about it ? 

braid, ! If you can’t get Seville oranges how are you going to get 

Commandin' ono of is Majesty's ships in the North Atlanl ie Se\ illc orange marmalade? " 
trade.” j “ Oh, that's it, is it? ” 

...I,..,. , • . . . .,,, , , " Yes, that’s it, more or less. And now lot’s have your 

“And what is the ship you re sailm m ’ "Oh, she s a , ’ 

1 ■( r i .. remedy. 

el V .V a i 0 . 1101 • • , , , , , , , I “You needn’t think," T said, “that 1 'm going to take it 

She am t no bloomm levvyathan, an that s no fatal error!;, • , tiu.it i i r i , u 

,, , ) J i ,i i lymgdown. I shall go up to London and defy Lord Khonpda 

She scoops the seas like a gravy-spoon when the gales me 1 / , T , i . ■ , , /, 

1 , , , ■ , r ’ • 1 " ! to his face, i shall write pro-marmalade letters to various 


ii]i an’ hlowin’, 

But Fritz 'e loves ’er above a hit when 'or (ighfiu' fangs! 


pre 

newspapers. I shall form a Marmalade League, with 


■ue rhowin' i branches in all the constituencies so as to bring political 

rr , J ’ -.I ■ . i .i ■ pressure to bear. I shall head a deputation to the Pamn 

The liners go their stalely wav an the cruisers lake their! i, , , „ , ,, r . 1 

e I Ministpr. I shall got Mr. Ling or Mr. llouan or Mr. 

i I’niNULH, or all three of them, to ask questions in tho 
11 1 1 House of Commons. In short 1 shall exhaust all the usual 
devices for giving the Government a thoroughly uncomfort¬ 
able time." 

“ In short you will do your patriotic host to help your 
country through its difficulties and to put the interest of 
the nation above your own convenience." 

“ Fmncesca,” 1 said, “ you must not be too serious. I 
was but attempting a jest.” 

There ’ll some come back to the oid 'omo port- --'ere's ’opin’ “ This is no time for jests. I can’t boar even to think of 
I ’ll be one; your joining the Brigade of Grousers who are always gird- 


But when* would they be if it wasn’t for us, with tho 
up to our knees? 

We’re wadin’when their soles arc wot, we’re swimmin’ 
when they wade, 

For 1 tell you small craft gets it a treat in the North 
Atlantic trade! ” 

“And what is the port you’re plying to?” “When the 
last long trick is done 
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ing at the Government. I won’t stand 
your being a girder. So make up your 
mind to that.” 

“Very well,” I said, "I will endeavour 
not to he a girder; but you simply must 
get mo a pot or two of marmalade." 

“ And allow tho Kaibicr to win the 
War? Not if I know it. .Besides, 1 
don’t like marmalade.” 

“ There you are,” I said. “ You 
don’t like marmalade—-few women do 
—and so you ’re going to make a virtue 
for yourself by forcing me to give it 
up. My dear, you've given tho whole 
show away.” 

“Don’t juggle with words," who said, 
spoaking with a dreadful calm. “ 1 may 
he able to get a pot or two--say at the 
outside a dozen pots. Well, if 1 manage 
it I will inform you - 

“ Yes,” I said eagerly. 

“ If J manage it,” she repented, “ you 
shall know of it, and yon shall make 
your self-denial complete and effica¬ 
cious." 

“J don't like tho way in which.this* 
sentence is turning out." 

“ You shall have a pot in front of 
you at breakfast, and you shan’t touch 
a shred of it.” 

“ Francesca,” 1 said, " you ’ie a 
tyrant. But no, you wouldn’t he mean 
enough to do it—before the children 
too.” 

“ Perhaps, as a concession, .1 would 
allow you a little marmalade in a 
pudding at luncheon.” 

“But I don't like marmalade in a 
pudding at luncheon, I like it on toast 
at broakfast.” 

“ But you To not going to have it on 
toast at breakfast.” 



“ Well,” 1 said, “ 1 shall conduct re¬ 
prisals. For every time you don't allow 
me to have any I shall dostioy some¬ 
thing you like—a blouse or a hat. It 


“On, CONSTABLE, 1 l A N'T GIT A TAXI. TllKY AU. SAY IT 'b J11KIU 1)1 NN Hit -HOC It. Is 
IT ANY 1.001) MY WAITING?" 

“ ! can't say, Miss. If you was ox the .si-ox you mic.iw he able to catch one 

AM)UK TlllCIH TEA-HOCK BEGINS." 


I’m to givo up the essence of Dundee or Paisley you shall jyjp PUNCH'S "SPORPOT ” 

"But^tho marmalade will remain.” Bummers ago Mr. Punch gave an account of tho 


“Yes, and tho hats will all perish. That’s whero 1 Bporpot (or Spaorpot, meaning a savings-hox), a familiar 
como in." institution which our little guests from Belgium brought 

“Don't buoy yourself up with that notion,” sho said. ov ' or with H'om to England. Tho idea was taken up by 
“You’ll have to pay for tho now ones—or owo.’ certain schools in South Africa, and a competition was 

It. G. B started (o see which of them could fill the biggest Sporpofc 
to make a fuud for helping to restore the homes of Belgian 
Commercial Candour. exiles. This year tho Eunice High School for Girls at 

From a tailor’s advertisement:— Bloemfontein comes out first, and tho second honours fall 


“Have you any Blue Seuues? 

Yes! Wjc have-(begd.) in Stock. 

The Soit to Oiidkh . . G:i 
Will last about anothor month " 

Southern Daily Echo. 

Quotation from an article in the Frankfurter Zeitmuj in 
praise of sandals:— 

“When people saunter through tho town without hats—who still 
wears a liat?—why should they not go without stockings ? “ 

Times. 


to tho St. Andrew's Preparatory School for Boys at Gra- 
liamstown. Tho total sum of thirty-two pounds collected 
by tho competing schools has boon forwarded to and re¬ 
ceived by the author of tho Punch article and will be used 
by him for the purpose dosirod. 

Mr. Punch begs to offer his cf^igratulations to tho 
winners and his host thanks to all who have contributed so 
generously from their personal savings to the needs of the 
children of our Ally. 


Well, the explanation may bo that while tho German head 
is hot tho German feet are cold. 


A Tough Proposition. 

“ Ducks (15) For Sale, 7 years old; 4s. oacb.”— Staffordshire Sentinel. 
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“ Now 1 come to think of it,” I said, the amount of food that was going her 
WHISPER, AND I SHALL HEAR. di<] feel a bit broody the other day, way, “but my heart seems to have 
There 's nothing like a newspaper and hatched a line or two, but I can’t stopped murmuring altogether.” 


for spreading disease. You wake up in say for certain that I had you in my 
the morning, feeling lit to do a day's mind. The lines ran like this: — 
digging on your allotment; you come 11 Oh, glorioui* female, liko a goddess decked, 
down to your breakfast ' ‘ No wonder that wo crawl oil bonded kneo—” 

lthoiiddahiy and oat more than your 1 “Rotten,” said Beatrice. “You 
allowance. Then you open the news- [ couldn’t have been thinking of me. morning. 

paper, glance at the latest accession to j 1 ’m not a female.” Dear Jimmy (she wrote),—You were 

the ranks of the Allied Powers, and “ You have the right plumage for the wrong. Mine was a real murmur. It’s 
suddenly, “Plop! " you find there is a hen-bird,”1 said. However, what did been coming on for some time, hut not 


Has it ? " she said. “ Oddly enough, 
mine's begun.” 

“ Your luncheon has overstrained 
you,” 1 said. 

I had a letter from Beatrice the nest 


new disease raging, and before you know me was ‘decked.’ 
whore you are you discover that you of three rhymes, 
have got it badly. and ‘stiff-necked.’ 

That is how 1 discovered that f was! those by any ''banco? ” 
the possessor of a heart mur- ~~ 

tnur. By putting my hand on j 
the spot under which l had ! 
boon taught, and still believed, I 
my heart to ho, 1 felt rather 
than hoard a distinct burbling. 

1 went to the telephone and 
fixed up an appointment with 1 
a specialist. i 

“ It’s only a murmur now 
1 said wdion I reached the con- [ 
suiting-room, “only a mere! 

whisper, hut-” 

The doctor tapped me vigor¬ 
ously. Being very absent- 1 
minded I said, “Come in,” 
the first time. 

“ You wore rejected for this, 

1 suppose” lie said. 

“ No, cow-hocked or spav¬ 
ined, i forget which,” l said. 

“ This hadn’t started then.” 

The rite was quite a lengthy 
one, and at the conclusion the 
heartsmith said, “M yes, 
there is a slight murmuring, 
certainly.” j 

He wrote me out a prescrip-: 
tion, and f foil the murmur! 

myself distinctly when parting ■■ Hkahd thu latest iiumoih i;r from tre pack, Gconot;? 
with throe of the greater Brad- j Wau’b uoinu to nr, ovum m.xt week.” 
burys and three shillings. j “Ho. Wsu„ I now: it uok’t upset my going os leave 
O n the way home I run inio ! ’'■•xt Tuesday." 

“There’s ‘circumspect,’ suggested j deciding what England really wants, 
Beatrice. and two when lie has to deeido which 

“Ah! Come and have lunch,” J Cabinet Minister must go. 
said, “and well till; it over, home The man who accepts a cigar from a 
place whore I can hold your hand and friend, lights it, sniffs sind drops it be- 
really find out if you arc the cause of hind his chair Inis no character worth 
it all. 


Beatrice. 

“ Well, old thing,” she said, “ what’s 
tho matter ? I saw you coining out of 
Dr. Cox’s ” 

“ Yes,” 1 said. “ 1 Ye got a heart mur¬ 
mur. Tdon’t know w hat the poor thing’s 
boon trying to say, hut it’s been mur¬ 
muring liko anything all tho morning." 

“ Perhaps you Ye in love,” she sug¬ 
gested. 

“By Jove, 1 never thought of that. 


1 could only think on your account. It’s murmuring for 
wrecked,’ ‘ flecked ’ Basil Fludgov. Ho’s on leave, and we 
You’re not any of fixed things up last Tuesday. I didn’t 
tell you when 1 met you, because I was 
afraid you wouldn’t want to 
*' take mo to lunch, and 1 did 
I enjoy it. 

Yours over, Beatrice. 

If my heart gets really noisy 
J do hope it won’t shout for 
Beatrice. It would be so use¬ 
less. 

“Bet us go bonce, my heart; 
she will not hear ” (Swinburne). 

C1GARISTICS. 

I “According to all enterprising 
American ,scientist a mail's char¬ 
acter can lie told from tho way he 
smokes a cigar ."—Weekly Paper. | 

For instance, a man who 
snatches a cigar from some¬ 
body disc’s mouth and smokes 
' it himself may ho assumed to 
j lie of a grasping disposition. 

! The man who while smoking 
a cigar burns his finger is a 
man of few words and quick 
j of action. Plumbers never 
burn their fingers like that. 

The man who smokos his 
cigar right through without 
removing it from his mouth is 
a deep thinker. Lord Nobth- 
cliffe always smokes one 
cigar right through before 



“ Do you think f ought to?” she said. 


mentioning. 


Mem. for Agriculturists. 
Protect the birds and the insects will 


“ Good heavens! Of course you 
ought,” I said. “ It’s most important. 

My heart's only murmuring now, hut ho in their crops. Destroy the birds and 
1 wonder,” 1 said, “ if it’s anything to it may start shouting Boon, and a silly tJ 10 crops will he in the inscots. 

do with you. If this were not such a ass I shall look walking about in the - 

public place y ,, I, like to put your street with a heart vailing ‘Beatrice’ , ” s - U, (bhicoln).-Humming-bird* don’t 
he»d My U,„ Ml l, T i ,1 tho tor ot it. voice.” 

coat pocket and lislcn. Perhaps it s As regards meat and drink 1 consider the same reason that a bluo-bpttlo or an 
saying something about uni.” that Beatrice dverdid .it for a war- aeroplane hums.”- -Pearson's Weekly. 

“Have you taken to writing poolry time*lunch. She didn’t give mo any So it is not the pilot rubbing his feet 
about me ?” she said. “ That’s always time to hold her hand, she was so busy, together, as we had been taught to 
a sign.” “It’s curious," I said, as I watched believe. 







OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

The Safety Candle (Cassell) might have been called, but 
for the fact that the title has been used a 1 ready, A Comedy 
of Age. For this iB what it is—only perhaps less a comedy 
than a tragedy. Agnes Tempest was called the Safety 
Candle, for the ingenious reason that, though attractive, 
she burnt nobody’s wings. Returning as a middle-aging 
widow, after an unhappy wifehood in Africa, she moots on 
the boat two persons, Captain Brangwyn , a young man, 
and a girl-mother calling herself Antonina Pisa. Honce 
the tears. Brangwyn she tuarrios, doubtfully, half-deiiantly, 
despite the difference in years between them ; Antonina is 
taken as a companion and very soon developes into a 
siek-nurso. For in t.lio space between the ship-hoard 
engagement and the wedding a railway accident changos 
poor Agnes from a still beautiful and active woman to a 
nerve-ridden invalid. But in spite of this she and 
Brangwyn inarry; and (with the much too attractive 
Antonina always in evidence) you can guess the result. 
One odd point; you will hardly get any distance into 
Miss E. 8. Stevens' exceedingly well-written story without 
being struck by its resemblance to one of Mr. Hjcjiens' 
romances. The relative positions of the members of the 
triangle, middle-aged' wife, young husband, and girl are 
exactly those of The Call of the Blood ; while the Sicilian 
setting is identical. But this of course is by no means to 
accuse Miss Stevens of plagiarism; her development of 
the situation, and especially the tragedy that resolves it, is 
both original and convincing. The end indeed took mo 


wholly unawares since as a hardened novel-roador I had 
naturally been expecting — but read it, and see if you also are 
not startled by a refreshing departure from the conventional. 

If there still lingor in the remoter parts of Cromarty or 
the Balls Pond Road certain unsophisticated persons who 
believe that the stago is one long glad symposium of 
wine, woman and song they will ho interested to know that 
Mr. Ruble Howard has written his latest, novel, The Gay Li fe 
(.John Lane), with the express object—or so he says—of dis¬ 
illusioning them. Ho has no use for tho cynic who declared 
that there are threo sexes, men, women and actors. His 
Thespians are gay because they are'happy, and happy bocauso 
(though poor) they aro virtuous. Tho crowning ambition 
of their lives of honest toil is not unlimited silk-stockings 
and champagne suppem, hut the combined and unqualified 
approval of Mr. Granville Barker and Miss Horniman. 
I fear the Philistines will not be much impressed with 
Mr. Ruble How aro’s championship. -In the first place 
lie solocts for his heroine a girl of what used to be known 
as the “lower ardors.” Yet it is more than doubtful if the 
lower orders have ever done anything for Mr. Keble Howard 
except open his cab-doors and bring his washing home on 
Saturday night. Otherwise ho would not make his East 
End of London lioroine talk an fargot of which fifty 
per cent, is pure East Side Noo York, True, “the curtain ” 
finds her in New York in tho arms of a faithful uud acrobatic 
American, so perhaps it doesn’t matter much. Meanwhile 
she haB become the idol of the Manchester School, en¬ 
joyed an unsuccessful season in partnership with the late 
Sir Herbert Bkewhohm Tree, and signed a contract with 
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the Schuberts to tour the States, and all without any ochial events f6llow upon his arrival. The scene shifts to 
apparent diminution of the guileless flow of “Whitechapel” Naples, and we meet a villaful of men and women, all of 
with which she won the hearts of her first employers. It them admirably original and human. Not for a groat while 
is courageous of Mr. ITowakd to place on record his havo I read a story so unforced and appealing. It is 
apparent belief that a total absence of the three "It’s” and indeed a sad thought that this graceful pen will give us 
any numbor of “ h’s " cannot debar a strong minded daughter nothing more of its quality, 
of the slums from tho highor rungs of tho histrionic ladder. 


When you hear tho title or seo tho cover of The Heel of 
When a warm-hearted and law-abiding gentleman, who the Hun (Hodoer and Stoughton) your blood may begin 
has kept open-house for many guests, suddenly discovers to curdle and your flesh to creep, lie assured. When I 
that these guests havo plotted against him, have read liis think of some of the war-books vouchsafed to us Mr. J. L\ 


private correspondence, have caused explosions in his 
garden, have attacked his neighbours from tho vantage- 
ground of Ins house, and altogether have behaved as if he 
didn't exist, ho is not unlikely to ho both shocked and 
angry, and to denounce to tho world tho crow of traitors 
and assassins who have im¬ 
posed on his kindness and 
hospitality. This is what hap¬ 
pened to Undo Sam at the 
hands of the German conspi¬ 
rators for whom he had un¬ 
consciously provided a base of 
operations. A full account of 
the doings of this poisonous 
gang is given in The German 
Sj>y in A virrica ( I Iutch i nson) , 
by John Brief. Jones, a mem¬ 
ber of tho staff of tho Mew 
York Sun. It is not easy for 
anyone, least of all for a good 
American, to refrain from in¬ 
dignation at the baseness of 
the rogues who thus battened 
for many months on the 
United States and their peo 
pie. The hook is sobei 1 y and 
clearly written, and is com¬ 
mended by Mr. Roosevelt 
in a Foreword, to which are 
added another Foreword by 
the Author, and an Intro¬ 
duction by Mr, Houku 15. 

Wood, formerly U.S. Assis¬ 
tant-Attorney in Now York. 



Jlarhir . My 'ionic ‘aih-iikhtoiseii is to tiie iiat.I) ’had 
WHAT THE BENEFICENT SPRAY IS TO THE BLIGHTED TOOBElt." 


Whitaker's is almost tame, and I venture to say that it 
might be road out loud at a party of sock knitters without a 
stitch being dropped. Mr. Whitaker was in Koubaix and, 
presumably because he was believed to he an American, was 
allowed considerable freedom. Bo, bofoie ho escaped into 

Holland, ho saw somo things 
which were not for British 
eyes, and lie tells us about 
them with ft staiduoss alto¬ 
gether unusual in this kind 
of book. Although he forgets 
to mention tho fact, his articles 
havo already appeared in The 
Times, and I can seo no parti¬ 
cular leason why they should 
have been gathered together in 
this brief volume. Anyhow, 
I must believe that the Hun's 
heel fell less heavily on Mr. 
Whitaker than upon most 
people who have had the mis¬ 
fortune to bo introduced to it. 


An author who can choose 
so fascinating a title as The. 
Way of the, Air (IIkinkmann) 
certainly has much in his 
favour, and this not only 
because of tho more or less 
temporary connection between 
aeronautics and victory, but 
because just lately we have 
all been talking largo and 
free about peace-time develop¬ 
ments of the craft in the near 
future. Personally I have 
already arranged to take my 
week-end in the Holy Land 


With whatever sharpness of 
criticism 1 had approached 

Ma'am (Hutchinson), tho edge of it would havo boon wife's mother for a short 
turned by tho statement upon the fly-leaf that the author, in the Spring of 1920; and a forty-eight hours’ mail service 
M. Berehfohd Every, died while the novel was still in to Bombay is an ovout of to-morrow. Thus, if Mr. Edgar 
manuscript, and that it lias been revisod for the press by C. Middleton's book fails to secure general appreciation, 
her friend, Mr. E. Y. Lucas. As things are, having before he must place the blame elsewhere than with his subject, 
me only tho pleasant task of praise, J am the morn sorry and it is a fact that by somo repetitions and contradictions, 
that I cannot increase that pleasure hv tolling tho writer as well as by a tendency to let one down at what should 
how much 1 have enjoyed a wholly admirable ston. She be the critical point of his yarns, he has done something to 
had above everything the rare art of writing about homely alienato a public —such as myself—entirely predisposed in 
and familiar mattors unboringly. Ma'am (a not too happy his favour. It remains to say, all the same, that this little 
title) bogins in a dull parish, whore its heroine is the newly- volume is in tho main a sincere and obviously well-informed 
wodded wifo of the curate. You will havo read no more account of the doings of the men of our air services, full of 


than the opening pages (descriptive of the terrible Sunday 
evening supper which the pair took at tho Vicarage—a 
sunpor of cold meat and a ground-rice mould, whereat four 
jaded and parish-worn persons lacerated one another's 


incident and achievement uttorly beyond belief an unbeliev¬ 
ably short time ago. In the pages he devotes to prophecy 
—an irresistible temptation—lie is on controversial ground, 
and his apparent preference for the "gas-bag” as the 


nerves) before you will have realised gratefully that tho principal craft of the future will certainly not find general 
story and its characters aie going to he alivo with a acceptance. Much more to my liking is his suggestion 
very refreshing and unpuppetlike vitality. Eventually, of that duck chasing and shooting from an aeroplane—it has 
course, moro happens than Vicarage suppers. An old lover already been done at least once—may become a recognised 
of Qriselda (Mrs. Curate) turns up, and many most unpar- sport. 
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j ferred by pedestrians, who realise that 
CHARIVARIA. they make only a slight indentation in 

Germany is a bankrupt concern, says ' the person as compared with the really 
The Daily Mail. A denial is expected ' heavy car. + ,, 

every hour from Herr Michaelis, who 


is Germany’s Official Deceiver. 

•c * 

★ 

Much sympathy is felt in Germany 
for Admiral von Tiriutz, whose jiro-. 
posed cure in Switzerland is off. His- 
medical advisor has advised him to 
take a loti" sea voyage, hut failed to 
couple with the advice a few particulars 
on how to carry it out. 

Patrons of the royal theatres in Gcr- 


“ Whatever else may happon,” says 
a contemporary, “the final decision as 
to Stockholm rests with the Govern¬ 
ment. 


cheaply done admit that the notice was 
too short to enable the belligerents to 
call for tenders. * ... 


In a Brixlon tramway car tho other 
j morning Mr. Lloyd Geohuk, it is an- 
I nouncod, had to borrow coppers from a 
j companion to pay his fare. Tho most 
Our contemporary is far too'popular explanation is that ho had 
modest. A few months ago tho final spent all his money in buying the latest 
decision would have rested with the ! editions of the evening papers, 
stunt Press. * + 

* According to the Acton magistrate, 

Portsmouth is to have three M.P.s, under new instructions hoys over four- 
we lead, under the Proportional Uep- toen must pay their own lines or go to 
j rosentat ion scheme, though it is not prison, parents paying the fines for 
many who pay in gold can now obtain I known what Portsmouth has done to those below that age. This class legis- 
two seats for tho price of one. This is i deserve this, 
not tho inducement it might seem to 
he. The German who used to buy one j 


tickot, and occupy two 
seats is almost extinct. 

* 

A chicken with four legs 
and four wings is reported 
from Koborton. Did it 
come from any other place 
we should receive the story 
with suspicion. 

* , ' 

“New Labour tumbles 
are browing,” declares The 
Evennnj Ncii's. The chief 
Labour trouble, however, 
scorns to he not brewing 
* * 
i- 

One sportsman, says a 
news item, has landed 
seventy-seven pounds of 
bream at Wrexham. It 
may have boon sport, hut 
it has all tho earmarks of 
honest toil. 


Something like a panic was caused 



latiou is bitterly resented by some of 
our younger wage-earners, who intend 
to insist upon their right to pay for 
their own amusements. 


A HINT. 

fhisnrress/n! (\nnprtitor at t hr Allot went-holder*' Show. “1 ain’t makinu 
ANY COMPLAINT, Mil. SMITH. LIT U’KN Til K FUST IMU/.K FOR ONIONS (i(»KS 
TO THE .HOOK’S BltOTJIKU IN LAW AND Till] FlSJ* PR1/.K FOlC M A Hit K. US TO 

’IS WIM'/S orandfathkk, it marks \fk think a bit, that’s all.” 


People living next door 
to a post-office where bur¬ 
glars blew open tho safe 
thought it was an air raid 
and went into tho cellar. 
A suggestion that sig- 
1 | mils, clearly distinguish- 
1 able from those used in air 
raids, should ho used on 
these occasions, is under 
i consideration in the right 
' quarter. ... * 


The Food Controller 
has advised the Liverpool 
. Corporation that vegetable 
; marrows are not fruit. 
There is a growing belief 
among jam manufacturers 
that Lord Uhondda’s busi¬ 
ness ability has boon over¬ 
rated. 


A man charged with 
smoking in a munitions factory told in tho City the other day when the 
tho court ho was trying to cure tho news got round that no mention of 
toothache. A lino was imposed, tho Mr. Winston Churchill appeared in 
Bench pointing out that tho man was a Mommy Post leader, 
lucky not to have lost the tooth alto¬ 
gether. * * 


CALLING A CAB. 

[“ Hut how to not a oah without whistling 
-that is tho pinhlom.” —Keening 

A very good plan is to purchase a 


A postwoman charged at Old Street camp-stool and sit down in the Strand 
Police Court admitted that she had 


As a moans of proserving tho memory ■ swallowed u postal order and a pound 
of hero M.P.s, Mr. Winston Churchill | Treasury note. Homo women have a 
suggests a name-plato on tho hack of j remarkable objection to using tho ordin- 
the seats they had in tho House. Wo ; ary purse. * :; 

understand that Mr. Ginnell resolutely 
refuses to have such a plate on the 
hack of liis old seat. 

* * 

* 

Honour whore honour is duo. A man 


until a taxicab breaks down 
you are sure that the driver 


A woodworm in tho timbering of 
Westminster Hall has been attacked 
with a gas-spray by the Board of 1 
Works. Tho little follow put up a | 


When 
is not 

Unking step inside. 

Taxi drivers are human, and if caught 
young can ho made so tamo that they 
will take fares by tho hand. 

An excellent plan is to make a noise 
like a road under repair. But he care¬ 
ful that tho driver does nob mako a 


iiuimui vviiULt; iiunuut is uuu. mini vvuiks. J nu iuuu« put u j m • v i*» _ » ■ _ i __ 

named Kite told the Willesdon magis- gallant fight and died bravely defend- j | m l s 1 1 0 t 11 1 ‘ lllA 

trate that he had joirtod the Royal Fly- i ing his third line trenches against aj 0 •* ' 

ing Corps, and tho magistrate rofrainod j vastly superior force. Tho essential thing is to interest the 

from being funny. * ' driver in your personal affairs, if you 

*„* The Vienna None Freie Prcsse says J see a car rushing along stand in the 

Light cars are now becoming very that so far £18,000,000,000 has been, road. When the cab nulls up, ask the 
popular, says The Autocar. We under- spent on the War. But even those who i driver if ho would like to seo your 
stand that they have always been pre- contend that it might have boen more j cigarette pictures. 


IMI.. CUil. 
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A HEAD CASE. 

Wk were discussing that much dis¬ 
cussed question, whether it is hotter 
to he wounded in the left or in the 
arm, when youug Spilbury hutted in. 

“ 1 don’t know about legs and arum,” 
h i said, “ but I know there are certain 
advantages in having your head hound 
up.” Spilbury’s own head was hound 
up, aud wo all said at once that of 
courso the head was much the worst 
place in which to he wounded. 

“ It may ho,” said Spiilmry. “But 
what I said was that there are certain 
advantages in having your head hound 
up. That’s uot quite the same thing 
as hoing wounded in the head. For 
instance, T wasn’t wounded in the 
head. 1 was wounded in the jaw. But 
they can’t bandage the jaw without- 
bandaging the head, which I ha\ e 
found has certain advantages.” 

“ 1 can’t see where they come in,” 
said Cotterell, “except so far as per¬ 
sonal appearance goes, of course. 1 
won’t say that that nun-like head-dress 
doosn’t become you. You look almost 
handsome in it.” 

“ It is extremely polite of you to say 
so,” said Spilbury, “ hut I was not 
thinking of that. I was thinking of 
Dulcio.” 

There was silence for a space, and 
then Cotterell said, “ If you do not 
mention hor other name, you may tell 
us about Dulcie.” 

“ 1 became acquainted with Dulcio,” 
Spilbury began, “ or the lady T will 
call Duloie—for that is not actually her 
name—while wo were quartered at a 
camp somowhero in Kngland. Friend¬ 
ships ripen quickly in war-time. 1 was 
signalling otticor, and perhaps I sig¬ 
nalled to Dulcie rather more than I 
meant. I won’t say 1 was wholly 
hlainoless in the matter." 

“ I shouldn’t,” s*id I. 

“I won’t,” said Spilbury. “After 
I wont out we corresponded. But after 
a little I began to see I had perhaps 
over-estimated my affection for Dulcie. 
At the time T was wounded I had owed 
her a letter for some time, J remember. 
When 1 got hack to England I did not 
lot Dulcie know at once, but after a 
while she heard where 1 was in hospital 
and came to see me. In the meantime 
T had met Daphne.” 

“ This is a highly discreditable story,” 
said Cotterell. “ 1 am sorry I allowed 
you to tell it.” 

“I won’t finish it, then,” said Spil- 
bury complacently. 

“ Yes, you must finish it now.” 

“ Well, 1 didn't quito know what to 
do about it. 1 had felt when we were 
somewhere in England that Dulcio 
brought out all that was best in me. 


I found now that Daphne brought out 
still more.” 

“ Sho must have been a clever girl,” 
I said. 

“ She was,” said Spilbury, “ but 1 
saw that if they both tried at once they 
might bring out almost too much. I 
had to act quickly, for Dulcie was 
already by my bedside.” 

*“ Well. Reggie,’ ” she su’d. 

“I looked at hor kindly hut firmly. 

‘“I think there is some mistake,’ I 
said. ‘J don’t remember having met 
you.’ Then 1 pointed to my handagod 
head, and added, ‘ I may have forgotten. 
My memory isn’t very good.’ 

“ Well, she chatted a hit about general 
subjects, and then departed. I don’t 
miml saying I felt rather a worm. Also 
I wasn’t quite sure that Dulcie couldn’t 
bring out moio that was good in me 
than Daphne, after all. So I thought 
about it a hit, and then wrote and said 
1 ’d rememlced her now, and would 
she come again to see me? Sho wrote 
back aid said she would, and 1 must 
congratulato hor as she was just en¬ 
gaged to ho married. That was a rotten 
day, 1 remember, because in the after¬ 
noon Daphne came and said that she 
was engaged to be married too. A per¬ 
fect eptdotnic. But that’s beside tho 
point.” 

“ Tho point was, if I remember 
rightly,” said Cotterell, “ that it’s a 
great advantage to have your head 
bandaged. Have you quite proved it ? ” 

“ No,” said Spilbury thoughtfully. 
“ Now you mention it, 1 hardly think 
J have. But if my story acts as an 
example and a warning I shall ho 
satisfied.” 

So as an example and a warning 
(though of wliat or to whom is not too 
clear) I have recorded it. 

MUSICAL MURMIiltlNOS. 

(11>l our Orchestral Expert.) 

Thk full programme for the season 
of l’minenade Concerts which opened 
last Saturday is, ns usual, a most inter¬ 
esting document, and we are of course 
glad to see that our gallant Allies are 
so well represented. But it is the 
function of the critic to criticise, and 
we may lie peunitted to express a mild 
regret that our native school, though 
by no means excluded, does not make 
so good a show as its energy and talents 
would seem to warrant. Our native 
composers are especially noticeable for 
their wide range of themes, for the Ceil ic 
and Gaelic glamour which they infuse 
into tlioir treatment of them, and for 
their realistic titles. We have drawn 
up a list of instrumental works which 
illustrate these characteristics, but 
which are unfortunately conspicuous 


by their absence from Sir Henby 
Wood’s scheme. As, however, it is 
sub ject to alteration we are not without 
tho hope that some of them may yet 
he included in tho list of works to be 
heard at the Queen's Hall iu the next 
six weeks. 

Symphonic Variations. “Father’s lost his 
collar-stud.” Hans Half hunt. 

Keltic Koronacii. “ Wirrasthruo.” 

Hell mas itaedthmrbwlch. 
Funeral March op a Conscientious Oimkc- 
tou. Kelson Wellington. 

Siamese Lullaby for Sixteen Trombones. 

Quantock <lc Hanvilte. 
Fantasia. “Wurdour Street.” 

Yokehiii/ Vfoulkes. 
Manx Meditation for Revolving Orchestra. 

“Laxey Wheel.” llradda (fnellijn. 
Overture. “(ilasgow Fair.” 

Talisker Me Usquebaugh. 
Cambrian “Sneeze ” for Full Orchestra. 

Taliesin .lanes. 

Orchestra Musinus on Irish Railway 
Stations. Dermud MarCalhmhtunl, 

(«) Ktillorgan. (b) Dundruin. (r) Bray. 
fll’BiiLiNos EcciM Burn. Diarmul Dimmdthe. 
DmiYuAMHieOnn. “The Belles of Barmouth.” 

• Ivor Jenlcuis. 

Valkf. Fantastioue. “Synthetic Kubher.” 

Murcellus Thom. 

CHEM IN DEE DAMES. 

In silks and satins tho ladies went 
Where tho breezes sighed and the 
poplars bent, 

Taking tho air of a Sunday morn 
Midst the red of poppies and gold of 
corn— 

Flowery ladies in gold brocades, 

W.th negro pages and serving-maids, 
In scarlet coach or in gilt sedan, 

With brooch and buckle and flounce 
and fan, 

Batch and powder and trailing scent, 
Under the trees the ladies went—- 
Lovely ladios that gleamed and glowed, 
As they took the air on the 1 indies' Itoad. 

Boom of thunder and lightning flash— 
Tho torn earth rocks to tho barrage 
crash ; 

The bullets whine and the bullets sing 
From the mad tnachino-guns chattering; 
Black smoke rolling across the mud, 
Trenches plastered with flesh and 
blood — 

The blue ranks lock witli the ranks of 

g™y. 

Stab and stagger and soli and sway; 
The living cringe from tho shrapnel 
bursts, 

The dying moan of their burning thirsts, 
Moan and die in the gulping slough— 
Whore arc the butterfly ladies now ? 

Batlandek. 

“No persons were injured and no houses 
were bit by the bombs.” —Sunday Pictorial. 

But they barked horrid. 

































































THE BROWN CART-HORSE. 

“Uratn-I'WU ! That’s wot we'orses 
are suffering from. Ah! there’s bin 
a deal o' queer things 'appon since tiioy 
women started on the farm ! I shan't 
never forgot the first time one of them 
females come into my stall. The roan 
pony, wot’s got sentimental thro’ being 
overlasting driven in the governess-cart, 
soz she was a pretty young woman. I 
never noticed nothing ’bout 'or ’cept the 
pink roso in 'er button-’ole. I never 
’card tell of a farm ’and with a pink 
rose in ’is shirt before. Maybe such 
carryings on is all right for they grooms 
an’ kerridge-'orses, but it ain't ’ardly 
decent for a respectable farm 'orse. 
So when this 'ere woman come along 
I up and ’as a grab at it. D’yo think 
she’d ’it mo ? I nevor ’ad such a shock 
in mo life, not since 1 went backwards 
when the coal-cart tipped! Lor, lumme! 
if she didn't catch 'old of me round the 
nock an' kiss me! ‘Oh, you darlin’! ’ 
she said, ‘did you want me roso then, 
ducky? ' I'm brown ’orse, hut I tell 
you 1 blushed chestnut that morning. 
’Course the roan pony next door started 
giggling, and then she 'ad to go and 
kiss *im, and that settled ’is little game. 

“ Well, then she come along with the 
collar. I need ’ardly tell you 'ow often 
she tried to fix it on the wrong way 
round. There I ’ad to stand with 'er 
Slioviug the blooming thing till I 
thought my 'ead would 'ave dropped 
orf. Being a female, it took 'er some 
time before she thought of putting the 


big end of the collar up first, hut when 
she did I just took and put mo ’ead 
thro' and nipped orf ’errose. ‘ If that 
don't fetch you,’I soz, ‘nothink will.’ i 
If that woman ’ad clouted mo on the 
'ead thou, I 'd 'ave loved 'er; 'stoad o' 
which she calls out to 'er pal 'oo was 
mucking round cleaning out the stalls 
with a hroom-’andlo, ‘May!’ she sez. 

‘ Oh, do look! ’ she soz, ‘ this 'ere dear 
’orse,’ she sez, ‘ ’as bin and ate my 
rose!’ 

“ Well, when wo done all the kissing 
and that, she led me out of the stall, 
and I promise you I was a sight! My 
bridle was over one eye and my girths 
'anging loose. Maybe that was my 
own fault; when she started to pull in 
the straps 'course 1 blew meself out, 
same as any ’orse would, just to give 
’er something to pull on. ‘ Oh dear! ’ 
says the female. ‘ Poor 'orse, this ’ore 
girth’s too tight! ’ Any’ow, when we 
did get to the 'ayfiold she ’ad to fetch 
a man to put me into the rake. Well, 
’e told her ’ow to go on, and we moves 
orf. That wasn’t ’arf a journey! Wot 
with ’er pulling one way an’ pulling 
another, I got fair mazed. Arter a bit 
I stopped. ‘ ’Ave it your own way 
then,’ I sez. Next minute I ’card ’er 
calling out liko a train whistle to the 
bailiff, ’oo was passing. • Smith! ’ Bhe 
sez, ‘ this pore ’orse is tired! ’ And 
Smith sez, ‘ Tired 1 ’ ’e sez; ‘ ’e’s lazy 1' 
And with that ’e fetched me one. ‘ All 
right, my girl, ’ I thinks; * you wait a 
bit.’ 

“This ’ere field run past a railway, and 


when Smith ’ad gone 1 seen one of the 
signals on the lino go down, ‘ That’s 
the ticket! ’ I sez, and when the train 
come by i up and shook mo ’oad. The 
woman didn't say nothing, so I givos a 
'op witli all me foot at once. Still she 
don’t say nothing, and I couldn't feel 
’er on the reins, so I done a few side 
stops. And then she spoke, and this is 
wot she soz: ‘ Oh ! ’ she sez, ‘ please 
don't! ’ and started crying. 

“Thoro's no vice about me, and when 
she begun ’ex game I stopped mine. 
You'd 'ardly believe it, but that 'ere 
woman got down orf that ’ere rake and 
she come round to my ’ead and, 1 Pore 
darling,’ she soz, 1 was you frightened 
of the train then V ’ Mo 1 wot’s ’ad me 
life in tho London docks till I corno 
’aying ’long of tho War. 

“ Ah! 1 reckon the roan pony’s 
right. You can’t ’ave the larst word 
with females! ” 

“For milo—A large stone gentleman's dia¬ 
mond ling, set in a solid gold band." 

Cork Ed'aiiancr. 

Tho National Museum should not fail 
to secure this romarkable relic of the 
Paleolithic Ago. 

From a report of Mr. IIkndehson’h 
speech on Stockholm :— 

“The Prime Minister lias been in favour 
again. What was a virtue in May ought of this 
conference once, and he may bo so not to be a 
erimo for us in August. "—Daily Dispatch. 

Tho Stockholm atmosphere appears to 
be fatal to olearaess of statement. 
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SUAVI TEH IN MODO. 

Profound stillness reigned in the 
wardroom of H.M.8. Sinister, broken 
only by the low tones of the Paymaster 
and the First Lieutenant disputing over 
the question of proportional representa 


“ What do you think of the ship ? ” when all the glasses hod been filled, 
he asked cheerfully. . “ I call on Number One for a Hong.” 

“.Rotten slow lot,” replied the A.P.; Amid vociferous applause the First 
“ I tried to make things hum a bit at Lieutenant, clasping a huge tumbler of 
lunch and they all sat looking like ginger-beer, rose unsteadily. Without 
stuffed owls.” the semblance of a note anywhere he 

“ Ah, you 'll find it different this proceeded to bawl “ A frog he would 


tion and by the snores of the Junior evening after the Commander has gone, a-wooing go.” A prima donna at the 

■«*'* 1 « » J 1 .1 T"» 1 I I 11 t * . ! 'll # 1 f 'til *1 


Watehkeeper, stretched inelegantly on 
the sofa. The rest of the occupants 
were in tbo coma induced by all-night 
coaling. Into this haven of quiet burst 
the ship’s Doctor in a state of exagger¬ 
ated despair. Ho groaned and, sinking 
into a chair, mopped his forohead oaten- loriee.” 
tatiously. Tho disputants 
ceased their discussion and 
watched him intently as 
though he were some per¬ 
forming animal. 

“Gentlemen," said the 
Paymaster presently in tones 
of sepulchral gloom, “tho 
neophyte of iEscuijAMus, 
to whose care tho inscrut¬ 
able wisdom of Providence 
has entrusted our livos, is j 
being excruciatingly funny. 

Number One says it is belated 
remorse for the gallant ser¬ 
vants of His Majosty whom 
lie has consigned to an un¬ 
timely grave.” 

“Poor jeBting fool,” said 
his victim, “little he knowB 
that even now Heaven has 
prepared a punishment fitted 
even to his crimes. I have 
seen it—nay, I have spoken 
with it.” 

“ Suppose,” intervened tho 
Commander, “ that you post- 

f ione this contest of wits and 
et us have your news.” 

“ Certainly, Sir,” acqui¬ 
esced the Doctor. “It’s Pay's 
new assistant. He's . . 
the Doctor paused in search l 

of adequate expression, “ he's here. “ 1 understand, Sir. 
He is, I fancy, at this moment slapping be necessary.” 


Bad form to tell smoking-room yarns j zenith of her fame might have envied 
while he’s bore.” his reoeption. The Junior Watehkeeper 

Meanwhile the First Lieutenant j broke half the glasses in the trans- 
visited the Commander in his cabin. j ports of his enthusiasm. “ Come along, 
“Very well,” said the latter on part-j Doo,” said the singer as Boon as he 
ing; “only mind, no unnecessary vio- [could make himself heard ; “ give us a 


yarn. " With the assistance of his 
i neighbours tho Doctor placed 
j one foot on bis chair and tho 
j other on the table. “ Say, 

; you fellows,” he said thickly, 
i “jolly litl’ yarn- Gohlylocks 
j an' Three Bears.” 
j Overcome, apparently, by 
i tender recollections he was 
silent, and fixed tho walnuts 
with a dreamy stare. 

“ Co on, Doc.! ” “Goidi- 
j locks, Goldilocks.” “The 
Doc,” said the Paymaster, 
“was always a devil for tho 
girls.” 

“Pay,” remonstrated the 
First Lieutonant sorrowfully, 
“ that’s the third half-penny 
for swearing this year. You 
mean that tho Doctor has 
always evinced a marked par¬ 
tiality for tbo society of the 
gentler sex.” 

Punctuated at tho more 
exciting points with breath¬ 
less exclamations of horror 
and amazement from his 
audience, the Doctor’s ren¬ 
dering of the story proved 
an overwhelming success. As 
he painted in vivid periods 
the scene where Goldilocks 
was discovered by all three 
1 hope it won’t! boars asleep in the little near's bed, 
| the First Lieutenant broke down oqm- 
the skipper on the back and asking Tho Assistant Paymaster had no ; pletely and had to be patted and 
him to havo a drink. He called me cause to complain of lack of hilarity at \ soothed into a more tranquil frame of 



Jack {mlw bus be.ru Iwiulrd by a hall which kept very tow) 
H LOOMIS’ U-IIOAT TACTICS I ” 


'old socks.’” The Doctor shuddered. 
“Then he said he expected this was 
some moss; Naval messes were always 
hot stuff. lie wanted to spin me yarns 
of his infant excesses, but I choked him 
off by tolling him he ought to report to 
the skipper. You 'll havo to look after 
him, Pay. That will give you some 
honest work for a change.” 

It must bo confessed that at lunch 
the newcomer justified the Doctor’s 
worst forebodings. Afterwards the 
First Lieutenant and the Paymaster had 


mind before the story oould proceed. 
Then there was a spell of musical 
chairs, the First Engineer obliging at 
the piano, and afterwards giving a 


dinner. The most trivial remark was 
greeted with roars of merriment. When 
the King's health had been drunk the 

Commander pleaded letters and left w 

the ward-room. Instantly a perfect tuneful West-Country folk-song at the 

babel arose. Everyone seemed to he Doctor’s request. Tne Junior Watoh* 

asking ovoryono else to have a drink, keeper, declaring his inability to 1 to 

The newcomer selected a largo whisky, member an_ ' read half a column 
“ Wilkes,” said tho First Lieutenant, from the “ Situations Vacant ” portion 
“one large whisky, one dozen soda, one of The Times, and amid the ensuing 
dozen ginger-beer and tw® large bottles applause slipped quietly from the room 
of lime-juice.” in obedience to an unspoken signal 

„ “ Large bottles,si$rou blighter 1 ” • he from the First Lieutenant, After the 

an earnest colloquy. Then the latter yelled sifter the back of the astonished Second Engineer had given an exhibition 

sought his new assistant; ho found marine who went out to'fulfil this re- of what he asserted to be an Eskimo 

him gloomily turning over the pages markable order. $ tribal dance, the First Lieutenant ad-' 

of a six-months-old illustrated paper. “Now,” said the J unior-W atohkeeper, dressed the Assistant Paymaster. 




t our from gallery (during grape-digger scene in " Hamlet ”). "Ain’t yeb «oinu to ’avi; no 1‘AhAPKT?” 


“ Now then, young fellow, it is your 
turn. D’ you want to give us a yarn ? ” 
But tho boy had learned his lesson. 
" I 'in afraid I don’t know any yams 
that would interest you, Sir,” he said. 
“ If you don’t mind I think I ’ll turn 
in." 

The First Lieutenant smiled on him 
with the mature wisdom of twenty- 
seven summers. “ Quite right, my lad. 
By the way, you might look in at the 
bath-room on the way to your cabin 
and tell the Junior Watchkeeper that 
we shan't want the bath that he is 
filling from the cold tap. I’m very 
glad we shan’t.” 

“Now is the opportunity for carrying out 
the recommendation of u Select Committee in 
1906 that there should be a oorumon gallery 
for men and women.”— The Vote. 

A sort of Mixed Grille, in fact. 

“Wanted, Upper Housemaid of two ; wages 
£30; 6 maids; two ladiea in family; quiet 
country place."— Daily Paper. 

’Who said our upper classes are not 
feeling the War ? 

‘•■Required, very small nicely Furnished 
House or Cottage. Bathroom and good private 
girls’ school within easy walk essential.” 

• ' *■’ d Daily Paper. 

There it nothing so invigorating as a 
little walk before one's bath. 


SEMPER EADEM. 

A prisoner, Gunner Grogan, E., 
To-day will be brought tip to mo 
For impudence and sloth; 
lleueilU only made him sneer; 

Aroused, he lipped a Bombardier 
(And very natural—both). 

And I shall counter, with disdain, 

His feeble efforts to explain 
Or justify such deeds. 

It will be funny if I fail 
To twist young Gunner Grogan's tail, 
That being what he needs. 

I know he isn’t really bad; 

Myself, I rather like the lad. 

(And loathe that Bombardier !) 
Beneath his buttons—none too bright— 
May lurk the spirit of a knight— 

A thwarted cavalier. 

For some who fought at Oreijy, too, 
Snored on or scoffed when trumpets 
blew. 

And presently were oaught; 

And whpn the clanking N.C.O.’s 
Came round to prod them, 1 suppose 
They up and spoke their thought. 

Then they were for it; up they went 
Paraded by the Fringe's tent, 

While he, to meet the crime, 
Recalled the nastiest words he knew, 
And learned the worst that he could do 
. From “ K. R/’ of the time. 


And yet such criminals as those 
Did England proud with English bows 
As schoolboys have to read; 

And Gunner Grogan would to-day 
Prove every bit as stout as they 
Should there arise the need, 

But just as heroes of Romance, 

Who dodged parados with half a chance, 
Were strafed—and mighty hard— 

So likewise Gunner Grogan, E., 
Employed in making history, 

Will do an extra guard. 

“ Wc are informed by the Right; ilou. tho 
Lord Mayor of Bristol that his Lordship still 
has a supply of famous men connected with 
the groat war, and will be pleased to supply 
them to applicants." 

Evemng Times anrl Echo (Bristol). 

Will tho Prime Minister please note? 


“A conference o£ the Ministers of depart¬ 
ments concerned will take place in London to 
arrange measures for their execution." 

Daily Chionicle. 

Anticipated comment from The Mourn¬ 
ing Toast: “ And quite time, too.”' 

. - 

"Lord Lawrence, once Viceroy of India, 
said, ‘Notwithstanding all that English 
peoplo have done to benefit India, the mis¬ 
sionaries have done more than all othor agonies 
combined,' ”—Malay Tribune. 

Missionaries in the East have a lot to 
put Up with, c'-V- 
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A LETTER FROM THE FRONT 

On a Purely Domestic Matter. 

My bear Wife, —Yours to hand of 
the 10th inst., and contents, re son, 
noted. 1 observe that you are for tho 
moment satisfied with his progress, and 
that you feel yourself in a position to ho 
able to see your way to inform mo that 
he is beginning to have and express 
ideas of his own on all subjects. Ilo j 
shows himself a fine fellow, and you 
have every reason to bo as happy as it 
is possible to be in wartime. 

By the same post arrived tho new 
uniform from Dover Street, London, W. 
You will be glad to hear that Messrs. 
Blenkinson have done us proud, manag¬ 
ing to carryout your man}' suggestions 
without departing from regulation. 
They make a fine fellow of me, neat 
but not gaudy, striking in appearance 
without hoing offensive to the eye. 
Once moro they too have shown 
themselves fine fellows. Wo aro all 
fine follows ; my dear, you are posi¬ 
tively surrounded on all sides by fine 
follows, and it would look as if, gi von 
peace, we arc all together going to be 
as happy as the day is long. 

So 1 thought at first blush; but aro we 
so sure ? The separate ingrodionts are 
excellent; there couldn’t be a better 
son than Robert or better tailors than 
Messrs. Blenkinson. But how will they 
blend ? Mind you, I’m not daring to 
doubt the courtesy and tact of u single 
Blonkinson; but these views which son 
Robert is beginning to form, where will 
they lead him . . . and us . . . aud the 
Blenkinsons ? Again, 1 ’m not sug¬ 
gesting that Robert will ever go to such 
lengths in view-forming as to dare to 
attack such an anciently and honourably 
established firm as Messrs. Blenkinson; 
indeed, 1 could almost wish it might 
fall out that way, and that they and I 
might continue, without intervention, 
upon our present terms of mutual 
esteem and entire satisfaction. If things 
stand so well between us, while I am 
but young, claiming no higher rank or 
standing than that of Captain (Temp.), 
how much more must we flourish 
when I have risen to thoso heights to 
which wo know I am bound to reach 
in my full maturity ? Against such an 
alliance even the youthful and vigorous 
Robert would hurl himself and his 
criticisms in vain. No, 1 foresee a 
dangor more subtle and formidable 
than that. 

Some of tho very first views that 
Robert forms will be on the subject of 
clothes. His very desire to he perfectly 
dressed will take him to Blenkinsons', 
and, when he has spent two hours 
trying on the very latest, his desire to 
get ino, at any rate, passably dressed 


will induce him to say to Mr. Blenkinson, 
senior: “ I say, can’t you do something 
to stop tho governor wearing clothes 
like that ? ” 

Blenkinson, having long anticipated 
and dreaded this, will at once hasten 
round to the hack with the tape- 
measure; but Robert will catch him 
when lie comas round again and say, 
“ I shouldn’t have believed that you 
would ever consent to make such clothes 
as lie insists on wearing.” 

Blenkinson perforce will smile that 
deferential and conciliatory smile of 
his, which scorns to say: “ We entirely 
agrno with you, Sir, but it isn’t for us 
to say so.” 

Robert, blown out with conceit, upon 
being tacitly corroborated by Blonkin- 
sous in a matter of taste, will pur¬ 
sue the subject mercilessly, until his 
victim is forced into some definite 
statement. Looking round to see that 
lie cannot possibly ho overheard, Blen- 
kinson, senior, will bo led by his too 
perfect courtesy to commit, himself. 
“ Well, Sir,” ho will murmur, 11 we have 
on one or two occasions dared to hint 
that his cut was rather out of date, and 
would he permit ns to alter it in soino 
small particulars ? But Sir Reginald ” 
(or shall wo make it "the Gonoral ”?) 
"prefers, quite rightly, of course, to 
decide those things for himself.” 

“ ‘ Quite rightly ’ bo blowed,” Robert 
will retort. “ Wo know and ho doesn’t. 
Can't you mako him understand ? You 
can sometimes got him to bo reasonable, 
if you stick to him long enough.” 

Blonkinson will be quite unable to 
let his old and honoured customer go 
entirely undefended or uncxcused on so 
grave an issue. “ Wo fancy, Sir, that 
the Genoral" (or shall we say “His 
Lordship ” V) “ understands jnst as well 
as we do, Sir, hut . . 

" But what?” Robert would exclaim, 
a little exasperated to hear it suggested 
in his presence that 1 understand any¬ 
thing. 

Mr. Blenkinson, senior, will rub his 
chin, wondering very much whether he 
is justified in allowing himself to go 
so far as to hint at the truth in this 
instance. “But- er—woll, Sir,” ill 
be extracted from him at last, “ we 
gather—er—we gather, Sir—er’m—her 
Ladyship insist.” 

I soo Robert’s face clear and I hoar 
him say in quite a different tone, “ Oh, 
i ’ll soon manage mother for you.” 
And off he trots home, and in a week 
or less I have to adopt his ridicu¬ 
lously ugly, obviously impracticable 
and damnably uncomfgrfcable fashions 
—tight trousers and high collars, no 
doubt. 

Yesj, that's where Robert, and you, 
with your Robert, are leading me, con¬ 


found you both. It will bo as bad as 
that; confound you both. 

“ Don’t Bpeak like, that, oven in 
jest,” you ’ll say brazenly. 

“ But damme, Mary——” 

"And I certainly will not have my 
namocoupled with that sort of language, 
please.” 

I shall appoal to Robert to bear 
evidence that I am tho injured party, 
and not you. Robert of course will 
stand by you, and you, worthless woman 
that you aro, will sink your identity 
and sacrifice your soul and stand by 
TIGHT TROUSERS AND HIGH COI.LAH8. 

And I shall got rod in the face (and 
at tho hack of the neck). 

Ami in the end I shnll have to make 
good by taking yon all out to tho most 
expensive dinner, Ihoalie and supper 
possible—very nice for you two, no 
doubt, hut what about ino in those 
infernal trousors and collars ? 

It will right itself in tho end, for 1 
cannot believe your reason will per¬ 
manently forsake you, oven for that 
precious nut of a Robert. Lvontually 
wo shall prefer, unanimously you and 
I, to slink about the back streets, clothed 
in our own ideas, rather than pro¬ 
menade tho fashionablo parts clothed 
in Robert’s. 

Do you say to yourself that that 
supreme tost, tho sacrifice of Piccadilly, 
Bond Street and the Park, is too much? 
Don’t cry, darling; it will never ho as 
bad as that. And why? Because, 
according to that incredibly stupid 
young man, Robert, Piccadilly, Bond 
Street and the Park will then bo tho 
hack streets, in which no decent people, 
except out-of-date, old-fashioned fogeys 
like ourselves, would ever consent to be 
seen. So it is really myself who is still 
alone. Yours, R. 

LOVELY WOMAN. 

If the casual gods sond inquiring 
strangers into my camp, let them (the 
intruders) be civil, please, or at least 
bo male. Citizens I can at once wave 
away with a rogretful ncscio vos ; foot- 
officers are decently reserved in their 
thirst for knowledge of an essentially 
Secret Service; but officers’ wives- 

I was growing to like the Royal 
Gapshire Cyclists (H.D.), my neigh¬ 
bours in tho next field, until last Friday, 
when they perpetrated their Grand 
Athletic Tournament. Quite early in 
the day twos and threes of subalterns, 
with hore and there a oompany com¬ 
mander, dribbled across with a diffident 
wish to bo shown round the guns,’ and 
round we went.. By the ninth tour I 
was wearying fast of the ctoerone act, 
and hoping they would not mistake my 
.dutiful reticence for stuffiness. They 
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Itecmit. “Excuse me, Sin, but have the (Ikbmanh the bame methods in bayonet-fighting ab we have?" 
Instructor. “Let's hope so. It's you a only chance.” 


had made me free of a mess that has 
its points. Then, towards tea-time, She 
eame. The Major, who brought, intro¬ 
duced Her, apologised (not for bringing 
Her) and withdrew. He was due to 
start the Three-Legged Obstacle Relay. 
She, on the other hand, was no in¬ 
terested, and would I, etc.? Would I 
not! 

“ Lovely woman! ” thought I. “ Fit 
soil for a romantic seed! Farewell 
reserve and half-told truth ! ” I then 
proceeded to describe unto her things 
uttattempted yet in Field, Garrison, or 
High Angle Ballistios. Her first ques¬ 
tion (pointing to the recoil-controlling 
gear of No. 2 gun), whether Iwth barrels 
were fired at once, gave me a cue price¬ 
less and not to be missed. My imagin¬ 
ation held good for full fifteeu minutes, 
and by the time we were ambling back 
to the fence I had got on to our new 
sensitive electrical plant for registering 
the sound, height, range, speed and 
direction of hostile ahfcr&ft. The fluent 
ease of it intoxicated, land 1 was lucky 
not to mat the ‘whole by working in 
something crude And trite about the 
pilot’s name. ••••. 

She departed, smiling radiant thanks, 


and I thought no more of it until this 
morning, when Post Orderly handed 
me the following note:— 

“ I)eah Sik, —It was too kind of you 
to tell mo all about your guns the other 
day, and it was too bad of me to let 
you. I ought to have mentioned that 
my husband is the Colonel Strokes, of 
| the High Angle Ordnance Council. 
One of his favourite remarks is that 
the one woman of his acquaintance 
who knows more about artillery than a 
cow does of mathematics is 

“ Very sincerely yours, 

“ Evelyn Strokes. 

“ P.S,—Do you by any chance write? ” 

Commercial Candour. 

From a company’s report:— 

" Interim dividend on. the Ordinary imams 
£or half-year ended July 81,1917, at the rate 
of 10 per cont. per annum, less income tax.” 

JUvening Paper. 

“ A twolve-yoar-old boy was at Aberavon on 
Thursday sent to a reformatory school for five 
years. Ho was charged with stealing SJCjj 
Nbegetable marrows from an allotment." 

Wentem Mail. 

It is supposed that he intended to 
reduce them to decimals. 


CRICKET. 

There is no truth in the rumour that 
spectacular cricket is to be resumed. 
It is perfectly true that a section of 
the public who arc devoted to watch¬ 
ing the game and cannot understand 
why, because the nations happen to be 
at war, this favourite summer recre¬ 
ation should be denied them, have 
been agitating for the Government to 
arrange with the War Office to release 
all first-class cricketers now in the 
Forces, so that they may ho free to 
play matches at home. It is also* 
true that the Government, having re¬ 
fused to do this, subsequently, in view 
of the arguments urged by a deputation 
of crieket enthusiasts, agreed to do so, 
since it has always set its face against 
any pedantic rigidity of purpose,. But 
none the less no such matches will be 
played, for the,simple reason that tiie 
cricketers tnemselves refuse to come 
back until their job is finished. 


“Boors.—Save nearly .'50% buying Factory 
diroet.”— Nett'* of the World. 

On second thoughts we think w© shall 
continue buying one pair at a time. ’ 
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THE BALLAD OF J0NE8’S BLICHTY. 

There are some men who dwell for years 
Within the battle’s hem, 

Almost impervious, it appears, 

To shot or stratagem ; 

Some well-intentioned sprite contrives 
By hook or crook to save their lives 
(It also keeps them from their wives), 
And Jonos was one of them. 

The hugest bolts of Messrs. Knurl* 
Hissed harmless through his hair; 
The Bosch might blow his billet up, 
But he would be elsewhere; 

And if with soul-destroying thud 
A monstrous Minnie hit the mud, 

Tho thing was sure to be a dud 
If only Jones was there. 

Mon onviod him his scatheless skin, 
But he deplored the fact, 

And day by day, from sheer chagrin, 
He did some dangorous act; 

He slew innumerable Huns, 

He captured towns, lie captured guns; 
His friends went homo with Blighty 
ones, 

But ho remained intact. 

We had a horse of antique shape, 

M ild aud of mellowed age, 

And, after some unique escape, 

Which made him mad with rage, 


On this grave steed Jonos rode away . . . 
They bore him back at break of day, 
And Jones is now with Mrs. J.— 

The convalescent stage. 

The world ohservod the chance was 
droll 

That sent so mild a hack 
To smite the invulnerable soul 

Whom William could not whack ; 
But spiteful folk remarked, of courso, 
He must have used terrific force 
Before he got that wretehod home 
To throw him off its back. 

================= A.P.II. 

Another Impending* Apology. 

“Many coolies of tho savage tribes from tho 
hilly places, who have boon enlisted for the 
labour corps, wore seen pasaing this town by 
train lately. Some had too.fowolothos. Our 

lato Chief Secretary, tho Hon'ble Mr.-, 

was seen among them.”— Times of Assam. 

-*4,-—- 

“All can sympathise with Mr. --and his 

teetotal party in deploring tho oxcusses of 
‘liquor’ of any description, and the vico, 
want and misery it brings in its course. But 
we cannot for n singlo moment listen to their 
selfish and pitiful boatings, when we know 
that if their methods were carried out through 
tho land it would people our belovod country 
with a ' irile race of effete degenoratos.” 

Ppovindal Paper. 

“Virile ’’ is good, and should encourage 
the teetotalers to proceed with their 
“ beatings.” 


' German Cavalry in (and out of) Action. 

“ ‘Polyhc,’ writing in tho Figaro, estimates 
tho Gorman lossos at 20,000 horse dc combat 
on tho firBt day of the battle.”— Local Paper. 

“Following tho Franco-German war an epi¬ 
demic of smallpox raged throughout Kurope, 
which was not checked until Jonnor’s famous 
vaccination discovery."— Lirerpiool Echo. 

It is sad to think that Jenneu’s dis¬ 
covery, made in .1796, should have 
remained dormant till after 1870. 


“Mr. Gorard's reminiscences have cuusod 
mubh perturbation in Gcrniun Court circles.” 

Daily Paper. 

Little scraps of paper, 

Little drops of ink 
Make the Ivatser caper 
And the Nations think. 

1 ' A money prize offered to hoys at Uarcombe, 
Suxxea, for killing cabbage butterflies resulted 
in over 4,000 insects being destroyed. The 
j winner, Victor King, accounted for 1,895.” 

Liverpool Echo. 

j Wo congratulate him on bis Suxxes. 

■ “One now thing he [Mr. Hkkdebson] dis- 
| closed wan that in his pervious statement that 
carried tho Conference to tho Stockholm "oto, 
&c.”— Daily Mail. 

As “ pervious,” according to Webster, 
means “ capable of being soon through,” 
we think the printer is to be congratu¬ 
lated. 
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Member of Committee ( interviewing candidate for training for farm work). “ And ARK YOU I'oM) ok animals—horses ash COWS?" 

Candidate . " WELL, NO—NOT VERY." 

Member of Committee. “ JU'T I’M afraid that’s kvtheu necessary." 

Candidate (brightly rcanhitr). "Oil, BUT I SHOULD TRY NOT TO THINK ABOUT them." 

An expression of concern passed you to-day. As you are no doubt 
AN IDEAL MEDICAL BOARD, across bis face. 1 aware, it is contrary to its rule to 

(A Dream of the Future.) " Oh, you shouldn't have done that,! examine more than three persons in 

I was duo to go in front of the local Sir. The Authorities don't like it. 1 one day, and an unusually difficult 
Medical Board noxt morning, and 1 was Thero is a special fund for such ox-1 case, held over from yesterday, has 
seeking distraction in the evening paper, penses, you know, Sir. Will you please J upset all its arrangements. 

Suddenly my oyo was caught by the come this way, Sir?” ! “The Board would consider it a 

headlines announcing the transfer of 1 followed him along the corridor,: favour if you could make it convenient 
recruiting arrangements from the Mili- an< l was shown into a luxurious apart- ’ to call again to-morrow morning at 
tary to the Civil authorities. This monfc . overlooking a ploasant garden, the samo time. 

promised to he interesting. Tlio janitor placed an easy chair in ] “ The enclosed choque is intended to 

All at once the room grew misty position for me, handed mo u copy of! compensate you for the unnecessary 
and when the atmosphere cleared again Pllnclt ’ and brought mo a glass of wino! trouble to which you have been put. 

I found myself in the open street. and SOIU ° biscuits. “ Your obedient Servants-’’ 

Before mo was a palatial building with “ Now, Sir, if you will give me your Punctually at the time appointed I 
the words “ Medical Board ” carved on papers I will sond them up to the n g a j n entered the building, and was 
a marble slab over the main entrance. Hoard. met by tho same janitor. j 

I entered, and was immediately con- f handed the packet to him, and lie « The Board is quite ready for you, ! 
fronted by a liveried janitor who bowed ‘ e “ Hie room. Sir,” lie said. “ Will you please asooud I 

obsequiously. A ^ ew minutes later a message-girl to tho dressing-room, Sir?" 

’""1 have come to be medically ex- entered. . He committed me to the care of a 

arained,” I explained. ‘‘ Are you Mr. Smith . she inquired, lift-girl, who couvcyed me to the second , 

“ Yes, Sir,” he replied. “ Will you * confessed that I was, upon which s t, oro y t Herafi was handed over to a 
be good enoiigli to wait one moment, s e° handed me a sealed envelope. 1 smar t valet, who assisted me to un- I 
Sir, while I settle with your taxi-driver, °P enet * lfc ' l in “ fout *« a n if ,,. an< a dress in a comfortable little apartment j 
and then I will take you to the waiting- eheque for five pounds, the letter ran re plehe with every convenience, 
room, Sir.” as tollo ' !V3 ■ Having donned a warm dressing- 

“I have no taxi," I said. “I just “ Sia, —The above-named Medical gown, I was conducted to the Board 
walked." Board regrets its inability to examine Room, where 1 found a dozen of our 
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SONGS OF FOOD PRODUCTION. 

VI. 

Ballad of the Potato. 

Above three hundred years ago 
To Britain’s shores there came 

An immigrant of lineage low— 

Sol Tuberose his name. 

He settled down in mean estate, 
Despised on every side, 

Until at last he waxbd great, 

Grew rich and multiplied. 

Now noun so popular as he; • 

To every house he goes, 

At every table he must be— 

The great Sol Tuberose! 

, In time of war he proves his worth, 
He helps us everywhere ; 

There’s nothing on (or in) this earth 
That can with him compare. 

Not the great Lloyd could save the 
land 

I'ixcept for mighty Sol; 

For bo is Bread’s twin-brother—and 
He gives us Alcohol; 

Not such as fills the toper's turn, 
But such as fills the shell— 

Such as will be in days to come 
Heat, light, and pow’r as well. 

Yes, in the spacious days to come 
We ’ll bless Sol Tuberose, 

When all our motor ongines hum 
On what the farmer grows. 

Then cultivate him all you can, 

With him and his stand well in ; 

There’s one that is a Nobleman, 
There’s one Sir John Llewellyn. 


Employer. ‘’Wjikuk uavh you deen?" 
Employer. "Wuat, in nr time?” 


(Jid Operative. • ’AVISO MU 'Alii CUT." 

Old Operative. “ WELL, IT GREW IN YOUU TIME." 


greatest Specialists assembled. The 
President shook hands and greeted me 
effusively. Then I passed in turn from 
one Doctor to another, each making, 
with the utmost delicacy and con¬ 
sideration, a thorough examination of 
that part of my anatomy on which lie 
was an acknowledged export. 

When this was over 1 was invited to 
retire to the dressing-room and resume 
my garments while the Board held a 
protracted consultation on my case. 
On returning to the Board Room I was 
provided with a soat, and the President 
addressed me. 

" Well, Mr. Smith, we can find 
nothing constitutionally wrong with 
you. But tell mo, have you ever had 
any serious illuoss ? " 

I shook my head. I had always 
been abnormally healthy. 

‘‘Think oarefully," he urged. “ We 
don’t want to pass you as fit if we can 
help it.” 


He scorned so anxious that I felt 
ashamed to disappoint him. 

“ Well,” 1 replied, “ the only thing I 
can call to mind is that, according to my 
mother, I had a severe teething rash 
when 1 was ten months old.” 

As T uttered these words the faces of 
all became suddenly grave. 

“ That is quite enough, Mr. Smith,” 
said the President. “ You are given 
total exemption. You should never 
have been brought here at all, but I 
am sure you wifi realise that in times 
of national emergency mistakes of this 
nature are hound to occur. If you will 
apply to the Cashier on your way out 
he will give you a djra/t for twenty 
pounds, to reimburse you jn some small 
way for the loss of yoqir valuable time. 
Good-bye! ” • ^ • 

He held out his hand, but before I 
could grasp it a mist igain enveloped 
me, from which I emerged upon the 
dreadful facts of life. 1 


There'« one that is a British Queen, 
There’s one a dwarf, Ashleaf, 
There’s one that is a plain Colleen, 
There's one an Arran Chief. 

He ’ll serve us if we do him well 
(Last year he failed our foes). 

Oli, who can all the praises toll 
Of good Sol Tuberose! W. B. 

The Reveu&nt. 

“CAPTAIN STANLEY WILSON'S 
RETURN HOME. 

Chkebfcii and Well a*tkb Long Inteb- 
mbnt.” —Yorkshire Post. 

“ Gentleman, 80, offers 10/- weekly, own 
laundry, and help with children, refined 
country home. No needlework ."—The Lady. 

Slacker! ,-- 

Letter sent by a soldier’s wife to the 
Army Pay-Department :— 

I am sending you nay murage sertifioato 
and six children there were seven but won 
died You only sent six hack her mime woe 
fanny and woe baptised on a half sheet of 
paper by the reverend ThantiM.’’ 





Officer (on leave). “So you'UK still aljvr, 1*ktmr?" 

Peter. “ Vkh, Sib— an’ I’m ooin' to bee anotheb Ohiustmab, Sin. You sue, Sin, I’vu always noticed that when I live 

THBOUOH THE MONTH Ol*' AlJQUBT I LIVE OUT THE WHOLE YE Alt." 


a Centenary 

JOHN LEECH. 

Bom Aiujust ‘29Ih, 1817. 

I.—To ouk Greatest Contributor. 
John Leech, a hundred years ago, 
When you were bom and after. 
There shone a sort of kindly glow 
Of airy fun and laughter; 

It was a sound that seemed to sing, 
A universal humming 
That made the echoing rafters ving 
And so proclaimed your coming. 

It was not noted at the timo: 

I was not there to note it, 

But now I set it down in rhyme 
That other men may quote it 
And still maintain the thing is truo, 
Defying Wisdom’s strictures, 

And lose all doubt by looking through 
A book of Leech’s pictures. 

You drew our English country-folk 
As many others saw thorn— 

The simple life, the simple joke, 

But only you could draw them ; 
Tire warp and woof of country joys 
In green and pleasant places; 

The mischievous and merry boys, 
The girls with shiifing faces. 

The Squires, the Centaurs of the ©has© 
And all the ©base's patrons, • 
Each in his own. Ids ordered place ; 

..; The comfortable matrons-- , <. 


Those were your stuff, and these your 
skill 

Consigned to future ages, 

And caught and set thorn down at will 
In Mr. Punch’s pages. 

Besides, you bound us to your praiso 
With many strong indentures 
By limning Mr. Briggs, his ways 
And countless misadventures. 

For these and many a hundred more, 
Far as our voice can reach, Sir, 
Wo send it out from shore to shore, 
And bless your name, John Leech, 
Sir. R. C. L. 

II.— Historian and Prophet. 

A hundred years ago to the very 
day was John Leech born. Mr. Punch 
came into the world on July 17th, 1841, 
and was thus twenty fouryeatsyounger. 
But in spite of any disparity in age the 
two great men were made for each 
other. John Leech without Mr. Punch 
would still have Bpread delight, for did 
he not illustrate those Handley Cross 
novels which his friend Thackeray 
said he would rather have written than 
any of his own books ? But to think 
of Mr. Punch without John Leech is, 
as the Irishman said, unthinkable. 
From the third volume, when Leech 
got really into his stride, until his 
lamented early death in 1884, Leech’s 
genius was at the service of his young 
friend: his quick perceptive kindly eyes 


jevor vigilant for humorous incident, 
his ears alert for humorous sayings, 
and his hand translating all into pic¬ 
torial drama and by a sure and benign 
instinct soizing always upon the hap¬ 
piest moment. 

His three monumental volumes called 
Pictures of Life and Character consti¬ 
tute a truer history of the English 
people in the middle of the last century 
than any author could have oomposed: 
history made gay with laughter, but 
history none the less. And this leaves 
out of account altogether the artist’s 
work as a cartoonist, where he often 
| exceeded the duty of the historian, 
| and not only recorded the course of 
events but actually influenced it. 

To influence the course of events 
was however far from being this simple 
gentleman’s ambition. What he chiefly 
wished was to enable others to share his 
own enjoyment in the fun and foibles 
of a world in which it is better to be 
cheerful than sad, and, in the process 
of passing on his amusement, to earn a 
sufficient livelihood to enable him to pay 
his way and now and then be free to 
follow the hounds. 

All these praisfcjs' he would probably 
wish unsaid, so modest and unassum¬ 
ing was he. Let us therefore stop and 
merely draw attention to the two pages 
of his drawings which follow, each of 
which shows John Leech in the light 
of a prophet. 











WELL INTENDED, NO DOUBT. 

Quaker to British Lion. “ Thebe, friend ! Now 
LET M15 PUT AWAY THOSE DANGEROUS VANITIES I " l 
[“ Bunch," November SO, I85'J. 


A DISTRESSED AGRICULTURIST. 

Landlord , “Well, Mb. Springwheat, aocobding to the papers, thebe 

SEEMS TO BE A PROBABILITY OF A CESSATION OF HOSTILITIES." 

Tenant (vtho strongly approves of War prices). •* Goodness, gbacious I WHY, 
YOU DON’T MEAN TO SAY THAT THEBE’S ANY DANGER OF PEAVE 1 " 

[" Punch " February S, 1858. 












































Auqust 29, 1917.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


hlUiiiur 1 


fiS m " 


>'■ >81 








1 lu.ll:!ilii 





1“ .A* 

'ST 


THE PARLIAMENTARY FEMALE. 

t'other of tin' Fa mill/. "Cmin, dear; we bo seldom c.o oir together now 
- can’t you take us all io the clay tonuiht?" 

Mistress of the Howie nml M.P. " How YOU talk, Charles! Don’t yoc bee 
THAT L AM TOO BUSY’’ I HAVE A COMMITTEE TOMORROW MORNING, AND I HAVE 
MV SPEECH ON THE (.[{EAT CROCHET Ql ESTION TO UIIKPARK foil THE EVENING." 

("’’ Pimeh's A1 nninnek" Jor /S.jj’ 


1.1, 

tkm ^ 

Ins-' roirtus-i 1 







AN ASTONISHING REQUEST. 

Flint young hut}/ [to old gout). " Have Yoe such 
A THINE AS'A LUCIFER ABOUT YOE, FOllI’VH LEFT 
Ml CIGAR LIGHTS AT HOME?” 

i “1‘itneh, ’ August Ml, IKY, 




NOT VERY LIKELY. 

Mist ran. “ Well, I'm sumo! And puay who is that 0 '' 

Cool. “ Oh, ie you pi. ease, ’m, it’s only mycoesin who has called 

JUST TO SHOW ME HOW TO MOIL A POTATO." I " I’ll Ill'll," A ligil.st It, IS.jO 




Im. 



mm 


OUR SPECIALS. 

Special Constable. "Now mind, you know— if I 
KIEL YOE, IT’S NOTHIN',!, 1H’T IE YOE KILL ME, HY 
.11ni io, it’s »ii JiDEH." |” Flinch," April :!•/, tut*. 




A PEACE CONFERENCE. 

Flora. “On, I am so glad—deau Harriet-there is a 

CHANCE OE PEACE—I AM MAKING THESE SLIPPERS AGAINST 

dear Alfred comes rack !" 

Cousin Tom. "Hah, well! I ain’t quite so anxious aboct 

PEACE—FOR, YOU BEE, SINCE THOSE SOLDIER CHAPS HAVE BEEN 
ABROAD, WE CIVILIANS HAVE HAD IT PRETTY MUCH OUR OWN 
WAY WITH THE OURL81 ’’ ( "Punch," March 33, 1S56. 
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HOME AMUSEMENTS. 

Grand peace demonstration in our nursery ! 

| "Punch," May St, lfto6 
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A BALLAD OF EELS. 

[“Lord Dost!,orough has just boon reminding 
ns <jf the neglected ttourco oi food supply that 
wo have in the. eels oi our rivers and ponds. 
He stated, ‘ The food value oi an eel is remark¬ 
able. In food value one pound oi eels is bettor 
than a loin of beef. . . . The greatest eel- 
breodmg establishment in the world is at On 
maoehio, on the Adriatic. This ocl nursery is 
a gigantic swamp of 140 miles In circumference 
It has been in existence for centuries, and in 
the sixteenth century it yielded an annual 
revenue of . 11,1100 to the T’ope.’ ” 

Lien yenl Daily /‘ns/.] 

When lowering clouds refuse to lift. 

And spread depression far and wide, 
And when the need of strenuous thrift 
Is loudly proacliod on every side, 
What boundless gratitude one feels 
To Dksborough, inspiring chief, 

For tolling us : “ One pound of eels 
Is hotter than a loin of hoof ” ! 

Of old, Popes made eel-breeding pay 
(At least Lord Dukuorouoii says 
they did), 

And cleared per annum in this way 
Twelve hundred jingling, tingling 
quid. 

In fact my brain in anguish reels 
To think wo never took a leaf 
Out of the hook which taught that 
oels 

Aro hotter than prime cuts of beef. 

In youth, fastidiously inclined, 

I own with sliamo that L eschewed, 
Like most of my unthinking kind, 

This luscious and nutritious food ; 
But now that Dhsrokouoh reveals 
Its value, with profound belief 
I sing with him : “One pound of eels 
Is hotter than a loin of beef.” 

I chant it loudly in my hath, 

I chant it when the sun is high, 

And when the moon pursues her 
path 

Noctambulating through the sky. 
And when the hill of fare at meals 
Is more than usually hriof, 

Again I sing: "One pound of oels 
Is better than a loin of beef.” 

If is a charm that never fails 

When friends accost mo in the street 
And utter agonizing wails 

About the price of butcher’s meat. 

“ Cheerup,” 1 tell them, “ creels on creels 
Are hastening to your relief ; 

Cheer up, my friends, one pound of 
eels 

Is better than a loin of beef.” 

Thon all ye fearful folk, dismayed 
By threatened shortage of supplies, 
Lot not your anxious hearts he swayed 
By croakers or their dismal ories; 
But, from Penzance to Galashiels, 
From Abertillery to Crieff, 
Ketnomber that “one pound of oels 
Is better than a loin of beef.” 


But those are only pleasant dreams 
Unless, to realise our hopes, 
Proprietors of ponds and streams 
Ro-stoek them, like the early Popes. 
Then, though we still run short of keels 
And com he leaner in the sheaf, 

We shall at least have endless eels, 
Unnumbered super-loins of beef. 

AT THE PLAY. 

“ Billeted.” 

No wonder the Royalty Management, 
realising how resolutely determined the 
public was to have nothing to do with 
anything so witty and workmanlike as 
The Foundations of Mr. Galsworthy, 
have for their new hill declined upon 
the pleasantly trivial comedy of errors 
and tarradiddles, Billeted. 

Belt)/ Tunidnie is billeting at her 



1111,LUTING AND COOING. 

(77//' happy ending ) 

Cap! am Ht/nnll . . Mr. Dennis Eadjil 
Hetty Tatmhne . , Miss luiH Hoey. 

pretty manor - house a nice vague 
Colonel. The Vicar’s sister disapproves, 
because Belly is a grass-widow, and 
I'enelopc, the all-hut-flapper, an insuf¬ 
ficient chaperone. Hho expresses her 
disapproval with a hardy insolence 
which must ho rare with vicars' sistors 
| in these emancipated times. Naturally 
when you have a great deal of palaver 
about Belly's husband having desorted 
her two jours ago after a serious tiff, 
and no word spoken or written since, 
you rightly guess that tho expectod 
new Adjutant, Captain Bymill, will be 
none other fitian the missing man. But 
you probably don't guess that Betty, 
to spoof the Church and koop the 
Colonel, has decided to kill her husband 
by faked telegram. Bo you have a dis¬ 
tinctly intriguing thome, which Miss 
Tennyson -Iesse and Captain Habwood 
handle with .very considerable adroit¬ 
ness and embroider with many really 
sparkling and laughter-compelling lines. 

I should like to ask the pleasant 
authors some questions. How is it 


that the infinitely susceptible Colonel, 
who loves Penelope, but is so overcome 
by the pseudo-sorrowing Betty that he 
is afraid of “ saying so much more than 
he means,” and appeals to his invalu¬ 
able Adjutant for help—how is it lie 
survived a bachelor till fifty? And 
how did Belly, with her abysmal 
ignorance of pass-book lore, manage to 
postpone hor financial oatastrophe for 
two whole years? And how do they 
suppose so popular and personable a 
man as Taradine could come hack to 
England under an assumed name with¬ 
out a number of highly inconvenient 
questions boing asked ? More seriously, 
1 would ask if they really expect us to 
believe in the reconciliation on so deop 
a nolo of this nice butterfly and this 
callous husband, who never intended, 
but for the War, to como back from his 
big-game shooting, and who took no 
pains to arrange suitable guidance 
(there was a lawyer vaguely mentioned, 
hut he seems to have been singularly 
unobtrusive) for the obviously incompe¬ 
tent spouse whom he professes still to 
love ? f am afraid it will not do. The 
one real point of weakness in tho pre¬ 
sentation was that Mr. Eathe could 
not inodulalo from the key of agreeable 
flippancy in which tho comedy as a 
whole was set into that of the solemnly 
sentimental coda. Thus was the artis¬ 
tic unity of a pleasant trifle dostroyod. 

Mr. Dawson Milwahd’b clever care¬ 
ful method made the Colonel a very 
live and plausible figure. Some of 
his intimate touches were exceedingly 
adroit. Thoauthors deserve a fair sharo 
of tho credit. Indeed there was through- 
nut a suggestion of clever charaetoriso- 
tion conspicuously above the average 
of this (/cure. Penelope was an excel¬ 
lently developed part, rendered with un¬ 
expectedly mature skill by Miss Stella 
JessE. The Vicar promised at first to 
ho a new typo, hut the authors seemed 
to have lost interest in him half-way, 
and not even Mr. La whence Hanray'h 
skill and restraint could quite save him. 
1 rate Mr. Eadie as an actor too high 
to he much amused by him in obviously 
Eadie parts. " A man's reach must 
exceed his grasp.” I think it just to 
Miss IIoey to say that she seemed a 
little handicapped by efforts of memory, 
a condition which will duly disap¬ 
pear and leave her charm to assert 
itself. Mr. Gkobge Howard was quite 
admirable as a Scots bank manager; 
MisB Blanche Stanley, a really sound 
combination of essential good-nature 
and wounded dignity as a cook on the 
verge of gi ving notice. Miss Gertrude 
Sterroll tackled a vioaress of the Mid- 
Victorian era (authors’ responsibility 
this) with a courage which deserves 
both praise and sympathy. T. 



THE OPTIMIST. 

If this is the hi cut villaoe then we'be au. kioht. This instructions is clear— 1 Go past the post-office and shake to 


THE LEFT AFOUE YOU COME TO THE CHURCH.’" 

THE AIRMAN. 

Jack loves dreadnoughts, l’eggy lovos trains, 

JJut I know what I love—aeroplanes. 

Jack will sail the high seas if ho can stick it; 

Peggy ’ll be the girl in blue who asks to see your tickot; 
But I will stoor my aeroplane over London town 
And loop tho loop till Nurse cries out, “ Lor', Master Jim, 
come down! ” 

Jaolc will ho an admiral if he isn’t sick; 

Peggy ’ll take the tickets and punch them with a click ; 
Put i will make a splendid hum up thoro in the blue; 
I’ll look down on London town, I ’ll look down on you. 

Jack will hunt for U-boats and sink the boasts by scores; 
Poggy ’ll have a perfect life, slamming carriage doors; 
But I shall join the li.F.C. and Nurse herself will shout, 
“There's Master Flight-Commander Jim lias put them 
Huns to rout." 

"A well-known Liverpool shipowner and philanthropist is giving 
£70,000—£100 for each year of his life—to various charitublo and 
philanthropic objectB."— Scotsman. 

He might almost havo lived in the time of the Patriarchs, 
but wo gather that lie preferred the days of tho profits. 

“ Often it wan impossible to detect the existence of underground 
works until their occupants opened fire. At orto such spot a white 
hag was displayed, and when our' men charily approached a burst of 
fire met them."— EaM Anglian Daily Times. 

The enemy is evidently up to his old trick—taking cover 
behind women. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

I fohkswis the appearance, during the next few years, of 
many regimontal handbooks that will record the history at 
this present visibly and gloriously in the making. One 
such has already readied me, a second edition of A Brief 
History of the Kniifs Loyal Rific Corps ( NVaiuif.n), compiled 
and edited by Lieut.-General Sir Edwaud Hutton, K.C.B. 
It is a hook to be bought and treasured by many to whom 
the record of a fine and famous regiment has become in 
these last years doubly precious. The moment of its 
appearance is indeed excellently opportune, from the faet 
that, in the first place, the K.R.R, was recruited from our 
brothers across tho Atlantic, tho GOtli Royal Americans 
(as they were then) having been raised, in 17/Hi, from the 
colonists in the East,cm States, with a view to retrieving 
the rocont disaster to General Bkaddock's troops, and to 
provide a force that could meet the French and Indians 
upon equal terms. Thus the Regiment, which its historian 
modestly calls a typical unit of the British Army, is in its 
origin anothor link between the two great English-speaking 
allies of to-day. It has a record, coi’tainly second to none, 
from Quebec to Ypres—one that splendidly hears out the 
words, themsolvcs ringing like steel, of its motto, Ceter ct 
A minx. 1 should add that all profits from the sale of the 
book will go to “The Ladies' Guild of the King's Royal 
Rifle Corps.” Friends past and present will no doubt see 
to it that these profits are considerable. 

In The Immortal Gamble (A. and 0. Black), by A, T. 
Stewabt and C. J. Pesuall, the Acting Commander and 
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Chaplain of Tf.M.S. Cornwallis describe Uio part taken by Associations,” and the “Independent Committee for a Ger- 
llieir bIi i]> and its gallant complement in the bombardment man Peace.” It is an insolent, humourless, immoral doeu- 
of Gallipoli and the subsequent, landings down to the final mont. Anything like it published in England would be 
evacuation. The account is clear, concise, unemotional i laughed out of court by Englishmen. It is difficult to keep 
and uncontrovcrsial. As a glimpse rather than a serve) ! one’s temper wlion one reads all this nauseating stuff about 
of t.ho Dardanelles campaign it strengthens our faith in the | the little German lamb being threatened by the wolf, 
spirit of t.ho race without hopelessly undermining our con-I England (or Russia or Franco, as host suits the current 
fidenee in its intelligence. Beyond the fact that it records paragraph), and Germany's fine solicitudo for the freedom 
deeds of brave men flic book lias no mission, and its cboerfnl . of the seas. J t is no disrespect to Sir Ciiaiu.es W at. ostein 
detachment might, not, in the absence of sterner chronicles, j that bis acute and dispassionate comment is not so forcible 
bo salutary. But. as long us there are enough (Commissions 1 an argument to hold us unflinchingly to the essence of our 
to publish scathing repoi Is on this or that phase of national ; task as any pago of the manifesto itself. The German, with 
ineptitude it. is not the publishers' business io provide each- j all Ins craft, has an almost unlimited capacity for giving 
arl.ics for the Cabled soul of a self satisfied people As the | himself away. It would seem that, after all, humour is 


passing of time obliterates the 
futilities and burnishes the hcio- 
isms of the noblest and most, forlorn 
adventuro in t lie history of the race, 

Tlw I mmol Ittl (laml/lr will lind a 
just place among t he simple chron¬ 
icles of courage which the War is I 
storing up for the inspiration of the T 
generations to come. 1 ' 


of late the cinema 
departed from its 


l fancy that 
has somewhat 

life-long preoccupation with the 
cow-hoy, otlici wise, I should have 
little hesitation in predicting a groat, 
future on the film for Naomi of tlir j 
Mountain* (Oasski.i.), For this 
very stirring drama of t.ho wilder 
West is so packed with what, I can' 
rosist calling “leclisin” that it is j 
almost impossible to think of it,’ 
otherwise than in terms of the 
screen. It is concerned with the 
wooing, by two contrasted suitors, 
of Naomi, herself more or loss a 
child of nature, who dwelt in the 
hack - of - he)end with her old, 
fanatic and extremely unpleasant 
father. JJut, though the action is 
of the breathless type that wo 
have come to expect, from such a 
sott ing, there is far more character 
and serious observation than you 
would ho prepared lo lind. Mr. 

CmusTouHiin Ciu.i.ey has drawn 
a real woman, and at least two 
human and well-observed men. 1 
detail tho varied course of Naomi's 
in a perfect orgy of battle, with s 
redskins and revolvers- in short, all tho effects that Air. 
IIawtuhy not long ago so successfully illustrated on the 
stage. To sum up, 1 should dosciihe Naomi of the Moun¬ 
tains as m ilodr.iiua with a difference—the difference 
residing in its clever character-drawing and some touches 
of genuine emotion which lift it above the ordinary. And 



oru nisToiiuwr. museum 

FANCY I'OlnltAIT OK TUB l.ASr UI.I>\VKH OK -I UK CAST 

wmsTi.i: Knit \ I.onikin cam, AmesT 21 st, 11117. 


tho best, gift of the gods. . . . Our 
commentator ends with an opi- 
\ j gram to the general effect that 
\\ | “ until they adopt, in common with 
ins, the ideal of the Gentleman, 
in contradistinction to that of the 
Superman," wo must continue to 
stiafe them in war or peace. His 
hook constitute* an important 
War document. 


if 1 had boon compelled to nom¬ 
inate an author to write a hook 
called The. Gossip Shoji (Hoduku 
and Stoughton) 1 should have 
selected Mrs. J. E. Buck hose 
without a moment's hesitation. 
So 1 ought to ho happy. Any¬ 
thing more soothing to tired nerves 
than the tittle - tattle of those 
Wondlobury old ladies it is im¬ 
possible to imagine. And to add 
to the lullaby we are given an 
ancient, cab-horse called Gnseltla, 
who with a flick of her tail seems 
to render the atmosphere even 
more calm and serene. Then there 
is a love-story which, in spite of 
misunderstandings, is never really 
perturbing, and—as a spice- a 
fortune telling lady who in such 
respectable society is as near to 
being naughty as doesn't matter. 
Small beer I* Perhaps. But if you 
want to get away from tho War 
and rumours of it, 1 advise you to 


will not give you in 1 lake a draught of this tranquillizing potion, 
romance, which ends ; - - - - 

icriffs and shooting, , ,, , „ 

^ 1 1'rom a Booksellers Catalogue:— 

“ l'l.cTAitcir His l.ifc, his Parallel Livos, ami his Morals. 

So spicy a story is surely cheap at the juice. 


“The muse of tho explosion is unknown, lml it is assumed 
that some combust,ihlr matter was among the coal.”-. Daily Dispatch. 


ibis from one to whom the Wild West in fiction lias long I R is fllir to some of tho coal merchants to say that 
been a weariness is something more than tepid praise. j tlioy take groat pains to reduce this danger to a minimum. 

Sir Chaih.es Wai.ostein, author of the thoughtful Arista- The Fishes’ Feast. 

democracii, is a thinker w r ith an internationalist mind. ljut “Sugar cargoes amounting to over -10,000 tons have boon put down 
pray don’t think he’s not a whole-hogger about tho War.! V mill0K and submarines .Daily Daper. 

In What Her maw/ is FvjUthuj For (Longmans) he analyses ! Fin.i. many a cube of Sparkling Loaf agleam 

the Germans' statement of their war-aims i^nd does good Tho dark unfathom’d caves of ocean bear; 

service by presenting an excellent translation, with com- Full many a sack of Crystals melts astream 

merit anil epilogue, of the famous manifesto of “ Tho Six And wastes its sweetness on the fishes there. 
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The Kaiber has again visited the 
High Seas Fleet in security at Wil- 
helmshaven. Enthusiastic applause 
greeted the brief speech in which he 
urged them “ to stick to it.” 

There is no truth in the rumour that 
ono of the recently escaped Huns got 
away disguised as Mr. Ramsay Mac¬ 
donald. * ... 

* 

Some commotion was caused in tho 
Strand last week when a policeman 
accused a man of whistling for a taxi¬ 
cab. Later, however, tho police- f~ 
man accopted tho gentleman’s 
plea that he was not whistling, 
but that was his natural face. 

»F 

From tho latest reports from 
Dovor wo gather that this year j 
the Channel has decided to swim [ 

Great Britain. 


As a result of tho excessive 
rain a nigger troupe at Margate 
were seen to pale visibly. 

* * 

Fortunately for' the Ameri¬ 
cans there is one man who will 
stand by thorn .in their hour of 
trouble. According to a Spanish 
news message Mix Jack .John¬ 
son has decided not to return to 
America. * * 

* 

Owing to the scarcity of 
matches we understand that 
many smokers now adopt the 
plan of waiting for the fire- 
engine to turn out and then 
proceed to the conflagration to 
get a light. * 


a few other people to join the Gedors 
family at their mid-day meal. 

>;t »|e 

* 

King Constantine, says a despatch, 
has rented an expensive villa over¬ 
looking Lake Zurich. Just the thing 
for an ex-pensivo monarch. 

* * 

>|: 

We are requested to say that tho 
man named Smith, charged at Bow 
Police Court the other day, is in no 
way oonnectod with tho other Mr. 
Smiths. # * 

At a vegetable show at Godaiming, 
f),7H0 dead butterflies were exhibited 


flying tho Argentine flag must always 
be torpedoed by accident. 



* * 

Mammoth marrows have been re¬ 
ported from several districts, and it is 
now rumoured that Sir Douglas Haig 
is busy developing a giant squash. 

V 

An official report states that there 
are fhreo hundred and forty-th'ree ice¬ 
cream shops in Wandsworth. Un¬ 
fortunately this is not the only indica¬ 
tion of an early winter. 

♦ 

A potato closely resembling tho Ger¬ 
man Chown Prince has been dug. up 
at Beading. This is very good 
for a beginning, but our amateur 
potato-growers must produce a 
IfiNDENBUfiG if wo are to win 
1 flio War. ... * 

i ’ * 

A woman walked-into a shop 
' at Cuckfield and settled a bill 
! sent to her twenty-four years 
j ago, but it is not staled whether 
she was really able to obtain 


| any sugar. 


# »Je - 

♦ 


A catfish has been caught at 
Hastings. It died worth a lady’s gold by children 
bracelet and a small pocket-knife. 


Doctor. “ Voun THROAT IB IN A VKRY BAD STATE. 
VOU EVER TRIED CAROLING WITH SALT WATER?" 
Skipper. “Yes, I'VE BEEN TORPEDOED BIX TIMER.” 


* * 
* 


It is understood that the 
pacifists are protesting against this 
encouragemont of the martial spirit 
thi 


The Norwegian explorer, Roald Am- among the young 
undsen, is preparing for a trip to the *** 

North Pole in 1918. Additional interest Considerable annoyance has been 
now attaches to this spot as being the caused in Government circles by tho 
only territory whose neutrality the Ger- announcement that “at last the War 
mans have omitted to violate. Office has been aroused.” Officials 

* t * there, however, deny the accusation. 

Russian tea is being sold in London *** 

at 12s, Id. a pound. It is remarkable The Chancelloh op the Exchequer 
that, with the country in its present has received four hundred pounds from 
disorganised condition, the Russian an anonymous donor towards the cost 
merchants can still hold their own with- of the War. The donor, it appears, 
out the assistance of a Food Controller, omitted to specify which part of the 
%# * War he would like to pay for. 

A room for quick luncheons,-not to %* 

cost more than Is, 3d., has been opened Germany has at last addressed a 
in Northumberland Avenue for hpsy replytothe Argentine Republic, point- 
Govemment officials, It is hqped rag blit that strict orders have been 
eventually to provide room to enable issued to U-boat commanders that ships 


The R.S.P.C.A. grows more 
and more alert. A man who 
hid three and a half pounds of 
! stolon margarine in his horse's 
nose-bag has just been fined five 
pounds. * „ 

* 

“ Dogs,’’says the Acton magis¬ 
trate, “ are not allowed to bite 
people they dislike.” All the 
same there .have been times 
when we have felt that it would 
have been an act of supereroga¬ 
tion to explain to the postman 
that our dog was really attached 
H4VB to him. • * * 

* 

A taxi-cab driver haB been 
fined two pounds for using abusive 
language to a policeman. Only bis 
explanation, that he thought he waB 
addressing a fare, saved him from a 
hoavier penalty. 

A War Bargain. 

“ Brighton. —A small General for Sale 
through old ago. No reasonable offer refused." 

West Sussex Gazette. 

"An enormous burden of detail in thus 
taken off tho shareholders of tho Munitions 
Minister.”— Liverpool Daily rest. 

This will strengthen the belief that Mr, 
ChubcBill ife not a man but a syndicate. 


"From that successful German campaign 
sprang the United Terrific Peoples—thoModern 
German Empire. Nigerian i'ioneer. 

The author wrote “ Teutonic Pec 
but the native compositor thoui 
knew better—and perhaps he did 
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ONE STAR. 

Occasionally I receive letters from 
friends whom 1 have not seen lately 

addressed to Lieutenant M-and 

apologising prettily inside in case I am 
by now a colonel; in drawing-rooms 
1 am sometimes called “Captain-er”; 
and up at the Fort the other day a 
sentry of the Royal Defence Corps, 
wearing the Crtscty medal, mistook me 
for a Major, and presented crossbows to 
me. This is all wrong. As Mr. Garvin 
well points out, it is important that 
wo should not have a false perspective 
of the War. Let mo, then, make it per¬ 
fectly plain—I am a Second Lieutenant. 

When 1 first became a Second Lieu¬ 
tenant I was rather proud. I was a 
Second Lieutenant “on probation.” On 
my right sleove I wore a single star. 
So: * 

(on probation, of course). 

On my left sleeve I wore another star. 
So: * 

(also on probation). 

They were good stars, none bettor in 
tiro service; and as wo didn’t liko the 
sound of “ on probation ” Celia put a 
few stitches in them to make them 
more permanent. This proved ofl'ectivo. 
Six months later 1 had a very pleasant 
note from the King telling me that the 
days of probation were now over, and 
making it clear that he and I wore 
friends. 

1 was now a real Second Lieutenant. 
On my right sleevo I bad a single star. 
Thus: 

(not on probation). 

On my left sleeve 1 also had a single 
star. In this manner: 

This star also was now a fixed one. 

From that time forward my thoughts 
dwelt naturally on promotion. There 
were exalted persons in the regiment 
called Lieutenants. They had two 
stars on each sleeve. So : 

■X- ■X- 

I decided to become a Lieutenant. 

- Promotion in our regiment was diffi¬ 
cult. After giving the matter every 
consideration I came to the conclusion 
that the only way to win my second 
star was to save the Colonel’s life. I 
used to follow him about alToctionately 
in tho hope that he would fall into the 
sea. Ho was a big strong man and a 
powerful swimmer, hut once in tho 
water it would not ho difficult to cling 
round his neck and give an impression 
that I was rescuing him. However, 
he refused to fall in. I fancy that ho 
wore somebody’s Military Soles Which 
prevent slipping. 

Years rolled on. I used to look at 
my stars sometimes, one on each sleeve; 


they seemed very lonely. At times 
they camo close together; but at other 
times, as, for instance, when I was 
semaphoring, they wore very far apart. 
To prevent these occasional separations 
Celia took them off my sleeves and put 
them on my shoulders. One on each 
shoulder. So: 

•Jr 

And so: 

•X - 

There they stayed. 

And more years rolled on. 

Ouo day Celia came to me in great 
excitement. 

“ llavo you seen this in the paper 
about, promotion?” she said eagerly. 

“No; what is it?” I asked. “Aro 
they making more generals? ” 

“ 1 don’t know about generals; it’s 
Second Lieutenants being Lieutenants.” 

“ You ’re joking on a vory grave sub¬ 
ject," I saul seriously. “ You can’t 
expect to win the War if you go on 
like that.” 

“ Well, you read it,” she said, handing 
mo the paper. "It’s a committoo of 
Mr. Winston Cmmomni/s.” 

I took the papor with a trembling 
hand, and read. She was right 1 If 
the paper was to bo believed, all Second 
1 .lieutenants wore to become Lieutenants 
after eighteen years’ servico. At last 
my chance had come. 

“ My dear, this is wonderful,” I said. 
“ In another fifteen years wo shall ho 
nearly thoro. You might buy two 
more stars this afternoon and practise 
sewing them on, in order to bo ready. 
You mustn’t ho taken by surprise when 
tho actual moment comes.” 

“ J5ut you ’ro a Lieutenant now," she 
said, “ if that’s true. It says that 
‘ after oightoon months-’ ” 

I snatched up the paper again. Good 
Heavens! it was eighteen months —not 
years. 

“ Then I am a Lieutenant,” I said. 

We had a bottle of champagne for 
dinner that night, and Celia got the 
paper and road it aloud to my tunic. 
And just for practice she took the two 
stars off my other tunic and sowed 
them on this one —thus; 

* * * * 

And we had ^ very happy ovening. 

“1 suppose it will be a few days 
before it’s officially announced,” I said. 

“ Bother, I suppose it will,” said 
Celia, and very reluctantly she took 
one star off each shoulder, leaving the 
matter—so; 

* . * 

Anjl the moatffe rolled on. 

And I am still a Second Lieutenant...’ 

1 dp not complain; indeed I am oven 
rather proud of it. If I am not gain¬ 
ing on my original one star, at least I 


am keeping pace with it. 1 might so 
easily have been a oorporal by now. 

But I should like to have seen a little 
more notice taken of mo in the Gazette. 
I scan it every day, hoping for some 
such announcement as this: 

“ Second Lieutenant M - to remain 

a Second Lieutenant." 

Or this: 

“ Second Lieutenant M - to be 

seconded and to retain his present tank 
of Second Lieutenant." 

Or even this: 

“Second Lieutenant M - relin¬ 

quishes the rank of Acting Second 
Lieutenant on ceasing to command a 
Battalion, and reverts to the rank of 
Second Lieutenant." 

Failing this, 1 have thought some¬ 
times of making an announcement in 
tho Personal Column of The Times : 

"Second Lioutenant M- regrets 

that his duties as a Second Lieutenant 
prevent him from replying personally 
to tho many kind inquiries be has 
received, and hogs to take this oppor¬ 
tunity of announcing that ho still 
rolains a star on each shoulder. Both 
doing well.” 

But perhaps that is unnecessary 
now. 1 think that by this time I have 
made it clear just how many stars I 
possess. 

One on the right shoulder. So : 

•X - 

And one on tho loft shoulder. So: 

■X" 

That is all. A. A. M. 

THE FOUNTAIN. ® 

Upon the terraco where I play 

A little fountain sings all day 
A tiny tune : 

It leaps and prances in the air— 

1 saw a littlo fairy thoro 
This afternoon. 

The jumping fountain never stops-— 

He sat upon the highest drops 
And bobbed about. 

His logs were waving in the sun, 

Ho seemed to think it splendid fun, 

I hoard him shout. 

Tho sparrows watched him from a 
tree, 

A robin bustled up to see 
Along the path: 

I thought my wishing-bone would 
break, 

I wished so much that I could take 
A fairy bath. R. F. 


"LIBRARY NOTES. 

Mr. Buttling Soon It Thru, H. O. Wall*." 
Citronelle Call (Alabama, U.S.A.). 

Rumours that Mr. Wells is a convert 
to the “ nu speling " may now be Bafely 
contradictod. 
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minn i a□ if q j puzzle a guinea-pig to render itsolf in- a foot-slogging Lieutenant, foot-slo^ ged 

THE MUD LARKS. conspicuous in ouv village, yet I have into our midst one day,'borrowed a 

1 AM living at present in one of those I watched battalion after battalion march hole ,from a local rabbit, and took 
villages in which the retreating Hun ! into it and be halted and dismissed. Half up his residence therein. Now this 
lias left no stone unturned. With I an hour later there is not a soul to be mud-pushing Todd had a cousin in 
characteristic thoroughness he fired it seen. They have all gone to ground, the same division, one of those highly 
first, then blew it up, and lias been My groom and countryman went in trained specialists who trickles about the 


shelling it over since. Wluit with ono' search of wherewithal to build a shelter 
thing and another, it is in an advanced for the horses. He saw a respectable 
state of dilapidation ; in fact, if it were . plank sticking out of a heap of debris, 
not that one has the map's woid for it, j laid hold on it and pulled. Then- -to 
and a notice perched on a heap of hiiok-! quote him rerbalim — 11 there camo a [gated iron that lie had neglected to 
dust sayiug that the Town Major maybe ! great roarin’from in undernath of it, [dump, sent them over to Ids gravel- 
found within, the casual waj farer might, Hoc, an' a black divil of an infantryman i grinding cousin with his love and the 


country shedding coils of barbed wire 
and calling them “ dumps ”— a sapper, 
in short. One afternoon the sapping 
Todd, finding some old sheets of corru- 


imagine himself in the Sahara, Kalahari, ■ shoved his head up through the bricks 
or the south end of Kiugsway. | an' drew down sivin curses on mo for 

Sonio of those French towns are very ! pullin’ the roof off his house. Then 
difiieidt to recognise as such ; only the [ he's aftlior throwin’ a bomb at me, Sor, 
trained detective can do it. A certain so 1 camo away. Ye wouldn't be know- 
lrisli Regiment was presented with the 1 in’ whore to put your fut down in this 
job of capturing one. The 
scheme was roughly this. 

They were to climb the 
parapet at 5.2fi a.m. and 
rush a quarry some one; 
hundred yards distant. 

After half - an - hour's 
breather they wore to go 
on to some inachine-gun 
emplacements, dispose of 
these, wait a further 
twenty minutos, and then 
take the town. Distance 
barely one thousand yards 
in all. Promptly at zero; 
the whole field spilled 
over the hags, as the field . 
spills over the big double 
at Punohestown, paused ; 
at the quarry only long 
enough to chango (cot on 
the toj), and charged jell- 



1'irnl unhappy Passenger. ‘ 
Boatman. “Not VET, Sin. 
’AVISO 'IS SIXl’ENNOKTH.” 


OH, I SAY, ,'JS'T WE GO HACK NOW?” 

The GENTLEMAN IN THE HOWS INSISTS ON 


request of a loan of a dozen of soda. 
The earth-pounding Todd came out of 
his hole, gazed on the corrugated iron 
and saw visions, dreamed dreams. He 
handed the hole hack to the rabbit and 
set to work to evolve a bungalow. By 
i evening it was complete. 
He crawled within and 
wont to sleep, slept like 
a drugged dormouse. At 
10 i\m. a squadron of 
the Shetland Ponies (for 
the purpose of deceiving 
the enemy all names in 
this article are entirely 
* fictitious) made ouiv vil- 
; lage. It was drizzling at 
Die time, and tho Field 
Officer in charge was got- 
j ting most of it in the neck, 
i He howled for his batman, 
and told tho varlot that 
if there wasn't a drizzle- 
proof bivouac ready to 
enfold him by the lime ho 
had put the ponies to bye- 
byes there would he no 
leave for ton years. The 


ingatthe nmchineguns. Then being still place, Sor, fur the dhread of troadiu’ in I batman scratched his head, then slid 
full of fun and, jnie tie riviv, and having , the 1 icily of an officer an’ him aslape.’’ [softly away into the night. By tho 
no officers left t.o hamper their fine flow- j Some people have the bungalow mania i time the ponies were tilting the last 
ing style, thoy ducked through their own | and build them bijoux maisonettes out 1 drops out of their nosebags the faithful 
barrage aud raced all out for tho final ' of biscuit tins, sacking and what-not, j servant had scratched together a few 
objective. Twenty minutes later, t,wo hut. tlie majority go to ground. I am [sheets of corrugated, anil pilocl thorn 
miles further on, one perspiring private j ono of tho majority ; I go to ground : into a rough shelter. The Major wrig- 
turned to liis panting clnun, “For the' like a badger, for experience has taught, glcd beneath it and was presently put- 
love of God, Mike, aren't wo getting in 1 mo that a dug-out- cramped, damp, ! ting up a barrage of snores terrible to 

” 1 11 ' 1 ‘.’ “ ” 1 dark though it maybe -cannot be stolen ; hear. At midnight a battalion of the 

from you while you sleep; that is to j Loamshiro Light Infantry trudged into 
say, thieves cannot eoaio along in the; the village. It was raining in solid 
middle of the night, dig it up bodily by chunks, and the Colonel Commanding 
fhc roots and cart it away in a G.S. looked like Victoria Falls and felt like 
waggon without you, the occupant, a submarine. Ho gave expression to 
being aware that some irregularity is his sentiments in a series of splutter* 
occurring to thq home. On the other ing hollows. His batman trembled and 
hand, in this country, where the warrior, faded into the darkness d pas de hup. 
when ho falls on sloop sutlers a sort By the time the. old gentleman had 
of temporary death, bungalows can be halted his command and cursed them 

“good night” his resourceful retainer 
had found a sheet or two of corrugated 
iron somewhere and assembled them 
into some sort of bivouac for the recep- 

_ ----—-, — -- — tion of his lord. His lord felUnsiqe, 

shrapnel hat make a very passable [ qnentSy as three time| in one, night, kicked off his boots and slept instantly; 
pavilion. Goodness knows it would i This wasij tho way- of! it. One .Tcald, slept like a winteting bear. • 


the near of this damn town yet V 
I have a vast respect for Hindenhiuig 
(a man who can drink the mixtures he 
does, and still sit up and smile sunnily 
into the jaws of a camera ton times a 
day, is worthy of anybody's vonoration), 
but if ho thought that by blowing these 
poor little French villages into small 
smithereens ho would deprive thoB.'B.F. 
of headcover and cause it to catch cold 
and trot home to mother, ho will have to 
sit up late aud do some more thinking, j easily purloined from renind about him 
For Atkins of to-day is a knowing bird ; | without his knowledge; and what is 
he can make a little go the whole dis 1 more, frequently are. i 
tanco and conjure plenty ,out of nothing- For instance, a .certain bungalow 

ness. "As for cover, two bricks and his , in mu village was fstolen as fre 
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Ktn grant (in charge of the raw material). “Now, Nb'MUEH Two, WK 'LL have THAT MOVEMENT ONCE AGAIN. Don’t forget THIS 
time—Neck like a swan, feet hike a fairy.” 


At 2 a.m. throe Canadian privates blun¬ 
dered against our village and tripped 
over it. They had lost their way, were 
mud from hoofs to horns, dead heat, 
soaked to the skin, chilled to the bone, 
fed up to the back teeth. They wore 
not going any further, neither were 
they going to bo deluged to death if 
there was any cover to be had any¬ 
where. They nosed about, and soon dis¬ 
covered a few sheets of oorrugated iroD, 
bore them privily hence and weathered 
the night out under some logs further 
down the valley. My batman trod 
me underfoot at seven next morning. 
“ Goin* to be blinkin’ murder done in 
this camp presently, Sir,” he announced 
cheerfully. “ Three officers went to 
sleep in Divvies larst night, but some¬ 
body's Bouvenired 'em since an’ they 're 
all lyin' hout in the hopen now, Sir. 
Their blokes dareaent wake ’em an’ 
break the noos. All very ’asty-tem- 

S ered gents, so I ’m told. The Colonel 
i pertmkler mustard. There ’ll be some 
fresh faces on the Boll of Honour when 
'e comes to,” "i t 
1 turned out sod took a look at the 
scene of impending tragedy. The three 


unconscious officers on three camp- 
beds were lying out in the middle of 
a sea of mud like three lone islets. 
Their shuddering subordinates wore 
taking covor at long range, whispering 
among themselves and crouching in 
attitudes of dreadful expectancy like 
men awaiting the explosion of a mine 
or tiro cracking of Doom. As explosions 
of those dimensions are liable to be 
impartial in their attentions I took 
horse and rode afield. But according 
to my batman, who braved it out, the 
Lieutenant woke up first, exploded 
noisily and detonated the Field Officer 
who in turn detonated the Colonel. In 
the words of my batman—“ They wont 
orf one, two, three, Sir, for orl tiie 
world like a machine gun, a neightcen- 

ounder and an How-Pop-pop! Whizz- 

ang! Boom!—very 'eavy cas-u-alities, 
Sir. ?ATLANDEH. 

“A man wlio was looking at same sheep 
under the wiro saw the flash pass close to him 
with simultaneous thunder, the sheep being 
unharmed. Still one or two complained of 
their legs feeling numb." 

■ , Parochial Magazine. 

Whogaid Baalamb ? 


“ There is no saving how Kinglake's history 
might havo otherwise road had not a round 
shot put a premature end to Komi kid's career 
at the MalakofT whence M’ Million was to send 
his famous message, ‘ J'y, presto.’ ” 

Manchester Evening Chronicle. 

There is no saying how anybody’s his¬ 
tory will road if time-honoured sayings 
may he treated Ijke this. ' 

“ Wo are inclined to attribute) the form as 
well as the substanoo of the Note to the aloof¬ 
ness from tho practical affairs of the outside 
world which seems to exist in tho Vatican.”, 

Times. 

The Pope may or may not be behind, 
the times, but as our contemporary, 
signet! tho Papal Peace Note, “ Bknic- 
DiCTUH XVI.” it is plain that The, 
Timet, is ahead of the Pope. 

Extract from a letter recently re¬ 
ceived by a manufacturing firm 

" Wo are pleased to bo able to inform you 
that wo have seen-the Munitions Area delusion 
officer at , frifi he has informed us that 
he would not hesitate to. grant Protection 
Certificates for these moo.” 

We sympathise too much with Labour 
to care to see it labouring under a 
delusion officer. 
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HEART-TO-HEART TALKS. 

(lien- Michaei.iu : Marshal roN lIinoKjmmw.) 

Herr M. Good morning, my dear Marshal. 1 am glad 
wo have been able to arrange a mooting, for there aro 
certain points I wish to settle with you. 

Von II. 1 am, as always, at your Kxcollency’s service; 
only I beg that the interview may not bo prolonged beyond 
what is strictly needful. Time presses, and much remains 
to be done everywhere. 

Herr M. Jhit 1 have the commands of the Am. lIimiRsT 
to speak with you on some weighty mailers, lie himself, 
as you know, has several speeches to make to-day. 

Van 11. Oh, those speeches ! How well I know them. 

I could almost make them myself if 1 wanted to make 
spoechos, which, Clod ho thanked, 1 do not need to do. 

Herr M. No, indeed. Your reputation rests on founda¬ 
tions linnor than speeches. 

Van H. You yourself, Kxcolloncy, have lately discovered 
how fallacious a thing is a speech, oven where the speaker 
honestly tries to do his host to please everybody. 

Herr M. You are very kind, my dear Maishal, to speak 
thus of my humble effort. The result of it has certainly 
disappointed mo. 

Von. Tl. What was it that Lkdkhoi'h said of it? Did 
lie not describe it as “a political hocus-pocus"? Such 
mon ought to bo at once taken out and shot. But wo 
Prussians have always been too gentle in our methods. 

Herr M. Wo have. It is porlutps our only fault; hut 
this time we must see that vvo correct it. I n any case, to 
ho so misunderstood is most painful, especially when one 
lias employed all one's fact. 

Ton. II. All, tact. That is what you arc celebrated for, 
is it not ? 

Heir M. His 1 mpekial, Majesty has more than once 
been graciously pleases) to compliment, me upon it. And 
he, if anyone, is a judge of tact, is lie not? 

Von 11. 1 have not myself any knowledge of it, so T 
cannot say for certain. Does it perhaps mean what you do 
when you entirely forgot in ono speech what you have Haid 
or omitted to say in a previous speech ? 

Herr M. [aside.). The old fellow is not, after all, so thick- 
skulled as 1 thought him. (Aloud) I will not ask you to 
discuss this subject anymore, but will proceed to lay before 
you tho commands of Ills Majesty. 

I on II. I shall ho glad to hear them. 

Herr M. Well, then, to cut tho matter as short as 
possible, Ills Majesty insists that there shall he a victory 
on the Western Front. 

Von 11. A victory ? 

lien M. Yes, a victory. A real one, mind, not a made-up 
affair like the capturo of Langomarek, which, though it 
j was certainly captured, was not captured by us, but by tho 
! accursed Knglish. May Heaven destroy them ! 
j Von 11. But it was by JIis Majesty’s orders that we 
i announced the capture of Langemarck. 

Herr M. I know; hut lie is graciously pleased to forget 
that, "and to desire a gonuino victory now. 

Fern 11. Tell him 1 cannot promise. Wo have done our 
host at Verdun, at Lous and at Ypros, hut we have had t*b 
retreat everywhere. Our turn may come another time, 
but, as I say, I cannot promise. 

Herr M. Please go on doing your host. It is so annoying 
and temper-spoiling for His Majesty to make so many 
| speeches of a fiei'y kind, and never to have a victory—-at 
! least not a real ono for which Berlin can hang out flags. 
Besides, if we don’t got a victory how shall v,o ever got si, 
good Gorman peace? And peace we must have, and that 
very soon. 


Von H. Don't talk to me of peace. War is my business, 
not poace; an'd if I am to carry on war there must he no 
interference. If the Ai.i,-Highest does not like that, let 
him take the chief command himself. 

Herr M. God forbid ! 

DINES TO A HUN AIRMAN, 

WHO AUOUSED THE DETACHMENT ON A CTUr.I.Y MORNING, 
AT 2.30 A.M. 

Oh, come again, but at another time ; 

Choose some more fitting moment to appear, 

For even in fair Gallia’s sunny clinic 

The dawns are chilly at this time of year. 

1 did not go to bed till one last night, 

1 was on guard, and, pacing up and down, 

Gazed often on tho sky where every light 

Flamed like a gem in Night's imperial cixnvn ; 

And when the clamant mtllo’s hideous sound 
Roused mo from sloop, in a far distant land 
My spiiit moved and trod familiar ground, 

Where a Young Hopeful sat at m\ light hand. 

There was a spotless doth upon the hoard, 

Thin bread and-buttcr was upon mo pressed, 

And China lea in a frail cup was poured — 

Then 1 rushed forth inadequately dressed. 

Lo! tho poor Sergeant in a shrunken shirt. 

His manly limbs exposed to morning’s dow, 
llis massive feet all paddling in tho dirt - 

Such sights should move tho heart of even you. 

Tho worthy Corporal, sage in looks and spoechos, 
Holds up his trousers with a trembling hand; 

Lucky for him ho slumbered in his breeches — 

The most clothed man of all our shivering band. 

The wretched gunners cluster on the gun, 

Clasping the clammy breach and slippery shells ; 

If 'Lis a joke they do not see the fun 
And damn you to tho worst of Dante’s hells. 

And Sub-Lieutenant Blank, that martial man, 

Shows his pyjamas to a startled world, 

And shivers in tho foremost of our van 
The while our ILK. shells aro upwards hurled. 

A’on vanish, not ten centimes worth the worse 
For all our noise, so far as wo can toll; 

The blest “ Stand easy ’’ conies ; with many a curso 
Wc hurry to the tents named after Bell.* 

In two brief hours wc must ariso and shine! 

O willow-waly ! Would I were at homo 
Where leisurely I breakfasted at nine 
And warm and fed went oflicoward to roam! 

So come again, hut at another time, 

Say after breakfast or some hour like that, 

Or I will strafe you with a viler rhyme— 

I will, by Jove! or eat my shell-proof hat. 

* On second thoughts X don’t believe they aro named after anyone, 
bill “Bell ” rhymes comfortably with “ tell,” so it may stand. 


“ The Bov. T. F. -—officiated in the church yesterday for tho first 
hnwisince his return from a four mouths' spell of work in connection 
with', the. Y.M.C.A. Huns in France .”—Provincial Paper. 

We congratulate him upon his discovery of this hitherto 
unknown tribe. 
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GLIMPSES OF THE FUTURE. 

Maid. "Mil. JONliS, Sill— HIM WOT KILLKL> SEVENTEEN GERMANS IN ONE TllENOH WITH HIS OWN 'ANUS—'AS CAU.ED FOR THE OAS 
ACCOUNT, Silt." 


THE LITTLE MATCH-GIRL. 
(With apologies to the shade of Hans 
Andeusbn.) 

It was late on a bitterly cold showery 
evening of Autumn. A poor little girl 
was wandering in the cold wet streets. 
She wore a hat on her head and on 
her feet she wore boots. Andersen 
sent her out without a hat and in 
hoots five sizes too large for her. But 
as a member of the Children’s Welfare 
League I do not consider that right. 
She carried a quantity of matches (ten 
boxes to he oxact) in her old apron. 
Nobody had bought any of her matches 
during the whole long day. And since 
the Summer-time Act was still in force 
it was oven longer than it would havo 
been in Andersen's time. 

The streets through which she passed 
were deserted. No sounds, not even 
the reassuring shrieks of taxi-whistles, 
were to bo heard, for it costs you forty 
shillings now (or is it five pounds ?) to 
engage a taxi by Whistle, and people 
simply eaii’t afford it. Clearly she 
would do no business in the byways, 
so she struek into a main thoroughfare. 
A* oufte Bhe was besieged by buyers. 


They guessed she was the little match- 
girl because she struck a match from 
time to time just to show that they 
worked. Also she liked to sec the 
blaze. She would not have selected 
this branch of war-work had she net 
been naturally fond of matches. 

They crowded round her, asking 
eagerly, “ How much a box ? ’’ Now 
her mother had told her to sell them at 
a shilling a box. But the little girl 
had heard much talk of war-profits, 
and since nobody had givou her any 
she thought she might as well earn 
some. So she asked five shillings a 
box. And since those were the last, 
i matches seen in England it was not 
long before she had sold all the ten 
boxes (including the one containing the 
burnt ends of the matchos she had 
struck to attract custom). 

The little girl then went to the nearest 
post-office and purchased two pounds' 
j worth of War Loan. The ten shillings 
which remained she took home to her 
mother, and since the good woman did 
iiot understand the principles of profit¬ 
eering she was well pleased. 

But alas for the little girl ! one of 
her customers, doubting the honesty_of 


her intentions, had informed the police¬ 
man. She was subsequently taken into 
custody, and the magistrate is now 
faced with the problem as to whether 
she is a good little girl in that she put 
money into War 1 jOan, or a had little girl 
in that she followed the example of the 
profiteers. , 


Our Helpful Press. 

From a recipe for jam:— 

“ Add the fruit and boil 40minutes. GIuuobc 
and sugar in equal parts can be used if sugar 
is unobtainable .”—Daily Sketch. 


“To knee or rent a lino family residence, 
boaltby locality, one nulo from Mandcville 
fully furnished with good accommodation for 
a largo family standing on ten acres of good 
grazing laud "with many fruit trees has two 
large tanks, recently occupied by judge Roeee." 

Daily Gleaner (Jamaica). 
Anything for coolness. 

Extract from a speech by Mr. Bromley 
on tho eight-hours’ day :— 

“They had endeavoured after long weary 
waiting to bring to fruition in due time what 
had been the first plank in their programme 
lor thirteen years .”—Morning Paper. 

But the plank, as might be expected,has, 
as fruit-growers say, " run to wood.” 




























THE TABBING OF THE COD'S :IIKAD. 

(/I Romance of Chismek Mall.)' 

It was because the dustman did not coirio; 

It was because our eat was overfed, 

And, gorged with somo superior pabulum, 

; Declined to touch tho cod’s d.Bgusting head ; 

It was bocauso tho weather was too warm 
To hide the horror in the refuse-bin, 

And too intense the perfume of its form, 

My wife commanded me to do the sin, 

To take and cast it in the twinkling Thames — 

A practice which tho neighbourhood condemns. 

So on tho midnight, with a strong cigar 
And scented handkerchief, I tiptoed near, 

But folt the exotic frugranco from afar; 

| I thought of AiiTHmt and Sir Bnmvicnn : 

And it seemed best to leave it on tho plate, 

I So strodo I hack and told my curious spouso 

I “ 1 hoard tho high tide lap along the Eyol, 

And the wild water at the barge’s bows.” 

She said, “ 0 treacherous! O heart of clay ! 

Go back and throw tho smelly thing away." 

Thereat I soized it, and with guilty slioon 
„ Stole out indignant to the water’s marge: 

Its eyes like emeralds caught tho affronted moon ; 
The stars conspired to mako the thing look large ; 
1 Surely all Chiswick would perceive my shame! 

, 1 clutched the indoconcy and whirled it round 

And flung it from mo like a torch in flame; 

And a great wailing swept across the sound, 


As though the deep were calling hack its kith. 

I said, “ It will go down to Hammersmith. 

“ It will go down beyond the Chelsea flats, 

And hang with barges under Battersea, 

Will press past Whipping with decaying cats, 

And tho dead dog shall bear it company ; 

Small bathing boys shall fool its clammy prod, 

And think somo jellyfish lias flod tho surge; 

And so ’twill win to whore tho tribe of cod 
In its own ooze intones a fitting dirgo, 

And after that some falso and impious fish 
Will likely have it for a breakfast dish.” 

Tho morning dawned. The title had stripped the 
shore; 

And that foul shape I fancied so remote 
Lay stark below, just opposite next-door! 

Who would have said a cod’s head could not 
float ? 

No more my neighbour in his garden sits; 

My callers now regard the view with groans; 

For tides may roll and rot the fleshly bits, - 
But what shall mortify those ageless bones ? 

How shall 1 bear to hoar my grandsons say, 

“ Look at the fish that grand-dad threw away ” ? 

- - A. P. H. 

Ffom a South African produce-merchant’s letter:— 

" !®> so many of our clients wore disappointed last year . . . wc am 
uking time by the fotlock and offering you this excellent quality 
seed now.” 

To be sure of stopping Father Time you, must collar low. 
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WAR-TIME WALKS. 

(With apologies to a contemporary for cutting the ground 

from under its feet, and to our readers for omitting certain 

names—in deference to the Censor.) 

Owing to the War one must save money arid spend 
as little as possiblo on hires when rambling for pleasure. 
The following itinerary will be found quite an inexpensive 
one,' though offering plenty of interest. Take the train 
to ——. Leave the station by the exit on the south side, 
and turn to the right under the railway bridgo, taking 
the path by the stream till you come to a bridge which 
crosses it. 

Do not cross the stream, however, but turn sharply to 
the right (opposite a rather pretentious-looking house) for 
two hundred yards or so, when you will come to a park. 
A little before entering the park you will see, lying not far 
from tlie road on the left, a romarkable old monastery 
church, much restored. This contains some fine old 
painted glass, some tombs and monumental inscriptions 
which are worth a visit if time will allow. 

There is a right of way through the park up to the house, 

which belongs to the Earl of C-, but is not of great 

architectural interest. Dear to the right in front of the 
house, along a path which skirts the wall of the private 
grounds. At tlio end of the wall a gateway leads into 
the high road, and a walk of under two miles will bring 

you to the, at one time, pretty village of K-, which 

has, however, grown rapidly into a thriving town. Be¬ 
fore reaching the parish church there is a hostelry on the 
right-hand side of the road where an excellent toa may 
ho obtained (so far as the food regulations will allow). 

On leaving the inn, turn through a gateway at the side 
of it, which gives on to a straight and rather uninteresting 
road, which has been considerably built upon and is more 
or loss private, though a right of way has been preserved 
through it. A glimpse of a largo mansion, chiefly of the 

17th century, and now in the possession of the W-s, 

may ho obtained through the troos on the r'ght of the road. 

When you come to the main road (at tlio far end of this 
semi-private road) turn to the right, and just where the 
gibbet used to stand, so it is said, in the good old days, 
there is a sharp loft-angled turn which leads to the village 

of E-. Keep straight on, however, for a mile or two 

(notice tlio fine old timbered houses on the right of the 
footpath opposite the old boundary-post), and then turn to 
the right by the church, rebuilt in the 17th century on the 
site of an older and finer one, whoso spire was at one time 
a noted landmark. 

A walk through the churchyard to the church porch 
brings you to the brow of a hill. Descend this to the 
cross-roads at the bottom, but, instead of turning to either 
hand, keep to the narrow road in front till you come to a 
gateway on the left. This loads to a liouso which formerly 
belonged to the Knights Templars, but which passed into 

the hands of the L-s and is still in their possession. 

There is an interesting chapel in the grounds, containing 
the tombs of some of the former owners, whose deeds were 
more warlike, though probably less numorous, than those 
of the present occupants. 

From horo an easy walk up the Strand will bring 
you to tbo starting point. Charing Cross Embankment 
Station, where you can take the train again; but if you 
are fit and hotweon the ages of forty-one and fifty, you 
can continue the walk till you roach the nearest Recruit¬ 
ing Office. . j 

“Happy Homo offered slight Mental Youth or otherwise.”—Seines. 
A chanco for one of our slim conscientious objectors. 


LINES ON RE-READING " BLEAK, HOUSE.’ 1 

Thebe was a time when, posing as a purist, 

I thought it fine to oritioise and crab 
Chabi.es Dickens as a crude caricaturist, 

Who laid his colours on too thick and slab, 

Who was a sort of sentimental tourist 
And made life lurid when it should be drab; 

In short T branded as a brilliant dauber 
The man who gave us Pecksniff and Micaiebcr. 

True, there are blots—like Bjiots upon tho sun— 

And genius, lavish of imagination, 

In sheer profusion always has outrun 

Tho bounds of strict artistic concentration; 

But whon detraction's worst is said and done, 

How much remains for fervont admiration, 

How much that never palls or wounds or sickens 
(Unlike some moderns) in gi'eat generous Dickens! 

And in Bleak House, the culminating story 
That marks the zenith of his swift career, 

All the great qualities that won him glory, 

As writer and reformer too, appear: 

Righteous resentment of abuses hoary, 

Of pomp and cant, self-centred, insincere; 

And burning sympathy that glows unchecked 
For those who sit in darknoss and neglect. 

Who, if his heart he not of stool or st one, 

Can road unmoved of Charley or of Jo ; 

Of dear Miss Flite, who, though her wits ho flown, 
Has kept a soul as pure as driven snow; 

Of the tierce “ man from Shropshire ” overthrown 
By Law’s delays; of Caddy's inky woo; 

Or of the alternating fits and fluster 
That harass tlio unhappy slavey, Glister !■ 

And there are scores of characters so vivid 
They make us friends or enemies for life: 

TIorlense, half-tamed she-wolf, with envy livid ; 

The patient Snag shy and his shrewish wife; 

The amorous Guppy, who poor Esthci chivvied ; 

Tempestuous Boythoru, revelling in strife; 
Skimpole, the honey-tongued artistic cadger; 

And that tremendous woman, Mrs. Badger. 

No wonder then that, when we seek awhile 
Relief and respite from War’s strident chorus, 

Few books more swiftly charm us to a smile, 

Few books more truly hoarton and restore us 
Than his, whose art was potent to beguile 

Thousands of weary souls who came before us— 
No wonder, when the Huns, who ban our fiction, 
Were fain to free him from their malediction. 


“WHAT PEOPLE SAY. 

One of the collectors for the-Hospital Snnday fund seems to 

have got more than eithor he or the committee desired. 

On approaching a house he wus received by a dog which persisted 
in leaving its compliments on one of liis legs. 

Happily the injury, though treated by a chemist, was not serious.” 

Provincial Paper. 


People ought not to say these tilings about chemists. 


"ESCAPED GERMAN FLYING MEN. 

One of the mon is Lieut. Josef Flink. Ho has a gunshot wound in 
io palm of the left hand. The second is Orbum Alexander fob 
hut*, with sido-whispers. Both speak very little English.”;. 

, Southern Echo. 

ufc Von Schutz’b sotto-voce rendering of the 11 Hymn of 
[ate 1 " i's immense. ' 1 ' L ’»• - ’ 
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AT, THE PLAY. 

“The Invisible Foe.” 

Mb. H. B. Ibvinq has elected to play 
villain in a new mystery play by Mr. 
Walter Hackett. Essential elements 
of the businoss as follows: Obstinate 
old millstone of a shipbuilder, Bransby, 
who simply will not give up shipbuild- 
ingfor aeroplane making (andno wonder 
in these days I); nephew Stephen, with 
an unwholesome hankoring aftor power 
and a completo inability to seo the 
obvious; nephewI/«(//t, lieutenant lately 
gazetted, witli much more wholesome 
and intelligent hankering aftor Helen 
Bransby ; Clerk, mouldy, faithful, one 
who discovers deficit in the West African 
lodger to the oxtont of ten thousand 
pounds. 

Tho false ontrics aro in tho hand of 
Hugh, but Stephen's sinister eye and 
shocking suit of solemn black promptly 
give him away to tins audience, while 
with a gorgeous fatuity he gives himself 
away to his undo by writing out his 
brother’s resignation of the King's Com¬ 
mission (in itself an odd,thing to do) in 
tho very hand ho had so adroitly prac¬ 
tised in order to manipulate tho lodger. 
Whereupon, at Bransby’s dictation, 
Stephen writes a full confession, leaving 
the house in an acutely disgruntled 
frame of mind. The old man puts the 
confession quito naturally (tho firm is 
likotliat) between theleavosof his David 
Copperficld, and dies of heart failure. 

Bo Stephen is again up on Hugh at 
the turn. Indood in tho six months 
that have elapsed between Acts I. and II. 
many things have happenod, and neg¬ 
lected to happen. Stephen lias become 
by common report a groat man, pillar 
of tho houso of Bransby, which now 
makes aeroplanes like anything. Ho 
has beon too busy getting powor even 
to look into his unclo's papers (though 
executor), or to have the West African 
ledger taken back to the office, or, 
quoorost of all, to discover and destroy 
that damning confession. However, 
having got his powor, lie now proceeds 
to consolidate it by trying to find the 
missing document. 

On tho same day Helen arrives un¬ 
expectedly, urged thereto by a vague 
impression inspired by her dead fathor 
that Hugh’s innocence will bo esta¬ 
blished by something found in tho 
fateful room; also Hugh, who had 
enlisted and now comes back from 
France a sergeant, with the same idea 
in his head and from the same source. 
As we had all seen the paper’s hiding- 
place I found it a little difficult to be 
impressed by the elaborate efforts, un¬ 
conscionably long drawn out, of the 
departed spirit to disclose the matter 
to Helen and Hugh ; while the masterly 
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inactivity of Stephen, who was trying 
to find his document by pure reason 
(mere looking for it would not occur to 
bis Napoleonic brain), confirmed the 
opinion 1 had earlier formed of that 
solemn ass. However, bis invisible 
foo does contrive to got bis message 
through to tho lovors and smash up 
Stephen and his bubble of powor. 

I can’t help being surprised that 
Mr. II. B. Living should have been 
satisfied with so impossible a character 
as Stephen Pryele , though I need not 
add that he made most effective play 
with the terror of an evil conscience 
haunted by the vengeful dead, throwing 
away his consonants rather reoklessly 
in the process and receiving the 
plaudits of an enthusiastic audience. 


I grant Mr. Hackett freely his 
effects of eeriness and his sound judg¬ 
ment in manipulating Ins ghost without 
materialising him; and congratulate 
him particularly on the part of the 
vague American lady, most capably 
performed by Miss Mahion Lohne. 

Miss Fay Compton made a pretty 
lover and plausiblo clairvoyants. Mr. 
Sydney Valentine’s portrait was (yes!) 
masterly; and Mr. Tom Reynolds is 
excellent as the confidential clerk. Mr. 
Holman Clabk struck me (without 
su/prise) as slightly bored with his part 
of a Doctor who lost his patient in,the 
first Act and remained as a convenient 
peg for the plot. His adroit method*] 
ensures smooth playing and pulls a oast*' 
together. T. 
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PLAYING THE GAME. 

Aftkk we had finally an'anged the 
cricket match — Convalescents) versus 
the Village—for the benefit of the 
Serbian ftolicf Fund, wo remembered 
that early in tho year tlie cricket-field 
had been selected for the site of tho 
village potato-}latch, and my favourite 


" We got to ’ave fresh rules,” Kippy 
continued. “ Anyone breaking a winder 
’as to retire, mend the winder, and ’is 
side loses ten runs.” Only a super 
mind could in the time have framed a 
punishment so convincingly deterrent. 

The scoop shot from the pergola end 
was ruled out in a sentence, and we 
were treated to a masterly and Josso- 


ond of the pitch—the one without the I pian demonstration of how to got an off 
cross-furrow —whs now in full blossom, ball past square-leg. 


As tho cricket-field" is tho only level 
piece of ground in tho district, the 
cricket committee began to lose its 
grip upon tho situation, and were only 
saved from ignominious failure by tho 
enterprise of the British Army, in this 
caso represented by Sergeant-Major 
was 


But no completely efficient form of 
organisation can be encompassed in an 
hour, nor can man legislate for the 
unknown factor. 

In this case Kippy was not aware 
that, on the far side of the shrubbery, 
against an ancient sun-bathed wall, 


Kippy, D.C.M., who was recovering stood the greenhouse which sheltered 
in the host of spirits from his third tho Colonel's prize grapes. And 
blighty one. 

11 ’0\v about the Colonel's hack \ 
gardinho suggested. “Theio’si 
a lovely bit o' lurl there.” ! 

Wo remembered the perfect and ; 
spacious lawn, scarcely less level; 
than a billiard-table, and, even 1 
with tho Colonel busy on the East j 
Coast, the committee were unaiii-, 
mously adverse to the.suggestion. j 
Hut Kippy, born within hail of a 
Kentish cricket-field, was not to i 
be denied, and, after all, one cannot j 
haggle about a mere garden with I 
someone who was with tho first j 
battalions over tlioMcssincsKidgo.! 

Thus the affair was taken out of j 
our hands, and when tho day 
arrived we pitched the stumps 
where lvippy, giving duo con¬ 
sideration to tho Colonel's foliage, 
thought tho light was most advan¬ 
tageous. 

Tho Villago won tho toss, and old;Jim Butcher, playing this time from 
Tom Pratt took guard and proceeded j the rockery end, brought off the double 



Bunk Cunhiir {fusing at golden orb of dag). "It 
1IKAL HOLIDAY TO WATCH T11KSK SUNSETS— AFTER 
THU I'Al'KH MONK!-’’ 


to dig himself in by making what he 
termed his “ block-hole.” I visualised 
tho choleric bluo eye of the Colonel 
and shuddered. 

For a time matters proceeded un¬ 
eventfully. Thou, at tho fall of the 


event and caused another new clause 
to be added to the local rules. With 
thirty-seven to his credit aud still unde¬ 
feated he was making history in tho 
villago, though it must lie admitted 
that no one was ever loss anxious to 


fourth wicket, the game suddenly de- j retain the post of honour, and when 
veloped, Jim Butcher, butting at the j the gardener laid out tho damaged fruit 
pergola cud, giving us an exhibition of j nothing short of Kippy's appeal would 
his famous scoop shot, which landed [ have persuaded him to continue his 
full pitch through tho drawing-room innings. 

window’. It was a catastrophe of such Wot, retire jest when you 're gettin’ 
dimensions that even the boldest spirit popler an’ can’t do no more ’arm an’ 
quailed before it, and the Colonel’s I ’ve sout off ^he 'ole brigade of scouts 
butlor, batting at tho other end, itn- j ter spread the noos, ‘ Jessop thirty, not 
mediately dissociated himself from the out, an’ ’arf the Colonel's winders na- 
proceediugs and bolted from the field, pooed.’ Wy, tho ole blinkin' county 
Kippy, as befitted a warrior of parts, will be 'ere us soon a| they know wot’s 
was the first to recover. goin : on. Kippy leant forward oon- 

“’Ere,” he exclaimed, “wo carn’t j fidontially, “An’ thorn Serbian boxes 
’ave this; wot do you think tho Colonel ’as got ter bo filled abme’ow.” It was 
will say ? ” an irresistible- argument, and Jim 

I do not suppose there was .anyone Bufiphor continued bis innings under 
who had not thought of it. slightly restricted conditions. 


At 6.60, with ten minutes to play, 
theConvolescents.whohiui shown great 
form, required only twelve runs to win 
the match. Kippy and Gunner Toady 
shared the batting. A pretty glance to 
log for two by the Gunner was all that 
could be taken out of the penultimate 
over, and Kippy at the pergola end 
faced Mark Styles, the postman, to take 
the first ball of the last over. Two 
singles were run, and then Kippy 
placed one nicely into the herbaceous 
border for four. The next one nearly got 
him, and then, with the seven o’clock 
delivery, as it were, the postman tossed 
up a half-volley on tho log side. For¬ 
gotten were the rules, the windows and 
all else. Kippy jumped out and, with 
every muscle he could bring into action, 
hit it straight through tho plate-glass 
panel of tho billiard-room door. 
For five petrified seconds wo gazed 
at tho wreckage, and thon the door 
opened and the Colonel walked 
briskly into tho garden. Anything 
else a bomb or ail earthquake— 
might merely have created curi¬ 
osity, hut this was different. 

Quite unostentatiously I vacated 
my position at fine log and merged 
myself with the slips, who, together 
with point and cover, were bearing 
a course towards tho labyrinthine 
i ways of the kitchen-garden. After 
j vainly searching for an imaginary 
j ball and finding that wo were not 
i actually attacked from the roar, 

| we ventured at length to return. 

I Kippy and the Colonel were con¬ 
versing on the coutre of tho well- 
worn pitch. The Colonol was 
! speaking. 

1 “. . . Lose ten runs and the 

match! I never hoard such infernal 
nonsense. That shot was worth six 
runs on any ground. I shall insist on 
revising the rules.” 

At the same time I noticed that 
Kippy was holding a rod - and - white 
box, and the Colonel was with diffi¬ 
culty thrusting something through the 
inadequate slit. 

It looked like a piece of paper. 

The Huns at Home. 

“ In the final figure, all the dancers make 
bows and curtseys to tho Emperor and 
impress, who are either standing or sitting at 
this time on tho threno." 

Mr. ClKU.iUu’H description of a Court Bull, 

Two chiefs with but a single chair "to 
stand on. And yet they call Germany 
undemocratic! 

“M. Pain leva's resemblance to M. Briand 
(the former Premier) is string." , 

Liverpool DoilpPeet. 

Whereas the tie between British Min¬ 
isters is generally tape (red). 


K A 
ALT. 
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PRESERVING THEIR PROSPECTS. 

[Exemption hag boon granted by the War¬ 
wick Appeal Tribenal to a man who applied 
on the ground that it he lived long enough he 
Would inherit £200,000.] 

Extract front “ The Mid-County Adver 
tiser," July 30th. 

Martin Slim, 25, single, categoried 
A 1, appliod for exemption to the Bump- 
shire Tribunal on the ground that if he 
were required to do military service lie 
would lose a substantial fortune. Appli¬ 
cant explained that he was engaged in 
au enterprise which involved the plant¬ 
ing of 200 acres of young cork-trees. 
The trees would be ready for cutting in 
about 1945, by which time it was esti¬ 
mated the demand for cork legs would 
onalilo him to realise a handsome profit 
on the sale of the hark. Total exemp¬ 
tion was granted, the chairman of the 
Tribunal congratulating the young man 
on his patriotic foresight. 

“ The Snubimjton Mercury,'' Avgust 7th. 

Among the recent applicants to the 
Snobington Appeal Tribunal was tho 
Hon. Geoffrey de Knute. Solicitor for 
the applicant stated that his client, who 
was already giving all his time to tho 
organisation of hat-trimming competi¬ 
tions for wounded soldiers and other 
work of national importance, desired 
exemption for the reason that he ex¬ 
pected shortly to succeed to- the Earl¬ 
dom of Hwankshiro. There were, be 
explained, three brothers who stood 
between his client and the title, all over 
military age. It was oxpected, how¬ 
ever, that the ago limit would before 
long he substantially raised, in which 
case tliero was every reason to believe 
that his client, if exempted from mili¬ 
tary service, might outlive his relatives. 
After some consultation the chairman 
stated that ten yeans’ exomption would 
be granted. 


“ The Morning Neirs," August lith. l-armcr. You ’no sot be rbw giddy, Sunn?" 

^ It.F.O. Officer (on leave). 44 Not till we reach ten thousand feet.” 

bol. Strunski, 18, single, passed for 

General Service, applied for exemption Fellowship. It was a great chance whether his position as president of 
yesterday before the Birdcage Walk for him, she explained, but he would Prongingham’s, Ltd., did not require 
Tribunal. Applicant’s mother, who was lose it if he were called up. The Tri- him to leave the disposition of this case 
observed to he wearing several large bunal expressed its sympathy with to his oolleagues. They had persuaded 
diamond rings and a sable jacket, in- Mrs. Strunski, and stated that the War, him to a contrary view, and certainly 
formed the Tribunal that applicant was important as it might be, could not be I his patriotism could not be questioned, 
her sole support; that ho had been allowed to mar the future of such an j His son Reginald had been serving 
engaged until recently upon a contract able youth. Total exemption. ! gallantly in the Army Pay Department 

for supplying the Army Ordnance De- j since tho outbreak of war, and ho him- 

partment with antimacassars, but that, ' The Pud sweet Hecout, August 21 st. j se [f had been consulted by the Govern- 
as the result of false charges made At the Purrsweet Tribunal, Messrs, ment on several occasions. In deciding 
against him by persons connected with Prongingham and Co,,, proprietors of the case of the applicant, William Dudd, 
the police force, the War Office had re- the popular multiple grocery establish- he felt no bias of any kind, and the Tri- 
moved his name from itslist of eligible ments, applied for exemption for their bunal’s- decision to grant total exemp 
contractors, withthe result that he was local branch manager; William Dudd tion was made wholly out of regard 
notv oat pf . work. He had, however, (28, B 1). The chairman Of the Tri- to the young man’s prospects, and not 
been, Offered the Seoretaryship of the bunal, Sir George Prongingham, stated ip, the interest of Prongingham's, Ltd. 
Russian brwoh of the ^Conseiifiiion that be had had some doubts as to (Cheers.) Ataon, 
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THE CONVERT. 

There were throe of us—a soldier, a fldneur and myself, 
who am neither but would like to he either. We were talking 
about the strange appearance—a phenomenon of the day— 
of French wino in German bottles, and this led to the re- 
oxpression of my life-long surprise that bottles should exist 
in such numbers as they do—bottles everywhere, all over 
the world, with wine and beer in them, and no ono under 
any obligation to save and return them. 

“ Well,” said the soldier (who may or may not have known 
that I was ono of those writing fellows), “that has never 
struck me as odd. Of course there are lots of bottles. 
Follies are necessary. But what boats mo is the number 
of books. New books and old books, books in shops and books 
on stalls, and books in houses; and on top of all that — 
libraries. That's rum, if you like. 1 most cordially hope,” 
he added, “ that there are more bottlos than books in the 
world.” 

“ I don't care how many there aro of either,” said the 
fldneur’, “but 1 know this—another book's badly wanted.” 

“Oh, come off it,” said the enemy of authorship. “ How 
can anothor book be needed ? Have you over soon the 
British Museum Heading Room? It’s simply awful. It’s 
a kind of disease. 1 was taken there once by an aunt 
when 1 w'as a boy, and it has haunted me ever since. 
Books by the million all round the room, and the desks 
crowded with people writing now ones. Men and women. 
Mixed writing, you know. Terrible! ” 

“ All that may lie true,” said the flaneur, “ hut the fact 
remains that another book is still needed.” 

“ Impossible,” said the soldier, “ unless it’s a chequo-book. 
There 1 ’m with you.” 

“No, a book—a real book. Small, 1 admit, but real. 
And 1 believo I cau make you agree with me. I’m full 
of it, because 1 discovered the need of it only this last 
week-end.” 

“ Well, what is it to bo called ? ” the sceptic asked. 

“ I think a good title would bo, Have 1 Put Everything 
ni'! ” 

“ Sounds like a manual of bayonet exercise,” said the 
soldier, and be made imaginary lunges at imaginary Huns. 

“Very well then, to prevent ambiguity call it Have I 
Left Anything out'! The sub-title would be 1 A Guide to 
Backing,’ or ‘ The Week-Ender’s Friend.’ ” 

“ Ah! ” said tho other, beginning to bo interested. 

“With such a book,” the fldneur continued, “you could 
never, as I did on Saturday, arrive at a house without 
any pyjamas, because \ ou would find pyjamas in the list, 
and directly you came to them you would shove them in. 
That would bo the special merit of tho book—that you 
would get, out of wardrobes and drawers and off the 
dressing-table, the things it mentioned as you read them 
and shove them in.” 

“ You would hold the book in tho loft band," said the 
soldier, with almost as much excitement as though bo were 
the author, “ and pack with the right. That’s the way.” 

" Yes, that’s the way. It would be only a little book 1 — 
like a vest-pocket diary—but it would be priceless. Alt 
would be divided into sections covering the different kinds 
of visit to be paid—week-end, week, fortnight, and so on. 
Then the kind of place—seaside, rivor, shooting, hunting, 
and so on. Foreign travel might come in as well.” 

“Yes,” said the soldier, “lists of things for Egypt, India, 
Nairobi." 

“That’s it,” said the fldneur. “And there would be 
some unexpected things too. I guess you could help mS 
there with all your wide experienefe.” 

“ A corkscrew, of course,” said the soldier. 


“ I said unexpootod things,’’ said the fldneur reprovingly, 
such as—well, such as a screw-driver for eye-glasses— 

most useful. And a carriage key. And-” 

His pause was my opportunity. “ 1 ’ll toll you anothor 
thing," I said, “something for which I’d have givon a 
sovereign in that gale lasfc^veok whon I was at tho seaside 
window-wedges. Never again shall I truvol without 
window-wedges.” 

“ By Jove! ” said the soldier, “ that’s an idea. Put down 
window-wedges at once. It’s a groat book this,” ho wont 
on. “ And needed—I should jolly well say so. You ought 
to compile it at once—before any of us has time to go 
away again. Personally I don’t know how I ’vo lived with¬ 
out it. Why, just talking about it makes mo fool quite a 
literary character.” 

“Let me see,” I said sweetly, “wlmt do you call this 
monumental work? Oh yos, i remember— Arc There, Any 
Important Omissions from my Saturday-lo Monday Equip¬ 
ment ? ” 

“ Rubbish ! ’’ said tho soldier. “ Tho title is —Have I Put 
Everything in ? ” 


BY THE CANAL IN FLANDERS. 

By the canal in Flanders I watched a barge’s prow 
Creep slowly past the poplar-troos; and there 1 mudo a vow 
That when these wars aro ovor and I am homo at last 
Howevor much I travel I shall not travel fast. 

Ilorsos and cars and yachts and planes ; 1 ’vo no more use 
for such; 

For in three years of war’s alarms I’ve hurried far too much; 
And now 1 dream of something sure, silent and slow and 
largo; 

So when the War is over—why, I mean to buy a barge. 

A gildod barge I ’ll surely liavo, tho same as Egypt’s Queen, 
And it will be tho finost bargo that ever you have seen ; 
With polished mast of stout pitch pine, tipped with a hall 
of gold, 

And two green treos in two white tubs placed just abaft 
tho hold. 

So when past Pangbourne’s verdant meads, by Clievcden’s 
mossy stems, 

You see a bargo all white-aud-gold come gliding down tho 
Thames, 

With tow-rope spun from coloured silks and snow-white 
horsos three, 

Which stop beside your river house — you ’ll know the 
bargee’s mo. 

1 ’ll moor my craft bosido your lawn ; so up and make good 
cheer! 

Pluck mo your greenest salads! Draw' mo your coolest 
beer! 

For I intend to lunch with you and talk an hour or more 
Of how we used to hustle in tho good old days of war. 

The Vicar of a country parish was letting his house to 
a locum tenons, and sent him a telegram, “ Servants will bo 
left if desired.” Promptly came back the reply, “ Am 
bringing my own sormons.” And now each is wondering 
what sort of man the other is. 

■* Young Man to-holp weigh and clean widows at chemist’s shop." 

Sheffield Daily Telegraph. 

To any young man who should be inclined to apply we 
commend the,advice of Mr. Weller, senior, "Sammy, 
beware of the vidders.” 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

In The Irish on the Somme (Hodpeu and Stoughton) 
Mr. Michaud Macdonagh continues the story which lie 
began in The Irish at the Front. He gives us morn 
accounts of the heroism of his fellow-countrymen in the 
titanic battles that have thrilled the minds of men all the 
world ovor. He writes with a justifiable enthusiasm of 
the deeds of these gallant Irishmen. The book stirs the 
blood like the sound of a trumpet. In a war which has 
produced so many glorious actions the Irish are second to 
none. Even those who do not agree in every point with 
Mr. John Eedmond will admit ungrudgingly that ho makes 
good the claims he puts forward in his introduction to 
Mr. Macdonaoh's book. Ho tells us that from Ireland 
173,772 Irishmen are serving in the Army and Navy, and 
that in addition at least 150,000 of the Irisli race have 
joined the colours in Great Britain — no mean record. 
Mr. Macdonaoh is as proud of the glory of tho Ulstermen 
as of that of Nationalist Ireland. He dedicates his book to 
tho carum caput of Major Willie Bedmond. 

Mr. E. B. Osborn, who has written The Maid with Wings, 
and other Fantasies Grave to Gay (Lane), will perhaps not 
altogether thank me for saying that among the Other 


Fantasies I throughout preferred tho grave to the gay. 
The Maid with Wings itself is a beautiful little piece of 
imagination—tho vision of the Maid of France comforting 
an English boy during his last moments out in No Man’s 
Land. Tho thing is well and delicately done, with a 
reserve that may encourage tho judicious to hopo for good 
work in the future from a pen that is (I fancy) as yet 
somewhat new. On the other hand, I must confess that 
the Gaioty left me (though this, of course, may bo an 
isolated experience) with sides unshaken. “ Callisthenes 
at Cambridge,” for example, is but little removed from tho 
article that, to my certain knowledge, has padded school 
and ’Varsity magazines since such began to be. Still, I 
liked the plea for Protection against foreign imports in 
literature and art by way of helping the native producer, 
though even here some condensation would, I thought, 
have sharpened the point. But, after all, reviewers are 
dull dogs to move to laughter (as no doubt Mr. Osborn 
will now agree), so I hope he will rest content with my 
genuine appreciation of his graver passages, and will be 
encouraged to give us something more ambitions and less 
open to the suspicion of book-making. 

The Letters of a Soldier: 191.4-1915 (Constable) are 
letters to a mother; letters also of an artist, and full of an 
exquisite sensibility, a fine candour, I can best give you 
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an impression of the charming personality of this young 
French soldier (who survived his first great battle, to be 
reported missing after the counter-attack, since when no 
news of him has reached his friends), by quoting little son 
tonees of his, and if you don’t want to know more of him 
after reading them then nothing I can say will bo of any 
use: “The true death would be to live in a conquorcd 
country, above all for me, whoso art would perish ... If 
you could only see the confidence of the little forest 
animals, such as the field-mice ! They were as pretty as a 
Japanese print, with the inside of their oars like a rosy 


I can read Miss Mary Webb’s studies' of the peasant 
mind with great pleasure, but at the same time X am 
doubtful whether she is as successful in Gone to Earth 
(Constable) as sho was in her first novel, The Golden 
Arrow. My difficulty—and I hope it will not be yours— 
was to believe in the power of Hazel Woodns to moke ver 
dissimilar men lose their hearts and heads, That Jae I 
lioddin, a dare-devil fanner with love for any sort of a 
chase in his blood, should pursue her to the bitter end is 
intelligible enough, but why Edward Mars ton, a rather 
anasmie minister, married her and thon forgave her 


shell How is it possible to think of Schumann as a escapades with lleddin has mo bothered. I can admire 
barbarian... 1 am happy to have felt myself responsive 'Edwards forgiving spirit, hut cannot altogether pity him 
to all those blows, and my hope lios in the thought that when his methodical congregation said straight and dis 
they will have forged my soul Spinoza is a most ] agreeable things. In fact my total inability to see Hazel as 
valuable aid in the trenches We are in billets affor \ Edward saw her somewhat detracted from my enjoyment of 
the great battle, and this time 1 saw it all. .1 did my duty; I her history. That being said the rest is, thank goodness, 
I know that by the feeling of my men for mo. Hut tho' praise. Miss Webb is a careful and sincere workman, 


best are dead. We gained 
our object . . . 1 send you 
my whole lovo. Whatever 
comes to pass, life has 
had its beauty.” And thon 
no more. 

If Mr. Hahold Lake's 
account of the British 
forces in Macedonia is sup¬ 
posed to supply an answer 
to a not unnatural query 
as to what they are doing 
there, I am afraid one must 
take it that in fact they are 
doing nothing in particu¬ 
lar. An intelligent British 
public believes that at least 
they are immobilising im¬ 
portant enemy forces and 
perhaps accomplishing 
several other useful things 
as well, but the writer, who 
has actually been In Hal- 
onica with . Our Army 
(Melrose), frankly lays 
aside high considerations 
of policy and, seeing it all in desperately foreshortened 


' fa.;*? 



The Farmer. “ Don’t you know, you little thief, I could get you 

TEN YUA.lt8 IN JAIL FUR STKALIN’ MY APPLES?" 

The Bay. “Excuse me, Sib, but you abb abboluthly misinformed. 

SHOULD COME UNDEB THE FlllST OFFENDERS ACT." 


who, whether you believe 
or disbolieve in her charac¬ 
ters, writes with such real 
compassion for suffering 
that she cannot fail to en¬ 
list your sympathy. Ad- 
! ditionally her vein is orig- 
i inal, and she only needs a 
jlibtlo more experience to 
| make a groat success of it. 

Presumably the eleven 
stories in The Loosing of 
the- Lion's Whelps (Mills 
and Boon) are published 
for the first time, as we 
are not given any notice 
to tho contrary, and I can 
imagine that Mr. John 
OxENHAu’smany admirers 
will derive considerable 
pleasure from them. Mr. 

| Oxknham’b weak points 
I are that sometimes he fails 
■ to distinguish between real 
pathos arid sticky senti¬ 


mentality, and that when 
he tries his hand at telling a practical joke he does not know 
perspective, knows only that ho and his fellows, having when to stop. There are, however, stories in this volume 
volunteered to fight, are being called on instead to endure a which deserve unqualified praise. The shortest, “ How 
purgatorial routine of dust and dulneas, mosquitoes, malaria Half a Man Died,” is the best; indeed, it is a real gain. 


and night marches, and the grilling away of useless days in 
the society of flies and lizards, with only, as a very occa¬ 
sional treat, the smallest glimpse of anything resembling 
a Front. And all this is in a country so desolated by 
centuries of war that in spite of obvious natural fertility it 
is a sullen treeloss desert—a desert of blight and thistlos, 
as profitless to our men as their periodically deferred anti¬ 
cipations of a grand advance. A book that sets out to record 
vacuity can hardly be crammed with thrilling literature, 


But “ The Missing K.C.'s ” has a genuine thrill in it; and, 
in a very different mannor, “ A By -Product ” is proof enough 
that the author can get his effects all the more readily 
when he keeps his own feelings under tho strictest control. 
Mr. Oxen ham’s XI. has weak points in it, but omthe whole 
it is a good side. _________ 


Another Impending Apology. 

“ John Kelly, Aughanduff, while going to Domasoer was attacked 
T - . . - , , , ,, ... . on tho road by a bull belonging to Thomas Kelly, and' kuodked down 

and J. am not going to pretend that Mr. Lake has achieved ftn d had three rilm broken. He was attended by Dr.-, and we 

the impossible. All the same one found points—for in- think *uck dangerous animals should not be allowed to wander at 

stance, his desire that someone (apparently England for largo.”— Irish Paper. _ 

choice!) should colonise Macedonia; and his most right 

_j *__ *a_ j*_. i*? _? i • e i i i 


and appropriate pica for fairor recognition of those who 
have sacrificed their health in the national service. A 
man, he holds, who is bo suffer all his life from malarial 
fovor has done his hit no loss than plenty who bear the 
honourable insignia of the wounded in battle and the snout 
of a mosquito may be as valorously encountered as the 
bayonet, of a Hun. And so say all of us. , 


“ J. A. M. required for St. Murk’s Girls’ School, Dublin ."—Irish Times. 
A case for the Food Controller. 


From a letter on “ How we are to be Governed 


“ Are we in future to see the patty whipB ] 
a 16 in, gun is to ho 80or 60 calibres? The 1 

We don’t think. 


rnt on to decide whether 
hink is unthinkable.” 

The Times. 
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•CHARIVARI A, 

The Cologne Gazette is of the opinion 
that the American troops, when they 
arrivo in France, will be hampered by 
tlieir ignorance of the various languages. 
But we understand that tho Americans 
can shoot in any language. 

* * 

* . • 

A weekly periodical is giving away a 
bicycle every other week. Meanwhile 
The, Daily Telegraph continues to give 
away a Kaiser every day. 

• V 

“ I decline to have anything to do 
with the War,” said a Conscientious 
Objector to a North of England magis¬ 
trate, “and 1 resent this interference 
with my liberty.” Indeed he is said to 
bo so much annoyed that he intends 
sending tho War (Mice a jolly snappy 
letter about it. .. * 

Charlie Chaplin, says a gossip 
writer, is coming to England m the 
Autumn. This disposes of tho sugges¬ 
tion that arrangements wore being 
made for England to ho taken over 
to him. j. 

Incidoutally wo notice that Charlie 
Chaplin has become a naturalised 
American, with, we presume, permis¬ 
sion to use the rank of Honorary 

Britisher. * 

' *' 

Before a Northern Tribunal an appli¬ 
cant slated that he was engaged in 
the completion of an invention which 
would enable dumb people to speak 
or signal with perfection. Ho was 
advised, however, to concentrate for 
a while on making certain Germans 
say “ Kamerad.” ,, 

' ^ 

An Isle of Wight man has succeeded 
in growing ft vegetable marrow which 
weighs forty-throe pounds. To avoid 
its being mistaken for the island lie 
lias scratched his name and address 

on it. * * 

★ 

Those in search of a tactless present 
will bear in mind that Mr. Mark Haai- 
bouuo has written a book entitled 
“ How to Play the Piano.” 

ft ft 

ft 

The great flagstaff at Kew Gardens, 
which weighs 18 tons and is 215 feet 
long, is not to bo erected until after the 
War. This has come as a great con¬ 
solation to certain people who had 
feared the two events would clash. 

* , * 

In Mid Cheshire there is a scarcity 
of partridges, but there is plenty of 
ether game in Derbyshire. The Mid- 
Obesfafre birds are of the opinion that 
this cannot be too strongly advertised. 


Thirteen years after it was posted at 
Watford a postcard has 'just reached an 
Ealing laxly inviting her to tea, and of 
course she rightly protested that the 

tea was cold. * * 

* 

An ostato near Goolo has been pur¬ 
chased for £118,000, the purchaser 
having decided not to carry out ids 
first intention of investing that amount, 
in a couple of boxes of matches. 

‘ * * 

Herr Eu/.bkhguk is known among 
his friends as “The Singing Socialist.” 
Wo arc afraid however that if he wants 

peace ho will have to whistle for it. 

* * 

Tho Provisional Government in 11ns- 
sia, according to The Evening Neva, 



COMFORTING THOUGHT 

Whon there aro no taxis on your return from 
your holidays: 

"Oun TRIE STUHNUTIl IR 1*1 KNOW OCR 
OWN WBAKNJ’SHH.* 1 -- OtiAKLEH KlSiiftl.EY. 

has “ always regarded an international 
debate on tho questions of war and pease 
as useful.” But our Government, not 
being exactly provisional, prefers to go 
on giving the enemy beans. 

THE END OF AN EPISODE. 

I write this in the beginning of a 
minor tragedy; if indeed the severance 
of any long, helpful and sympathetic 
association can ever be so lightly 
named. For that is precisely what 
our intercourse has been these many 
weeks past; one of nervous and quickly 
roused irritation on ray part, pf swift 
and gentle ministration on his. 

At least once a day we have met 
during that period (and occasionally, 
though rarely, more often), usually in 
those before-breakfast hours when the 
temper of normal man is most exacting 
and uncertain. But his temper never 


varied ; the perfection of it was indeed 
among his finest qualities. Morning 
aftor morning, throughout a time that, 
as it chanced, has been full of distress 
and disappointment, would his soothing 
and infinitely gentle touch recall mo to 
content. That stroking caress of his 
was a thing indescribable; one before 
which tho black shadows left by the 
hours of night seemed literally to dis¬ 
solve and vanish. 

And now the long expected, long 
dreaded has begun to happen. Ho, too, 
is turning against mo, as so many 
others of his fellows have done'in tho 
past. Who knows the reason ? What 
continued roughness on my part has 
at last worn out even him? Put for 
some days now there has boon no mis¬ 
reading the fatal symptoms—increasing 
irritability on tho ono side, harshness 
turning to blunt indifference on the 
other. And*this morning came tho 
unforgivable olTonce, tho cut direct. 

That settles it; to-morrow, with a 
still smarting regret, I unwrap a new 
razor-blade. 


TJIE WHOLE HOG. 

(“ Victorian lovo-making was at test a sloppy 
business . . . modern maidens have little uso 
lor half measures . . . Primitive ideas are 
I vgilining to assort themselves,” — Daily J'aper. 

Betty, when you were in your teens 
And shielded from sensation, 
Despite a lack of ways and means 
In various appropriate scenes 
l sighed my adoration. 

You did not smile upon my suit; 

Pallid I grew and pensive; 

My disappointment was acute, 
l/fe seemed a worthless thing and 
mute, 

I moped, then tuned my laggard lute 
And launched a new offensive. 

Tims you were wooed in former days 
When maids were won by waiting; 
The modem lover finds it pays 
To imitate the forceful ways 
Of prehistoric mating. 

Man is more primitive (a snub 
Hus no effect), so if you 
Should still refuso a certain “ sub.” 
lie will not pine or spurn his grub, 
But, seizing the ancestral club. 

Into submission biff you. 


Making the BeBt of Both Worlds. 

“Ah honorary organist at - Wesleyan 

Church lie lias ostabljsliod a sound and nom- 
pac.t business as wholesale grocer and Italian 
warehouseman .*’—Provincial Payer. 

•Muid (superior) wanted lor lady, gentle¬ 
man, small flat, strong girl, able to assist lady 
with rheumatism."— Glasgow Herald. 

If we bear of a small flat girl we will 
send her along; but this shaped figure 
is rather out of fashion just now. 
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THE SUPER-PIPE. 

When Jackson first joined the jolly 
old B.E.F. ho smoked a pipe. Ilo 
carried it anyhow. Loose in his pocket, 
mind you. A pipo-howl at Ids pocket's 
brim a simple pipo bowl was to him, 
and it was nothing mere. Of course no 
decent B.M.F. mess could stand that. 
Jackson was told that a pipo was 
anathema. maranatha, which is Greek 
for no bon. 

“What will I smoko then?" said 
Jackson, who was no Englishman 
Wo waited for the Intelligence Officer 
to reply. Wo knew him. The Intelli¬ 
gence Ollicer said nothing, ilo drew 
something from his pocket. It was a 
parcel wrapped in cloth of-gold. Ilo 
removed the cloth-of-gold and there 
was discovered a casket, which he 
unlocked with a key attached to his 
identity disc. Inside the casket was a 
padlocked box, which ho opened with 
a key a'tachod by gold wire to his 
advance pay book. Inside the box was 
a roll of ttdk. To cut it all short., he 
unwound puttee after puttee of careful 
wrapping till lie reached a chamois- 
leather chrysalis, which he handled 
with oxtremo reverence, and from this 
ho drow something with gentle lingers, 
and set it on the table cloth before the 
goggle-eyed Jackson, 

V A pipo,” said Jackson. 

There was a shriek of honor. The 
Intelligence Officer fainted. Hero was 
wanton sacrilege. 

“Man,” said the iron-nerved Bomb¬ 
ing Officer, “ it's a Hi ownhill.” 

“What’s a Brownhill ? ” asked 
Jackson. 

We gasped. How could wo begin to 
tell him of that West Med shrine from 
which issue these lacquered symbols of 
a Now Religion ? 

The Intelligence Officer was reviving. 
We looked to him. 

“The prophet Brownhill,” ho said, 
“was once a tobacconist—an ordinary 
tobacconist who sold pipes." 

We shuddered. 

“lie discovered one clay that man 
wants more than mere pipes. He 
wants a—a super-pipe, something to 
icvercnce and — oi--lo>k after, you 
know, as well as to smoko. Mo he 
invented the Brownhill. It is an 
affaire <!<’ rami — an affair of art," 
translates! tho 1.0. proudly. “It is as 
glossy as a cho->lnut in its native 
setting, and you can buy furniture 
polish from tho prophet Brownhill 
which will keep it always so. It has 
its year, like a famous vintage, it lias a 
silver wind-pipe, and it costs anything 
up to fifty guineas." 

“ I)’you smoko it; 1 ” asked Jackson, 
brutally. 


We gave him up. In awful silence 
each of us produced his wrappings and 
his feaskels, extracted tho shining briar, 
smeared it with cosmetics, and polished 
it more reverently than a peace-time 
Guaidsnmn polishes his buttons when 
warned for duly next day at “ Buck.” 

And Jackson smoked his pipe in 
.secret, lie would take no leaf from 
the hook of the Massonaehs. 

And tho War went on. 

Jackson went on leave. To his deep 
disgust he had to wait a few hours in 
London on his way to more civilised 
pints, and* fide led him idling to 
Brownhill’s. lie flattened his Celtic 
nose on the window and stared fascin¬ 
ated at the array of super-pipes dis¬ 
played there'. After a furtive glance 
along the street he crept into the tem¬ 
ple'. A while-coated priest mot him. 

“I I’m wantin'-a-a pipe," said 
Jack-on. He saw the priest reel and 
turn pale to the lips. “ 1 should say 
a a Brownhill,” lie added hastily. 
The other man gulped, steadied himself 
with an effort., and gave a ghastly smile. 
If you had walked into a temple at 
Thibet and planked down sixpence and 
asked for an idol wrapped up in brown 
paper you could not have done a more 
dreadful thing than Jackson had dono ; 
but the priest forgavo him and pro¬ 
duced in silence a trayful of Brownlulls. 
Then was Jackson like unto Beta's 
little Chinese hoy with “ the crackling." 
He touched a briar and was converted, 
lie stroked them as though they were 
kittens, bought ton of them, a pound 
of polish, fifty silver wind-pipes and a 
hale of chamois-leather. Tho priest 
look a deep breath. 

“ You aie a full-blooded man, Mir,” 
said he, “ if you will excuse mo saying 
so, and you should smoke in your now 
Brownlulls a mixture which has a pro¬ 
portion of Latakia to Virginian of one 
to nineteen —a small percentage of 
glycerine and cucumber being added 
because you have red hair, and-tho whole 
submitted to a pressure of eighteen 
hundred foot-pounds to the square 
millimetre, under violet rays. This 
will he known as ‘ Your Mixture,' 
Number 51)780-,",-, and will bo supplied 
to no ono else on earth, except under 
penalty of deaths 

“ I will tako a ton,” said Jackson 
with gla/ing eyes. 

This was a man after tho priest's own 
heart. Ilo took another deep breath 
and dived into the strong-room. Ha 
rota mod under the escort of ten armed 
men, each of them chained by tho wrist 
to an iron box, whtfch he unlocked with 
difficulty. Inside tho iron box was a 
thing which Jackson a few months 


ago would have called a pipe. He 
know better now. In awful silence 
the priest lifted it from its satin bed. 
“ This,” he whispered, “ was once 
smoked by Brownhill himself.” 

Jackson put out a hand to tako it. 
Tho priest ho-Hated, then laid it gently 
on his customer's palm. 

And Jackson dropped it. 

Jackson has never been hoard of 
since. 

THE FA I HI US HAVE NEVER A 
PENNY TO SPEND. 

The fairies have never a penny to spend, 
They haven’t a thing put hv, 

But theirs is the dower of bird and of 
flower, 

And theirs arc the earth and tho sky. 
And though you should live in a palace 
of gold 

Or sleep in a diiod-up ditch, 

You could never bo poor as the fairies 
are. 

And never as rich. 

Since ever and over tho world began 
They have danced like a ribbon of 
flame. 

They have sung their song through tho 
cental ies long, 

And yet it is never Lie same. 

And though you ho foolish or though 
you ho wise, 

With hajr of silver or gold, 

Y'ou could never be young as the fairies 
are 

And never as old. R, F. 

Kara Avis. 

From a cigarette-caul:— 

“ It Ill'll) Wakblku. 

Ai rorepliahis st repet us. 

This bird is found in nearly every part of 
thn ltntii-.il islands. It builds a nest uIxmL a 
foot off till' ground in tho rood bed;, and i-t 
framed of grass, hors'' leur and sometimes 
fuathoix.” . .. 

From a list of medallists of the now 
Older of the British Empire: — 

“ (i. F. Hamlet.- For courage in persisting 
with dangerous work, with a certainty of 
suffering from poisoning as a result.” 

Just like his illustrious namesake. 

“ Melbourne, Friday. 

The House of Representatives to-day passed 
the second reading of tho War Times Profits 
Tax Assessment Hill. The tax will bo 00 per 
cent, for the year ending June 80, 191161, and 
To per cent, for afterwards. — Itcuter.” v 

Aberdeen Paper. 

Well, well, wo need not worry. 


“ What is being fought nut is a long-drawn 
battle for the important shipping port of 
Trieste, with tho whole of tho railway and road 
communications of tho Iberian Peninsula.” 

The People, 

Rather a shook for Madrid. 
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A STUDY IN SYMMETRY. 


I as it may sound, among all the millions But I have no doubt that a duplicate 
of countenances with two eyes, a nose exists, and no matter who (s the owner 
Tuf following story, however im- in tiio middle and a mouth below it, of it, even were he an archbishop, I 
probable it may seem to you, is true. some difference oxists in each. That should not hesitate to go up and ask 
Once upon ti time there was an artist is, as I say, among contemporaries: in | him to sit to mo.'" 
with historical loanings not unassoei-! the world at this moment in which 1 (For the benefit of any feminine reader 
ated with the desire for pelf- pel fix ‘im. jam speaking. But,” ho continued, of this voracious history 1 should say 
even to idealists, what petrol is ! warming to his subject, for, as you that the repetition which she has just 
car. The blend brought him one day j will have already gathered, ho was noticed is not an accident, but has been 


to Portsmouth, where the Victory lies, not one of Iho taciturn brush-brother- 
with tho honourable purpose of paint- ; hood, "after the lapse of years I seo no 
ing a picture of that famous ship with j reason why nature should not begin 
Nelson on board. What tho Admikal precisely to reproduce physiognomies 
was doing I cannot say---most, probably and so save herself the trouble of for 


carefully sot down. It is an attempt to 
give verisimilitude to the conversa¬ 
tion - because men always say things 
liko that twice.) 

The friend again remarked that tho 


; and the two started for the 
| station, still conversing on the 


their carriage 


"V 


dying—but tho artist’s intention was I over diversifying them. That being so | painter's resolve did him infinite credit, 
to make the work as attractive 
as might, he and thus draw a 
little profit from the wave of 
naval enthusiasm which was 
then passing over tho country; 
for not only was tho picture 
itself to bo saleable, hut repro¬ 
ductions wore lobe made of it. 

Permission having been ob¬ 
tained from tho authorities, 
the artist boarded the Victor;/, 
sot up his easel on her deck 
and settled down to his task, 
the monotony of which was 
pleasantly alleviated by the 
chatter of the old salts who 
guard the ship and act as 
guides to the tourists who 
visit her. All of those estimable 
mon not only possessing views 
on art, but having come by 
now to tho linn belief that 
they had fought with Nel¬ 
son, their criticisms were not 
too easily combated and the 
artist hadn't a tedious moment. 

Tiius, painting, conversing and 
learning (as one can learn only 
from a trained imparter of in¬ 
formation), three or four days 
pussod quickly away and tiie’ 
picture was done. 

So far there has boon nothing 
—has there'.'—to strain cre¬ 
dulity. No. But a time will 
come—is, in fact, upon us. 



OCR RESTRICTED COAST AMUSEMENTS. 

Vendor. “ Al.I. THK Ol'Slt'lAI, 1 OLID AY FUN. FLY THE PATJUOTIC 
Kirns ANT, ANNOY THU OOTHAS ! ” 


same theme. 

On entering 

tho first thing to take their 
attention was a quiet little 
man in black, who was tho 
absolute double of the hero of 
Trafalgar. 

"flood gracious!" whis¬ 
pered tho painter excitedly, 
"do you seo that? Thoro’s 
the vory man. The likonoss 
to Nelson is astonishing. 1 
never saw anything like it. 

I don’t care who lie is, I 
must tackle him. It’s the 
most extraordinary ehanco 
that ever occurred.” 

Assuming his most silky 
and deferential mannor—for, 
though clearly not an arch¬ 
bishop, unless in mufti, this 
might yet a person of im¬ 
portance -- tho painter ap¬ 
proached the stranger and 
tendered a card. 

“ 1 trust, Sir, that you will 
excuse me,” he begun,for 
the liborty I am taking, but 
I am an artist and I happen 
to he engaged on a picture 
of Nelson on tho Victory. * I 
have all the accessories and 
forth, but wlnit I very 
seriously need is a brief sitting from 
some gentleman with a likeness to the 
great little Admiral. Such, Sir, as •] 
yourself. It may he news to you—it 
probably is—but yon, Sir, if I may 
say so, arc so liko the famous and 
immortal warrior as almost to take 


and surely tho hypothesis is not too 
On tho evening of the last day, as | far-fetched”—hero his friend said, “ No, 
the artist was sitting at early dinner not at all—oh no 1 ”—“ why,” the artist 
with a friend before catching the continued, “should there not he at 
London train, his remarks turned (as this moment, more than a century later, 
an artist’s sometimes will) upon the some one whoso resemblance to Nelson 
work upon which he had just boon j is exact ? He would not be necessarily 

engaged. Ho expressed satisfaction | a naval man—probably, indeed, not, j one’s breath away. It is astonishing, 
with it in the main, but could not, ho j for Nelson’s face was not characteristic wouderfull Might I—would it be- 
said, help feeling that its chances of I of the sea --but -whoever he was, even could you—would you, Sir, be so very 
becoming a real success would bo j if ho w r oro an archbishop, I,” said the kind as to allow me to paint you? f 
sensibly increased if he could find as painter firmly, " should not hesitate to would, of course, make every effort not 
a model for the central figure some one go up to him and ask him to sit to mo.” to inconvenience you—I would arrange 
whoso resemblance to Nelson was Tho friend agreed that this was a so that your time should be mine.” 
noticeable. very projior attitude and that it be- “Of course I will, guvnor," said 

“ There are, of course,” he went on, tokened true sincerity of purpose. the man. "I’m a professional model 
‘‘at the same time—that is to say, • "Nelson’s face,” the paintor con- and I’ve been sitting for Nelson for 
among contemporaries—no two faces tinned.** wus an uncommon one.' So years. Why, I’ve been doing it for an 
exactly alike. That is an axiom. Sriange! large and so mobile a mouth is rare, artist this very afternoon.” 
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Vhyeioal Drill Instructor (tv weak-kneed recruit). “Nah then! If you ’r.K a-odino tkk jump— juuvl 


A LOST LAND- 

(To Gehmany.) 

A childhood land of mountain ways, 
Where earthy gnomes and forest fays. 
Kind foolish giants, gentle bears, 

Sport with the peasant as he fares 
Affrighted through the forest glades, 
And lead sweet wistful little maids 
Lost in the woods, forlorn, alone, 

To princely lovers and a throne. 

& >!: * !« *!' 

Dear haunted land of gorge and glen, 
Ah me! the dreams, the dreams of men! 

s. 

A learned laud of wise old books 
And men with meditative looks, 

Who move in quaint red-gabled towns 
And sit in gravely-folded gowns. 
Divining in deep-laden speech 
The world’s supremo arcana—each 
A homely god to listening Youth 
Eager to tear the veil of Truth; 

* .I. * 

Mild votaries of book and pen — 

Alas, the dreams, the dreams of men I 

A music land, whose life is wrought 
In movements of melodious thought; 
In symphony, great wave on wave— 
Or fugue, elusive, swift, and grave; 


A singing land, whoso lyric rhymes 
Float on the air like village chimes : 
Music and Verso—the deopost part 
Of a whole nation’s thinking heart! 

Oh land of Now, oh land of Then! 

Dear God! the dreams, the dreams of 
men! 

Slave nation in a land of hate, 

Whore are the things that mode you 
great ? 

Child-hearted once—oh, deep deiiled, 
Daie you look now upon a child? 

Your lore—a hideous mask wherein 
Self-worship hides its monstrous sin:— 
Music and verse, divinely wed— 

How can those live where love is dead ? 
*!« £ 

Oh depths beneath sweet, human ken, 
God help the dreams, thedreams of men! 

“The Blcssiuglou Papers are included with 
all their atmosphere of distinguished High 
Bohemia. Among them are some interesting 
Disraeli letters—lie was ever her staunch 
friend from tho early 'thirties to the late 
’forties, when his son had risen and her 1 *— 
how brilliant!—had set .”—Saturday Review. 


Hint for Horticulturists. 

“ Mr. -, undertaker, of Tomuka, has 

improved liis plant by the purchase of n now 
hearse .”—Ttnuiru Herald (New Zealand). 

“ Mr.-hopes shortly to Ire seen again in 

revue in tho Wot Kind .”—Rail Mall UaecUa. 
Or, as the Cknhou would put it, “ some' 
where in England.” 

llaily Mail (Ordinary Kdition), 8 Sept¬ 
ember, 1917 : “ Lord Halsburv i» 92 to-day.” 

Times (Late War Kdition), 8 September, 
1917 . “ The Karl of HaLlnity is 91 to-day.” 
Yet, from personal observation, one 
would never believo that tho kx-Loku 
Chancellou was ageing so rapidly. 

From “ Gorman Official ” :— 

" With the use oi numerous tanks and aero¬ 
planes, thing at a low altitude, the English 
infantry soon after advanced to the attack on 
this front ."—Riming J'ujier. 

Now that tho enemy has given away 
the secret of our now weapon the 
Cenbom might let us know more of our 
dying Tanks. _ 

“Prisoner then seized her round the throat 
with both hands and hit her mi the head with 
a steel case-openor. ”—Uaily 1‘ajK'r. 

lie carried in his 


And up to the present we hod been 
under the impression that both these Which, presumably, 
distinguished persons were childless. teeth. 
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THE SUNFLOWER. 

“Have you,” said Francesca, “suen our sunflowers 
lately ? ” 

“ Yes,” I said, “ I ’vo kept an eye on thorn occasionally. 
It’s a bit difficult, by the way, not to soo them, isn’t it?” 

“ Well,” she said, “perhaps they are rather striking-” 

“ Striking ! ” 1 said. “ 1 never heard a more inadequate 
word. I call them simply overwheh "tug—the steam-rollers 
of the vegetable world, hook at thoir great yellow open 
faces.” 

“I never,” said Francesca, “saw a steam-roller with a 
face. You 're mixing your metaphors.” 

“And, ’ 1 said, “1 shall go on mixing them as long as 
you grow sunflowers, it's the very least a man can do by 
way of protest.” 

“1 don’t know why you should want to protest. The 
seed makes very good chicken-food." 

“Yes, 1 know,” 1 said, “that's what you always said." 

“And T hot,” she said, “you’vo repeated it. When 
you’ve met the tame (leuerals and Colonels at your club, 
and they’ve boasted lu you about their potatoes, 1 know 
y ou vc countered t hem wit h the story of how you've turned 
the whole of your lawn into a bed of sunflowers calculated 
to drive the most obstinate lien into laying two eggs a day, 
rain or shine.” 

“1 admit,” 1 said, “that I may have mentioned the 
matter casually, hut l never thought the things were going 
to ho like this. When 1 lirst knew them and talked about 
them they were tender little shoots of green just modestly 
showing above the ground, and. now lliev’re a forest 
primeval. The murmuring pines and the hemlock aren’t 
in it with this impenetrable jungle liheially blotched with 
yellow, this so-called sunflower patch.” 

“ What would you call it,” she said, “if you didn’t call 
it sunflower ? ” 

“ I should call it a beast of prey,” 1 said. “ A sunflowor 
seems to me to he rnoro like a tiger than anything else.” 

“It was a steam-roller about a minute ugo.” 

“ Yes," .1 said, “ it was- a tigerish steam-roller.” 

“ How interesting," she said. “ I have net mot one quite 
like that.” 

“That,” 1 said, “is because your eye isn't properly 
poetical. It’s blocked with chicken-food and other utili¬ 
tarian objects.” 

“ 1 must," she said, “ consult an oculist. Perhaps ho will 
give me glasses which will unblock my eye and rnako mo 
see tigers in the garden.” 

"No,” 1 said, “you will have to do it for vouisolf. For 
such an eye as yours even the best oculists are unavailing." 

“ 1 might,” she said, “ improve if T read poetry at home, 
lias any poet written about sunflowers? ” 

“ Y'es,” 1 said, “Peake did. Ho was quite mad, and he 
wrote a poem to a sunflower : ‘ Ah ! Sunflower! Weary of 
time.’ That’s how it begins.” 

“ Weary of time ! ” she said scornfully. “ That’s no good 
to me. I'm weary of having no time at all to myself.” 

“That shows,” I said, “ that you 're not a sunflower.” 

“Thank heaven for that,” siie said. “It's enough to 
have four children to look after - -five including yourself.”., 

“My dear Francesca,” f said, “how charming you arc 
to count me as a child! 1 shall really begin to fool as if 
there wore golden threads among the silver.” 

“ Tut-tut,” sho said, “ you 're not so grey as all that.” 

" Yes, I am,” I said, “ quite as grey as all that and much 
greyer; only we don’t talk about it.” 

“But we do talk about sunflowers,” she said, “don’t we ? ” 

“If you'll promise to have the beastly glaring tilings' 
dug up-” 


“Not,” she said, “before wo'vo extracted from them 
their last pip of chioken-food.” 

“ Well, anyhow,” I said, "as soon iis possible! If you’ll 
promise to do that I 'll promise never to montion thorn 
again.” 

“ But you ’ll loso your reputation with tho Generals and 
Colonels." 

“ I don't mind that,” I said, “ if I can only rid tho garden 
of their detested presence." 

“My goldon-throaded hoy,” said Francesca, “it shall ho 
as you desire.” 11. G. L. 

CONSTABLE JINKS. 

Ouu village policeman is tali and well-grown, 

Ho stands six feet two and lie weighs sixteen stono; 

His gait is majestic, his visage sorone, 

And his hoots are tho biggest that over I ’vo seen. 

Fame sealed his renown with a doiinite stamp 
When two Gorman waiters escaped fmm a camp. 
Unaided he cipturod those runaway Huns 
Who had lived for a week on three half-penny buns. 

When a derelict porpoise was cast on the shore 
Our village policemau was much to the fore. 

He measured the beast from its tip to its tail, 

And blandly pronounced if “ an undersized whale.” 

When a small hoy was flying bin kite on tho links 
It was promptly impounded by Constable Jinks, 

Who astutely romaikod that if might have boon soon 
By tho vigilant crow of a Hun submarine. 

It is sometimes alleged that groat valour ho showed 
When lie chased a mad cow for throe miles on tho road , 
But there’s also another account of the hunt 
With a four legged pursuor, a bipod in front. 

If your liouso has been robbed and his counsel you seek 
Ho's 3iiro to look in—in the courso of tho week, 

Whon his massive appearance will comfort your cook, 
Though ho fails in tho bringing of culptifs to hook. 

His obiter dicta on lifo and tho law 

Sot our ribald young folk in a frequent guffaw ; 

But tho elders repose an implicit belief 
In so splendid a product of beer and of beef. 

IIo's tho strongest and solidost man in the placo', 
Nothing—short of mad cattle—can quicken his pace; 

His moustache would do credit to any dragoon, 

And his voice is as deep as u doublo bassoon. 

His complexion is perfect, his uniform neat, 

He rivets all eyes as he stalks down tho streot; 

And I doubt if his critics will ever complain 
Of his being a little deficient in brain. 

For lie's more than a man ; he's a part of the map; 

His going would cause a doplorablo gap; 

And the village would suffer as hoavy a slump 
As it would from tho loss of tho old parish pump. 

A Happy Juxtaposition. 

“Cheaper Matches. | Fresh Lioht on the Kaiser’s Foots." 

Daily Mirror. 

From tho report of a Royal iuvestiture;— 

“ The first officer to mount tho dais was Major-, who wore 

the broad-brimmed slouch hat of tho Austrian Infantry.” 

North China Daily Newt. 

A souvenir, of course. 
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Mother (/« vutul, who has offered Marjorie »o?nr jam). “On no, thank y6i t , NOT WITH TIIK tlliST PINCH. 
Marjorie . “ JIi'T, mommy, I iiavk ojven up iiavinh a first Piinip now wah economy." 


THE TRENCH CODE. 

Ail! with what awe, what infantile impatience, 

Wo eyed the artiiieo when issuod out, 

And racked our brains about the Regulations, 

And triod to think we had them free from doubt! 

As Romo's old Fathers, reverently loaning 
In secret cellars o’er the Sibyl’s strain, 

Beyond the fact that several pars 
Huil something vague to do with Mars, 

Failed, as a rule, to find the smallest meaning, 

But told the plobs the oracle was plain. 

So did wo study it, ourselves deceiving, 

In hope to say, “ Wo have no rations boro,” 

Or, “ Blouse, Brigade, this regiment wants relieving,” 
And “Thank you for the bombs hut why no beer ’.’ ” 
And wondered always, with a hint of presage, 

Since novor word emerged as it was planned, 

If it was Hermes, liord of Craft, 

Compiled the code, or someone daft, 

So that no mortal could compose a message 
Which anybody else could understand. 

Too soon tho Stall, to spoil our tiny slumbers, 

Or, as they said, to certify our skill, * 

Sent us a screed, all signs and magic numbers, 

And what it signified is mystery still. 

We filing, them back a mossago yet more mazy 
To say we weren’t unravelling their own, 

And marked it urgent, and designed 
That it should reach them while they dined. 

All night they toiled, till half the crowd were crazy 
And bade us breathe its burthen o’er tliQ ‘phono. 


But now they want it back— and it is missing ! 

And shall one patriot heart withhold a throb ? 

For four high ollicors have been bore, hissing, 

And plainly panicky about their job. 

I know they think some dark, deluded bandit 
Has gone and given it to Kaiser Bum. 

But though I’m grieved tho General’s cross, 

1 have no qualms about the loss— 

If clover men like us can’t understand it, 

I don’t supposo the Wilhclmstrasse will! 

... a. r. 11. 

Spread of the Temperance movement. 

“X, 3. A. 11. Pc In Boro, of Woolstivy Rectory, Morchard Bishop, 
Devon, desire to Alter my Surname to l-)o la Fontaine.”-. Times. 

“WANTED 

end August in Swiss family (3 persons) living in villa near Lausanno 
Nuusebv's Maid 

able to saw, iron attend at table and take entire earo of healthy 
baby 10 months old Good English aeeent serious references.” 

La Tribune do Lausanne. 

Wo are glad to hear that the baby has a good English 
accent; lie will ho able to employ it with effect when the 
Nursery’s Maid begins to saw ami iron him. 

“ In the cases in which tho surgeon his obliged to vast empty a 
bone so that ofiors thou itself difficulties thernpoutieals not little 
because of pus and cousequcnty becauscs of impossibility of trans¬ 
plantations, plastics, plombages eoe., tho A. propose to go on the bone 
with,specials inosions, not on tho surface when the bone is most super¬ 
ficial, But from the surface in which are aboundings and easily 
eessihle wet tissue, removing tho margin of tho bone’s cavity and 
matbing in mode as, by cause of repaidis process, this tissue by hew- 
selves adhere to a ground of cavity and full it .”—La Clinica Chirurgica. 

That makes it perfectly clear. 
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A DAUGHTER OF THE BACK STEPPES. 

(llussia may not yet be quite sufficiently herself to be. the 
martial, ally that ire could desire, but she still continues 
to send us the most delightful fiction. Mr. Punch is 
privileged in being able, to offer his readers the opening of 
a new and fascinating story translated from the Hussion 
of Ghastlikojf.) 

I wax born in the year IS—, unci I have never ceased to 
regret it. I lived with my grandmother. She was called 
Natasha. T do not know why. She had a large mole on 
her left cheek. Often she would embrace me with tears 
and lament ovor mo, crying, “My little sad one, my little 
lonely one! ’’ Yet 1 was not sad; I had too many griefs. 
Nor was I lonely, for 1 had no playmates. 

Often my grandmother told me I was ugly. I had no 
mirror, so J believed her. When 1 was sixteen a man 1 
met in the street went mad for love of me and cut his 
throat. .Fur the first, time in my life 1 wondered if my 
grandmother always spoke tho truth. T went home and 
wept., but when she asked me why 1 could not tell her. 

Our house was quite dark. It had throe rooms leading 
in and out of ono another, and no windows. There was 
not much frosli air. Every morning my grandmother went 
out to buy otchkza and pickled onions. The man who sold 
them was very old. lie had a cast in each eye. lie 
inquired of my grand mother if she would allow him to ho 
my husband, but she refused, llis name I do not 
remember. 

Our neighbours were very pleasant people, kindly and 
simple. There was a half-witted youth called Krop. Ho 
used to fill his mouth with large brass-headed nails. I did 
not dare lo go near him, for he always tried to bite my 
arms. Ono day l learned that ho had died. My grand¬ 
mother bought uio black silk mittens to wear at his funeral. 
I was very proud, and ran out into tho road to show them 
to tho other children. But in my haste I split them across 
from soarri to seam, and my grandmother whipped me and 
put me to bed. 

My grandmother’s chief friend was a woman who sold 
toasted cheese. It was hor custom to bring round the 
delicacy on a small hand-cart arid sell to the children for a 
few kopecks. This woman was reputed to be very rich. 
She was not lieautiful, for she had no teeth, and hail hair 
on hor face. Tho first time I saw her I. ran into the house 
and hid behind the large barrel of butter-milk. My grand¬ 
mother took me by the ear and led mo to her friend. 

“ This is llonoka,” she said. “ She is a good girl.” 

1 remember that 1 cried very loud. 

Afterwards my grandmother told mo that perhaps the 
woman would leave me all hor money. Next time she 
came I wishod to speak to her, but unfortunately 1 had a 
quinsy. When tho woman eventually died it was dis¬ 
covered that she had been destitute for a long time. She 
left her haud-cart by will to my grandmother, and in her 
disappointment my grandmother heat me over the head 
with it. Soon afterwards my hair began to come out, and 
my giundmolhcr said it was time J found a husband. 

Accordingly she went next door, where livod a woman 
with five sens. They were all out except one, and he Laid 
a sore leg. She brought him to mo, and I cried very 
bitterly. He also. His name was Ivan, aud I wished it 
had been Voter. 

The next day we were betrothed, and all oar friends came 
to oat tho feast that niv grandmother provided. A school¬ 
fellow of mine, a very beautiful girl, was angry because I 
lnul a husband and not she. She scratched my face, and 
the blood ran on to my dress. Our friends congratulates?! 
us, and when they had gone my grandmother said it had been 


a great success. She and I finished what was left of the 
feast and went to bed. I remember that my feet were 
very cold, and when I fell asleep I dreacted that my j 
betrothed’s name was Peter. When I awoke I cried very 
loud, and my grandmother slapped my cheeks. 

Shortly afterwards she died, and T went to live with my 
uncle, who was a pawnbroker in Moscow. 


THE LONG-FACED CHUMS. 

When Alexander won the world ho knew not bombs nor 
guns, 

His simple forms of frightfulness wore quite unlike tho 
linns’; 

'Twas not by barking mortars that the pushful Cassar 
scored; 

He trusted close formations and the silent slabbing sword. 

When Roland’s rearguard turned at hay, and from tho 
furious press 

The. scuppered I’aladin sent forth his famous S.O.S., 

Beared Itoneesvalles rang loud with war, as misty legends 
toll, 

But echo's oar was spared the shriek and crash of bursting 
shell. 

Bo could you meet tho shades of thoso whose prowess made 
Romance, 

You'd litid them only puzzled by your tales of stunts in 
Franco; 

You’d have to cut the business out, and be content to chat 

Of rations, grub, and officers—such odds and etuis as that, 

Unless you chanced to entertain sumo true rough-rider’s 
ghost, 

Who galloped after Hannibal, or with the Parthian host, 

Some curled Assyrian prince who pvaneod, bareback, along 
a frieze— 

Or ono of Rupert's bcaiu sabreurs —a liorsoman—whom 
you please. 

With chosen spirits such as those your talk need never end 

If you are worthy of your spurs and count a horse your 
friend. 

Just ask them “Did you clip trace-high?” or “Did you 
chaff your hay ? ” 

Or boast about the geo you ride, and they ’ll have lots to say. 

Cut out tho talk of battle's din, of whizz-bangs and of 
crumps, 

Of bombs and gas aud hand-grenades, of mines and blazing 
dumps; 

If you would wake their sympathy and warm their hearts 
indeed 

Describe a Bquadron watering, and then the fuss at “ Feed! ” 

That lively bustle has a charm to wake a mummy’s ear 

Who, ere the Pyramids were planned, was mustered 
charioteer; 

And many a horseman’s spirit thrills by Lethe’s drowsy 
brink 

When in a strange, familiar dream his Troop comes down 
to drink 1 


From “ Tho Story of the Haldane Missions ”:— 

“ The Kaiser laughingly remarked that he had better have the high 
chair (in which the Kaiser usually sat at his council meetings), 
lie also gave Lord Haldane an Imperial cigur, . . , While discussing 
the naval question, the Kaiser took a copy of tho now Naval Bill out 
of his pocket and handed it to Lord Haldane, who transferred it to * 
his pocket without looking at it ."—Daily Chronicle, 

He probably thought it was another of tho Imperial cigars. 






A STRAIGHT TALK WITH L.G. 
(Everyone has views ns to how to win 
the. War, but not all are. vocal, or — 
shall we say? — vociferous. If Mr. 
Lloyd (fro rod reads all the papers 
(as their Editors of course expect him 
to do) he cannot have missed quite 
a number of powerful articles in the 
following manner. And even if he 
should miss one or two it would not 
matter, because there is always an¬ 
other in preparation.) 

1 've always said that tho Premier 
shouldn’t be bothered with Parliament. 
Of course I’ve said too that our old 
friend Demos, tho now god, should 
have a say in affairs; but that 's an 
inconsistency that doesn’t count in tho 
least, does it ? 

Now then, Mr. Premier, you’ve got 
the chance of your lifetime. I always 
said you were a lucky devil—in fact, 1 
never met the Welshman that wasn't. 

You see, Parliament’s in recess, and 
all its trivial overpaid Members aro 
playing golf and things. You’ve got 
absolutely a free hand if only you ’ll take 
it. It‘s quite easy and bound to succeed. 
You've only got to do as I tell you. 
For instanoe, you want to buok up 


Jl.\ut and tho people at tho Front. 
It's no use them telling you they know j 
best, being on tho spot. That's only i 
bluff, old man. Don’t tako any notice 
of thorn, but just order a big general 
offensive; and before you can say Jack 
Itobinson wo ’ll have the Hans behind 
the Rhino. 

And do tell the Navy to got a move 
on. I ’ru glad to seo my articles hava 
made you change tho heads at tho 
Admiralty; and of course that's all 
very well so far as it goes. But it 
doesn’t go far onough. Have a chat 
with JS natty about it. Get him to 
root the Huns out. He can bom¬ 
bard Ostond and Zeebruggo and all 
those funny little places in two-twos. 
Tell KiNa Albert not to mind. We ’ll 
easily slap up new towns for him after 
“the War, built on the speedy American 
principle. 

Then about that aerial offensive. 
There’s really been quite enough talk 
about it. We want some action, Mr. 
Premier. Isn't it time it came off ? 
Think what a bombardment of Cologne 
(taking care of the cathedral, of course), 
Frankfurt, Berlin, Essen and Hamburg 
would do, not to mention other places 
that I could if I had an atlas. 


! And about those pacifists. Just clap | 
| tho whole lot in gaol. That’s the best I 
l place for them. I won’t object in the 
least, even though I am the apostle of 
freedom. 

Then there arc lots and lots of other 
things you might do. You might 
deliver a reasoned manifesto to tho 
Russian people and buck them up a 
bit. That won't do anybody any harm, 
and it’ll be get tiny on with the War, 
my little Welshman. 

Well, lhe.ro are a few points for you 
to go on with. You’ve got the brains 
to think of more, otherwise 1 wouldn’t 
have helped to put you where you are 
to-day. But romember that if you don’t 
do these things Demos is waiting round 
tho corner for you. 

Demos is a good dog—a patient 
animal. But there’s an end even to 
his patience. Growl, Demos, and show 
you To not afraid of Welshmen! 

(“Grrr-!” Good dog! Good 

clog!) 

Now then, old boy, I ’vc shown you 
the way. It’s itp io you ! 

Another powerful article oil these lines will 
appear next week. 

[But not in lHincli.— Kn.J 
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(’alter at the office of the lnveHtnou. i Jivurtl. “' During wah 
I' llUPARK FOR PEACE '--THAT MUST RK OUR MOTTO 1 AND NY 
SPECIAL PATENT SHELL-CASK U THE VKHY THINE. A 8HI5LL- 
I'ASIS TO-DA\- 


— AND A BLANC MANUK MOl'LD TO-MORROW.' 


THE ONLY OTHER TOPIC. 

“I shot a niamnv into the- I 

moan I cut a mairow two feet seven 
inches long yesterday,” said the man 
in the corner seat. 

“ What did it weigh ? ” we asked 
anxiously. After two months of them 
potatoes had somewhat palled. We 
were growing rather tiled of marrows, 
but we waited eagerly for his answer. 

“ Twenty-six pounds nine and threo- 
quarler ounces." 

Disappointment again. Our hopes 
wore dashed to the ground. Some ob¬ 
scure individual, according to the local 
press, had produced from his humble 
cottage garden a marrow weighing 
thirty - four pounds, and the thing 
rankled. 

“ Mine was a scraggy specimen, more 
like an Indian club than a marrow." 

“Ciossed in love, perhaps," said 
Dalton. 

“ What your marrow wanted was 
nourishment,” said the Authority. “ A 
piece of worsted round its neck, with 
one end dipped in a jar of water.” 

“ Excuse mo,” said Jones, “ the very 
latest is to insert a tube in the stalk, 
and the flavour is greatly improved if 
you add a little sugar to the water. 
Almost like a melon." 

"Do you take a card out for each 
marrow, or one for each plant” asked 
Dalton. 

The quiet man opposite put, his paper 
down, lie was a new-comer in the 
district. We liked him, although he 
had no sense of humour and did not 
appreciate Dalton’s jokes. Ho appeared 


to ho in tores ted only in the startling 
and the odd. 

“That reminds me,” he said, “of a 
most extraordinary experience 1 had a 
few days ago. Of course you all know 
Euderby ? " 

Noue of us know Endorby, but we 
! did not like to say so. The quiet man’s 
| anxiety was painful. We felt he could 
not go cm with his story unless someone 
I knew Hndei by. 

i “ He lias a little place round at the 
i back of the Common—quite a nice little 
place.” FYealli—that was the quiet 
, man’s name—looked at us reproach- 
! fully. 

! “ 1 think I know Endorby,” said 

j Dalton. “ isn’t lie a heavily-built man 
! about fifty, with a grey moustache } ” 

' “ Yes, yes,” said Freath eagerly. 

“ And a curious wart on his left obeek. 
i Well, I dined with him the other night. 
IIis hoy was there, homo for the holi¬ 
days. Very clever boy; his special 
! study is the biology of plants. They 
gave mo a very good dinner; I didn’t 
notice very much wlmt L was eating, 
j hut 1 did when the maid helped me to 
| marrow. It was a deep crimson colour. 

: I tasted it somewhat nervously, for I 
felt they were all watching me. It had 
the taste of tj?e most exquisite fruit, 
and the flavour— I am afraid you won’t 
! believe me—was that of the linest port 
that I over drank. ‘ How did you 
manage this, Arthur?' said Euderby. 
‘Grape - juice,’ said Arthur. ‘Those 
foreign black grapes are very cheap 
just now, so T mixed some with the 
water that I waff feeding the marrows 
on.’ I can’t explain it to you; all I 


know is that I had a second helping. 
1 atii afraid you don’t believe it," said 
Freath uneasily. 

We assured him that we did, but wo 
did not say it with conviction. 

“ Hnderby called round to soo me a 
few days afterwards,” c< intinued Freath, 
“ and i walked back with him. As we 
went along he told me that a relative 
was staying with them —an uncle. The 
first night, again they had marrow 
for dinner. This time its flavour was 
not port hut whisky—Scotch whisky. 
The old gentleman was delighted with 
Arthur and his experiments. Although 
an abstainer ho had three helpings. 
This vvyis very pleasing to Euderby, as 
the uncle was a man of considerable 
wealth, But he was not at all satisfied 
with his son’s explanations, and lie 
thought ho recognised the whisky. 
Although an abstainer while the War 
is on, Euderby keeps a very good oellar, 
and when he came to look into tilings 
he found that Arthur had been pump¬ 
ing his finest '60 port and old matured 
Scotch whisky into the vegetable mar¬ 
rows. Now what do you think of 
that ? ” 

We thought it very strange and we 
said so. 

“But the strangest part has yet to 
come. Of course they had to keep it 
quiet—bottle it up, so to speak, from 
the old gentleman, and let the marrows 
down gradually. But when the mar¬ 
rows were once more on a temperanoe 
rig i me the most extraordinary thing 
happened."' The train was running 
into Finsbury Park. Freath rose am 
collected his things. 
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We stared at him, fascinated. 

“ Enderbv took me into the garden 
to see it. fSe said,it had been going 
oh for the last week. From all direc¬ 
tions, rioting aorosB the flower-beds? 
the lawn, down the paths, the marrows 
were growing towards the wine-oellar 
at the rate of twelve feet a day.” 

Fra at h hastily left the carriage and 
jumped into the Broad Street train. 

While we were discussing tho story 
the voice of authority spoke: “The 
whole thing's a tissue of falsehood. 
There’s no such man as Enderby.” 

“But Dalton knows him," we said. 

" I don’t know Enderby,” said Dalton. 
“ But I wanted to hoar tho story.” 

AT THE PLAY. 

“ The Pacifists.” 

Ak a reasonable jusquaboutist I have 
some misgivings about Mr. Henhy 
Abthur Jones’s farce - parable, The 
Pacifists. Assume Market Pcwhury's 
afflictions to have Iweri as stated: an 
intolerable stalwart cad of a butcher 
fencing-in tho best part of the common, 
assaulting people's grandmothers, shut¬ 
ting them up in coal-cellars and eating 
their crumpets, kishing their wives in 
the market square and proposing to 
abduct them to seaside resorts, and 
none so hold to do him violence and 
make him stop it; the police being ill 
or absent, tho Mayor and his friend, 
chief victim of the butcher's aggression, 
unwilling on account of principles to 
do anything but talk and get up leagues 
to deal with tho trouble in general, and 
in a final ecstasy of disapproval to write 
a strong letter; only uncle Belcher, a 
truculent old sea-dog with a natural 
lust for whisky and blood, organising 
an opposition, valiantly hiring a notable 
pugilist to deal with the butcher, and 
becoming desperately anxious lest the 
matter should be peaceably settled b<v 
cause the basher, having been engaged, 
must find something to bash or there 
will bo trouble. Well, if we must have 
forged for us tho sword of a three-Act 
parable, we should like it with one edge, 
not two. 

Mr. Jones was evidently bursting 
with tho desire to givo some irritating 
people a very hard knock—witness the 
barbed dedication with which the nor¬ 
mally peaceful theatre-announcement 
columns have bristled some little time 
past; and I think I dare say that we 
Were interested in his first Act. He 
did really work out his analogies with 
some skill. But we soon came to feel 
tlutt he was essentially doing something 
between flogging a dead home, so far as 
we were conoemed, and shooting a 
sitting rabbit. I suspect too that we 
realised the issues were too tragic for 
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Sergeant (to l'rirate Simpkins arriving two clays late). "Well, SiMX'KINB, so you 've 
TURNED UP, HAVE YOU?” 

Simpkins. "Yus, Sergeant. Hut you are lucky to get me. Wiiat wrnr domestic 

TROUBLE AND ALL THAT DELUGE OP, RAIN I NEARLY MADE A SEPARATE PEACE.” 


this kind of buffoonery. The tribute of 
our applause was a tribute of loyalty to 
one who has often deserved well of tho 
republic, aud partly the desire to show 
that our hearts wore in tho right place. 
I don’t see The Pacifists as a pamphlet 
making many converts. As a kick on 
tho shins it has points. 

I confess tho thing that ploased mo 
most was a gay little pieco of bur¬ 
lesque by Mr. Arthur Chekney as the 
red-haired shop assistant who was not 
a pacifist. Mr. Chahi.es Glennev so 
thoroughly enjoyed the robustious sea- 
captain that vs e had to enjoy it too—a 
sound notion of entertainmont, that. 
Mr. Sebastian Smith played chief rab¬ 
bit with considerable skill and point; 
Mr, Lennox Pawle amused with his 
plump dundrearyod' mayor; Mr. Sam 


Livkbey’b offensive was, I am sure, as 
Hunnish as its author could possibly 
have desired. Miss Ellis J effkeys ap¬ 
peared in the first Act as a very plausible 
imitation of a prominent tradesman’s 
wife in an eighth-rate provincial town, 
with some quite excellent moments. 
But she was evidently labouring under 
severe strain, and I amused myself by 
speculating how long she would keep 
out of a really well-cut skirt and a 
sophisticated air of Mayfair. Just an 
I Act. And surely she is mistaken in 
j thinking that an effect of extreme agita¬ 
tion is best conveyed by very rapid quasi- 
cinematograph ic' progression up and 
down the stago ? But I saw no reason 
to complain of tho bold had butcher's 
taste in tho matter of a subject for 
abduction. T. 
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BUCEPHALUS AND THE ROAD-HOGS. 

When Miss Hopes asked at broakfast bow many of us 
would lilco to watch the very last cricket-match of the 
season at Lumsdalo, practically the ontirc hospital held up 
its hand, and it was found that the two cars could not 
accommodate us all. It was thoroforo settled that Haynes 
(who said ho know the moves) should drive Ansoll and me 
over in the governess-cart. 

It was also settled that the crew of the governess-cart 
should have an early cold lunch and start an hour before 
the cars ; thus (it was calculated) wo should all arrive at the 
cricket-ground fairly well together. This did not take 
Haynes' driving into account. Wo started from tho door 
at a very satisfactory pace, probably because .Bucephalus, 
the fat pony, objected lo tho enthusiasm of our send-off. 
When we reached the road ho dropped into an amble so 
gentlo that wo decided that ho had really boon running 
away in tho drive. Noxt, taking advantage of an almost 
imperceptible upward slope, lie began to walk. Jlayne-i 
clucked at him and flapped tho reins, hut this had no effect 
boyond steering Bucephalus into the loft-hand ditch. 

“I thought you said you knew the moves,’' remarked 
Ansoll. “ Surely this is wrong? ” 

“Th© bally beast’s lopsided,” said Haynes with boat. 
“ Ono side of his mouth ’s hard and tho other soft.” 

“ The dillioulty being,” I suggested as wc lurched across 
the road into the other ditch, “ to discover which is 
which. . . . Now you’re straight. We’d hotter trot. 
It’s only a one-day match.” 

Haynes used tho ancient whip, which had as much 
offect as tickling a rhinoceros with a feather. 

“Goad him with a penknife,” suggested Ansoll unfeel¬ 
ingly. 

“There must he some way,” said Haynes. "Because 
they do trot, you know.” 

“ Speaking as one ignorant amateur to another," I asked, 
“isn’t the right thing to pull gently on the reins and 
then slacken ? You go on doing it till the animal gets your 
moaning. Try it.” 

Haynes tried it, and Bucephalus stopped dead. Repe¬ 
tition of the treatment simply produced a tendency to 
hack. 

“ For heaven's sako don’t lose any of the ground wo’ve 
gained,” said Ansoll. “ Let's get on, if only at a walk.” 

“ We shall have to tow him,” decidod Haynes. He got 
out and hauled at the bridle, hut Bucephalus refused to 
budge. 

“ This," said Ansell, becoming suddenly business-like, 
“is where the Boy Iloro modestly but firmly takes charge. 
Jump in.” 

lie picked up tho reins and, though ho apparently did 
nothing in particular with them, Bucephalus came to life 
at once and broke into a lumbering trot. 

" You silly chump, why didn’t you say you could drive ? ” 
asked Haynes. 

“Nobody asked me,” said the Boy Hero modestly, “and 
I was shy.” 

At tho time when we had boon scheduled to reach^ho 
cricket-ground we had still a mile to go along a narrow 
leafy road, hardly more than a lane. Tho cars were over¬ 
due, and Haynes, whose haughty spirit could not brook 
the idea of being passed by jeering plutocrats, propounded 
a scheme. 

“They can’t pass us unless wo go into tho ditch,” he 
explained. “So when they come we’ll pretond to bo 
asleop, take up the middle of the road, and simply ignore, 
them. Wo’ll get there first, after all.” 

A moment later wo heard the buzz of enginos. 1 took 


a hurried glance round and saw the sunlight on brasswork 
as the oar came round a distant corner. 

“ It's them," I said. * 

The reins dropped slackly on Bucephalus’s back and he 
slowed to a walk. Inside the governess-cart all was som¬ 
nolent peaco. Behind us the car was already beginning 
to make remarks on one of those abusive press-the-button 
horns. “ You fool ! You fool ! Got out o’ the way 1 
Got out o’ the way! ” it said. Then wo heard the car slow 
down and pandemonium broke loose. Tho horn was 
reinforced by an ordinary hooter, a whistle, several human 
voices and, lastly, an exhaust siren. I stole a glance at 
Ansoll and found that lie was having a good deal of surrep¬ 
titious trnublo in restraining our fiery stood from doing a 
second holt. 

“ 1 say,” whispered Haynes in sudden agitation, “has 
Miss Ropes an exhaust, siren? ” 

“No, she hasn’t,” Ansell replied in tones of horror. 
"Wo’vo held up tho wrong car.” Ho looked round. 
“Good Lord ! ” he added softly and pulled Bucephalus into 
tho ditch. In the ear, with a grinning Tommy at tho 
wheel, sat two apoplectic generals and a highly explosivo 
brigade-major. They came alongside, and 1 should never 
be allowed to repeat what they said to us. It seemed that 
by delaying them wo had been hindering the day's work 
of tho entire Homo Forces. Wo were given to understand 
that it was only the blue hands on our arms which saved us 
from being court-martialled on the spot and shot by the 
grinning Tommy at dawn. Then they passed on. 

Whoa our cars did appear a minute or two later we 
jiullod meekly into the ditch to lot them pass, and could 
find no better answer to the jeers of their occupants than 
a wan sickly smilo apiece. 


THE TEST OF TYPE. 


(Suggested by these adjacent paragraphs in a daily paper.) 


’* Maj.-. For omupuiunuH gallantry j 

ami roHourct’. IIo rallied hi a men ! 
when tho loft tlank whh wrnmnly 
threatened, and by hi* energy and 
flnu example saved the situation 
He sub-uN]liently commit tided hw 
battalion with groat ability He 
has displayed marked gallantry in 
every action in which bo lias taken 
part ” 


“A London angler, Mr.-, 

has caught a roach of 21b. los. 
in the Lark at Barton Mills, the 
largest fish of its kind landed 
from this Suffolk stream for 
s mie years.” 


Tiiouoh in these times monopolized by Mars 
There’s not a day that passes but one reads— 
Sandwiched between unprofitable “pars” 

And other wholly negligible screeds — 

Of decorations, crosses, medals, bars, 

Bestowed for valiant and heroic deeds ; 

Over theso records wo must ofton pass 
Unless we ’vo got a magnifying-glass! 


But if some member of a fishing club 
• In London or the provinces, renowned 
For prowess with tho lob-worm or the grub, 
Should land a roach of more than half a pound, 
Then in tho leading papers of tho huh 
Full space for that achievement will he found, 
And clearest type and unaffected rapture 
Will signalize the epoch-making capture! 


The moral of the episode is plain: 

If soldiers wish to petrify the nation, 

Lot them—when leave permits—no more disdain 
To join a Roach or Perch Association, 

Cull giant gooseberries, and strive to gain 
Prizes for Blind-fold Pig Delineation. 

Thus only—not by cross or golden stripe— 

Will they achieve the honour of big type. 




REPRISALS. 


Ciwiprtihti (//t intrriiiitiiimil contest), “Tim bligiiTMu'k bit mi:.' 


Tteferer . “Wki.i,. ain’t vi'ii cot no Term or vru own? llox on.' 


KlIAKSPEARE AND THE WAR. 

[Since tlm entry of the United States all tin; Kiiglish -upo il.ir.j 
peoples mo m alliance for freedom j 

I think our Sh vkhi’KAUk, gone this many a year 
To Home rich haven tv hero the poets throng 
Ami Ruler of Ten Cities wrought in song 
And spired with rhythmic music, high and clear, 

Hlill finds his Ragland something close and dear, 
Rejoicing when her justice balHos wrong 
And willing her to wrestle and he strong. 

I think he hides by England and is near. 

And, in the purpose of bis Overlord, 

His woaving spirit, still in cloudless youth 
With minstrelsy made perfect, throws a cord 
That rings the continents in its magic roach 
To gather all who share his English speech 
In one linn warrior bond of troth aud truth. 


“Let Law* and Learning ...” _ 

“I should add that Viscount llarberton soon a chance for Lis own 
order ill the circumstance that, while the poor man’s child is driven 
to school by the inspector, the rich man can ' boot the spy out,' 
and ho confer on his children the priceless boon of complete 
illiteracy. Shall we livo to see a House of Lords that makes its 
mark ? — Observer. 

Some of them, we believe, are under the impression that 
they have done so already, 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(B// Mr. Punch's Stu ff of Learned Clerks.) 

Uni.hhs jou can share with me tho sad immunity of the 
forties, 1 must despair of translating for you the omotion 
raised in my antique soul by tho wrapper ot a now Ill nun 
irAc.c.ARDstory hearing tho picture of a Zulu and thediscovory 
insido tiiat (Juntamain is come again! The tale that has 
so excited me is callod, a little ominously, Finished (Waud, 
Lock), and 1 could have bettor loved a cheerier title. Tho 
matter is, to begin with, an all'air of a shady doctor, of 
I.D.R. and an abduction ; none of it, I admit, ’any too 
absorbing. I3ut about halfway through tho author, as 
though sharing my own views upon this part of tho plot, 
exchanges (so to speak) the Shady for tho Black, and 
transports us all to Zululand. And if you need reminding 
of what II. E. H. can do with that doloctnblo couutry, 

I can only say I am sorry for jou. incidentally there aro 
some stirring scenes from certain pages of history that tho 
glare of theso later days has rather faded—lsandhlwana 
and Rorkc’s Drift among them; as well as the human 
drama of the feud between Chtewayo (terror of my 
nursery!) and the witch-doctor Xilcali. Whether the old 
careless rapture is altogether reoovorfd is another matter; 
at least the jolly unpronounceable names are still there, and j 
the picturesque speech. Most of tho names, that is; Allan 
of course, and others, but I for ono should have welcomed 
rare Umslopogaas —or however ho is rightly spelt—and 
Curtis, for personal roasons my favourito of tho gallant 
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company that havo bo often kept secret rendezvous with possibility of a similar confidence in the workshop. That 
mo belli ml the unliftod lid of a desk at preparation time, confidence must, and can, we dare to boliove/eventually be. 
And now havo we really come at long last to Finished? established. But the men don’t go over the top to put 
I can only hope that Bir H. Rider IIaociard doesn’t money in the Colonol’s pocket, and little good is done by 
mean it. exploiting these loose analogies and putting on a too easy 

air of optimism in the face of desperately serious and 
Mrs. Humphry Ward may ho numbered amongst the complex problems. But enough of fault-finding, which is 
most indefatigable of women war-workers. She has now ] a poor reward for the serious and genorous labours of public- 


followed up her former success in Euijland's Effort with 
a volume carrying on the story of our part in the War 
under the title of Towards the f?7«7 (Murray). The book 
is written in the form of a series of letters addressed 
to ox-President Ito 08 KMCi/r, as the onlio begetter both of it, 
and its predecessor. It is further equipped with a preface 
by the baud of this same able and clear-sighted gentleman, 
the chief drawback of which .(from my reviewing point of 
view) is that it covers so well the whole ground of apprecia¬ 
tion as to leave me nothing more to add. Mrs. Ward 
writes nobly on a noble theme ”— valid tout Her theme, 
as I have hintod, is[ 


spirited men and women. After all, what one reader calls 
timidity of outlook another may care to praise as prudence. 
Here you will find an abundance of safe analysis, wise 
comment and constructive suggestion from a galaxy of 
accredited aulhorit ies. 

In the curly chapters of Mr. Wu.uAM Hewlett's new 
story, The Plot-Maker (Duckworth), wo arc introduced to 
a popular and highly successful novelist, named Conltluird 
Henderson, in the emotional crisis produced by a sudden 
doubt as to whether his output of best-sellers represented 

■anything in the 
least approaching 
actuality. You will 
admit a tragic situa¬ 
tion. lie meets it 
hy the determina¬ 
tion that his next 
hook shall he a 
! veritable slice of life, 
i and to this end he 
| selects and finances 
i an eligible young 
! man for the pur¬ 
pose of vicariously 
experiencing those 
emotions, from 
which age and other 
causes debar the 
[chronicler; in other 
| words, he hires a 
! hero. The worst of 
j this excellent idea 
is that it can hardly 
i he said to originate 
i either with Mr. Hen¬ 
derson or Mr. Hf.w- 
J Lett, that credit be¬ 
longing (I fancy) to the late Herbert Fiowesdmw in a too- 
lit.tie-appreciated masterpiece of sensational burlesque called 
The, Realist. However, The Plot-Maker, once set going, 
develops admirably enough on lines entirely its own. The 
80 -much an-iiour hero turns out an engaging young gentle¬ 
man, hut a wol'ully poor protagonist. The situation where 
(in the midst of whirling events) he makes the startling 
discovery that he himself has been in some way switched 
on to the part of villain is one that you can appreciate only 
real van of educational endeavour, and is it wholly insigm- [ at first hand. Certainly if you want (as who does not in 


a further exposition 
of Britain’s war acti¬ 
vities as those have 
developed since the 
former hook was 
published. In its 
course Mis. Ward 
gives us some vivid 
experiences of her 
own as a visitor to 
the Western Front: 
things seen and 
heard, woll calcu¬ 
lated (were this 
needed) to stiffen 
the resolution of 
the great people to 
whom her letters are 
really written. EHy¬ 
land's Effort was, I 
understand, trans¬ 
lated into many 
tongues (with re¬ 
sults that can hardly 
fail of being enorm¬ 
ously valuable); To¬ 
wards the Goal should certainly receive the same treatment, 
of which it is well worthy. 

Mr. William Harhutt Dawson, in his After War Problems 
(Allen and Unwin), covers, under the four headings, Empire 
and Citizenship, Natural Efficiency, Social Reform, and 
National Finance and Taxation, bcwilderingly wide ground, 
and drives a perhaps rather mandurinish loam of contri¬ 
butors. Lord Haldane, for instance, is no longer in the 



Eastern Potentate. (enstiratiny). “YOU HAVE NO IDEA, MY BEAU FRIEND, HOW 
SOOTHING IT IS TO ME TO GET AWAY PROM THE LUXURIOUS AND ARTIFICIAL LIFE OP 
THE Court AND to hi-end jiv week ends in quiet retirement here in the country, 
WHERE A FRIEND MAY DROP IN FOR lOT LUCK AND TAKE UR IN THE ROUGH." 


these days ?) an antestbetic of agreeable nonsense The Plot- 
Maker is a medium that I can cordially reoominend; one 
obvious advantage being that you need not try to believe a 
single word of it. 


ficatit that his chapter on Education appears in the section 
headed National Efficiency rather than in that of Social 
Reform ? It ought not to be difficult to give, in the light 
of these last years, a wider interpretation to Patriotism 
than that expressed hy Lord Mu atiI on lines familiar to his 
public. Sir William Chance has seen no now sign in the 
skies in relation to the problem of poverty. Bir Benjamin 
Bbowne, whose death all those interested in the settlement 
of the Capital-Labour quarrel must deplore, as for all his 
uncompromising individualism ho brought to it a rare 
breadth of view, says much that is of real valde, but doUS « Lady Esquired to Share Rome with another,” 
not refrain from appealing to tho-fact that the mutual con-, „ ” Staffordshire Senfind. 

fidonce of man and officer in battle is a proof of the' But what about the King of Italy, not to mention the Pope ? 


History Repeats Itself. 

■From a publisher’s list:— 

*f Shells as evidence of the Migrations of Karly Culture.” 

A$d modern Kultur spreads itself in just the same old way. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

There w ho (ruth in the report that 
one of the most telling lines in the 
National Anthem is to be revised so as 
to read “ Confound their Seandiknavish 
tricks." 

+ 

Grave fears are expressed in oertain 
quarters that the Stockholm Conference 
has been “ spurlos versenkt." 

* * 

♦ 

Somoono lias stolen the clock from 
St. Winefride’s Church, Wimbledon. 
We hope that the culprit has responded 
to the universal appeals in the news¬ 
papers which urged him to put the 
clock back on Sunday last. 

An Englishwoman living in tho 
East has a sorvant-girl who, | 
when told about the War, 
remarked, “ What war ? ” 

Another snub for the Kaiser. 

“ A Vegetarian ” writes to 
accuse Lord Rhondda of re¬ 
ducing tho price of meat on 
purpose.. 

' *' 

Tube faros are to bo raised. 

An alternative project of issu¬ 
ing special tickets, entitling 
the holder to standing room, 
was reluctantly abandoned. 

The Thames, says a con¬ 
temporary, has come into its 
own again as a holiday re¬ 
sort. Muuy riparian owners, 
on the other hand, are corn- ' 

plaining that it lias como 
into theirs. .. * 


them with a flail still retains many ad¬ 
herents in the slow-moving countryside. 

*#* e- 

I am the father of sweeps de¬ 
clared an elderly employer to the 
West Kent Tribunal, He afterwards 
admitted, however, that tho secret cor¬ 
respondence of Count Luxuuua had 
not been brought to his notice. 

* * ! 
. * i 

Acting, explained an applicant to the t 
House of Commons’ Tribunal, is re¬ 
garded by many as a work of national 
importance. The Tribunal have gener¬ 
ously arranged for him to storm a few 
barns in Flanders. 

Sixty-eight thousand persons, it is 
stated, havo visited the maim at 
Hampton Court this season. Others 


verse during a sixteen-day spell jti the 
trenohes. The introduction of 'some 
counter-irritant into our public school 
curriculum is now thought to be ineyit- 
able. * * 

* 

The crew of the U-boat interned at 
Cadiz, says a Madrid correspondent, 
have been allowed to land on giving 
their word of honour not to leave 
Spain during the continuance of the 
War. The mystery of how the word 
of honour came into their possession 
is not explained. * 

* 

Further evidence of tho success of 
the U-boat starvation campaign has 
been thoughtlessly afforded tho German 
Press by a London newspaper which 
has announced that burglars are now 
using practically nothing but 
' skeleton keys. 
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A trades union of undertake rs’ mutes 
has bean formed. Their first act, it is 
believed, will be to strike for a fifty- 
year lifo. 


+ * 
* 


We have boon asked to oxplain that 
tho Second Division in which Mr. 
E. D. Morel is now serving is not the 
one that fought at the battle of Mons. 


* * 


Two oscapod German prisoners have 
been arrested at Wokingham by a local 
grocer. The report that he charged 
twopence each for delivery is without 
foundation. * - 
>:< 

At Leith Hill, in Surrey, troos aro 
being felled by a number of unesoapod 
German prisoners, 

# 

# 

"Beans running to seed," says an 
informative daily paper, " should be 
picked and the Small beans extracted." 
But the old custom of lying in wait for 
them on the return journey and stunning 


‘Vou ON Cl UAim TO-NIGHT, NOBBY?" “KaVV. 

• Wot veii bin an' washed view face for, then 

havo been content to stay at home 
and study the sugar regulations. 

* * 

Tho admission foe to a concert re¬ 
cently held for the benefit of the South¬ 
wark Military Hospital was one egg. 
None of the gate money, it seems, 
roachod tho performers. 

★ * 

* 

According to tho Town Crier of Dover, 
who has just retired after fifty years’ 
service, town crying isn’t what it was 
before the War. People will listen to 
the bombs instead of attending to tho 
properly constituted official. 

A " History of the Russian Revolu¬ 
tion ” has boon published. The pen 
may not ho mightier than tho sword 
to-day, but it manages to keep ahead 
of it. * # 

* 

A private in one of the London regi¬ 
ments has translated two hundred and 
fifty lines of Paradise Lost into Latin 


No one has yet found any- 
ftflL thing that will conquer the 
wire-worm, says Professor 
.! .‘R. Dunstan. We feel that 
tho Professor is unduly pessi¬ 
mistic. lias bo tried the 
effect of writing a letter to 
The Daily Mail about it V 
* * 

Things appear to be settling 
down in Mexico. Last week 
only one hundred of General 
Carranza's men were anni¬ 
hilated by bandits. 

* „ * 

* 

The Berlin authorities have 
orderoda“Shavolossday.” As 
a measure of frightfuluess this 
is doomed to failure against 
an Army like ours with tanks 
which will oat their way 
through all sort.-, of entanglements. 

* 

* 

Because an officer omitted to saluto 
him, Field-Marshal Von IIindenruho 
stopped his car and said, "I am Hinden- 
bcjru.” Wo understand that the officer 
accepted tho explanation. 

* * 

“ There is a scarcit y of violins,” says 
Tlia Eveniwj News. Some papers nevor 
know how to keep a secret. 

* . *' 

Lundy Island lias just been purchased 
by Mr. Auciiisrcs Christie, of Nortlr 
Devon. We are relieved to know it is 
still on the side of the Allies. 

A grocer at Coalville, Leicestershire, 
riding a motor-bicycle without lights, 
is said to have offered two and a half 
pounds of sugar to a policeman to say 
nothing about it. Fortunately the 
constable, when he camo out o£ his 
faint, romom bored the number of the 
bicycle, and the man was summoned. 


vot.. cun. 
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OFFICIAL RECTITUDE. 

Sweden on the Lyxituna Incident. 
We cannot think that wo ’ro to blame. 

We took the very natural view 
That one who boro a Gorman name 
Would bo as open as the blue; 
Would bathe in sunlight, like a lark, 

So different from the worm or weevil, 
Those crawling things that love the dark 
Because their deeds arc evil. 

Wo thought bis cables just referred 
To harmless matters such as crops, 
The timber-market's latest word, 

The local fashions in the shops, 

To Gorman trade and German bands, 
And bow in Argentine and Sweden 
And all that \s loft of neutral lands 
To build a German Milen. 

True he employed a secret code, 

But who would guess at guile in that '. 1 
Unless be used the cryptic mode 
Ho couldn’t be a diplomat; 

Ho wished (we thought) to bo discreet, 
Telling his friends how frail and fair is 
The oxotic feminine you moot 
In bounteous Buenos Aires. 

Why, tlieu, should mud bo thrown so 
hard 

At Stockholm’s faith ? She merely 
meant 

, To show a neighbourly regard 
Towards a nico belligerent; 

For peaceful massage she was made; 
i Aloof from martial animosities, 

She yearns with lingers gloved in suede 
To temper war’s callosities. 

Such courtesy (one would have said) 
Amid the waste of savage strife 
Tends to maintain — what else were 
dead— 

The sweet amenities of life ; 

And seeking ends so pure, so good, 

So innocent, it does surprise her 
To ho so much misunderstood 

By all'—except the Kaiheii. O. S. 

The Prudent Orator. 

“The Premier was accompanied by Mrs. 
X.lcnd (icorgc and his laughter.” 

limit Dtulji Telegraph. 

“ Our new nippers arc beginning to squeeze 
to .sane tune in France and Belgium.’' 

Liverpool Daily Dost. 

Try a lit.tin oil. 

Wo print (with shame and the con¬ 
sciousness of turpitude) tlio following 

lctt'CI . Ucd iSr>j J ,; 11/9/PJ17. 

r>liAH Sill, - This morning 1 was leading 
your edition dated September 5, 1!)17. In the 
■ Charivnria’ i saw an article in winch you 
proclaimed the North Pule to ho the only 
territory that has not lmd its neutrality vm 
lated by tlio Huns. 1 beg to draw \ our atten¬ 
tion to tlio South Polo. 

I rrfmaiu, yours sincerely, 

A Wounded Tommy.” 


WASHOUT. 

We hajJ lmvdly settled down to Mess 
when an orderly, armed with a buff 
slip, shot through the door, narrowly 
missed colliding with the Soup, and 
pulled up by Grigson’s chair. Grigson 
is our Flight Commander— one of those 
rugged and impenetrable individuals 
who seem impervious to any kind of 
shock. There is a legend that on ono 
occasion four machine - gun bullets 
actually hit him and bounced off, which 
gave tlio imitative IIuu the idea of 
armour-plating his machines. 

Grigson took the slip and read, slowly 
and paraphrasticullj : “Night opera¬ 
tions. Amachino will be detailed to leave 
the ground at 10.(10 pip enima and lay 
throe fresh eggs on tlio railway-station 
at -•• ~ -. At tlio special request of the 
G.O.C.Ii.F.C., Lieutenant Maude, the 
well-known sLrafor, will oblige. Co¬ 
operation by B and G Flights.’’ 

Lieutenant Maude, commonly known 
by a loose association of ideas as 
Toddles, buried a heightened complexion 
in a platoof now tepid soup. Someone 
having pulled him out and wiped him 
down, he was understood to remark 
that he would have preferred longer 
notice, as it had been his intention that 
night to achieve a decisive victory in 
the Flight ping-pong tournament. 

“Oh, but, Toddles,” came a voice, 
“think how pleased old Fritz will he to 
see you, You ’ll miss the garden party, 
but you 'll he in nico time for the fire¬ 
works Verey lights and flaming onions 
mid pretty searchlights. Don’t you love 
searchlights, Toddies? ” 

Toddles stretched out an ominous 
hand towards the siphon, and was 
only deterred from his fell intention by 
the entry of the C.O. 

“Oh, Grigson,” said tlio C.O. plea¬ 
santly, “the Wing have just rung 
through to say they want that raid done 
at once, so you might get your man up 
tonte suite." 

Toddles was oxactly halfway through 
his fish. 

Now, though Toddles has never to 
my knowledge appeared before the C.O. 
at dead of night attired in pink silk 
pyjamas, begging with tears in his eyes 
to he allowed to perform tlioso duties 
which the dawn would in any case 
impose upon him (this practice is not 
really very eomirrtm in the lt.F.C.), ho 
is a thoroughly sound and conscientious 
little beggar. And, making allowances 
for the fallibility of human inventions, 
and the fact that two othor young 
gentlemen wore also engaged in the con¬ 
genial task of making structural altera¬ 
tions to the railway station at -, 

Toddlea comes out of the affair with an 
untarnished reputation. - 


Whether'it was that his more fasti¬ 
dious tasto in architecture detained him 
I do not know, hut it wa/5 fully ton 
minutes after the others had landed 
before we who were watching on the 
aerodrome became aware that Toddles 
was coming homo to roost. The usual 
signals were exchanged, and Toddles 
finished up a graceful descent by making 
violent contact with the ground, bounc¬ 
ing seven times and knocking over two 
flares before finally coming to rest. 
His machine appeared to be leaning on 
its left elbow in a slightly intoxicated 
condition. 

“ Bust the V strut,” said Toddles 
cheerfully. We assured him that one 
would hardly notice it. Grigson mean¬ 
while had been examining the under 
carriage with scientific oaro, and turned 
to ask him how ho had got on. 

“ Bong,” said Toddles, beaming; 
“absolutely hong. They spotted us, 
hut Archie was off colour.” 

“ Did you see your pills hurst V ” 

Toddles beamed moro emphatically 
than over. “One in what I took to ho 
tlio station yard, one light on the lino, 
and one O.K. ammunition truck ; ter¬ 
rific explosion- - nearly upset mo. Throe 
perfectly good shots.” 

Ho far Toddles' account agreod very 
fairly with the two we already had. 

“Didn’t have any trouble with the 
release gear, 1 suppose? ” said Grigson. 
“ Nasty thing that. 1 'vo known it jam 
bofoio now.” 

“ Well,” answered Toddles, “ it did 
stick a hit, hut 1 just junked it over 
and it worked.” 

"Splendid!” said Grigson brightly. 
“ A nice hit of work, and very thought¬ 
ful of you to bring homo such jolly 
souvenirs.” 

“ Look hero,” replied Toddles with 
warmth, “ who the devil are you getting- 
at ? ” 

“Nothing; oh, nothing at all." 

Grigson moved away towards tho 
Mess. “ By the way,” he said, “ you .’re 
quite certain they woroyourown shots? 
I should liavo a good look at that under 
carriage if 1 wero you.” 

We all wont down on hands and 
knees. Lying placidly in the rack with 
an air of well-merited ease horn of tlio 
consciousness that they had, without 
any effort of their own, avoided a 
fatiguing duty, wero three largo bombs. 

“ .Mi' — all - hum,” said Toddles. 
“ Now thon, Sergeant, hurry up and 
got this machine hack into tho shod ! ” 

And the Sergeant's face was tho best 
joke of all. 

“ Man, linudy nt vice, boon in motor repair 
ah op.”-- Daily Chronicle. 

Still, it must not be assumed that life 
in a garage is necessarily fatal to virtue. 
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it would havo boon unthinkable. But j talkod pleasantly to bis vis-u-vis. The 
WATCH DOGS. if it j 1!u j arisen the train would cer- J Corporal, a trifle abasben at lirst, 

IjXV. j tainly have stopped for good ; probably listened deferentially, but as the good 

My oka it Chart, ns,— I feel some tho world would have come to an end. food enlivened him be ceased to be 
hesitation in passing the following j As it was, w hat did happen ? Let me abashed and became cordial. From 
story on to you, less from the fear of ; say at once that both the Corporal and j cordial be became afl'ahlo, from affable 
what it will divulge to tin* enemy than ; the Commandant behaved with a gen- ; affectionate, and from affectionate bo 
from the fear of what if may diudge to j erosity which was entirely delightful; j passed to that degree of friendship in 
our own people. As far us the enemy i the Corporal's was pecuniary gener-1 which you lean across the dinner-table, 
is eoiieornod bo if stated boldly that [ osity, tho Commandant’s generosity of; tap a man on the shoulder and call 
the train was going to Paris and " 1 ” spirit. This was as it should be, and; him "old pal.” Finally, bo insisted 
got into it at Amiens. Yes, Hiniien- j both were true to type. ; upon tho Commandant cracking with 

lu'itri, there is a place called Paris and j Quick though the French are at the j him a bottle of champagne. I give 

the Commandant full marks for not 
persisting in his refusal. 

A draught or two of champagne has, 


there is a place called Amiong. Now j uptake, it took the good Commandant 
what are y on going to do about itAs j just a little whilo to settle down to the 

far as our own people are concerned it j odd position rr " “ 11 .* 

is asked of them that, if over they come 
to read it, they may not impure too 


This was not the size 


closely ns to who "1" i 
may be. 

It is a long train 
and there is only one 
dining-car. Those 
who don’t got into tho 
car at Amiens don't 
dine; thero is accord¬ 
ingly some competi¬ 
tion, especially on the 
part of tho military 
clement, of which tho 
majority is proceed¬ 
ing to Paris on leave 
and doesn't propose to 
stint its outmg by go¬ 
ing without its dinner. 
Only tho very lit or 
the very cunning sur ¬ 
vive. Having got in 
myself among the lat¬ 
ter category i was not 
surprised to see, 
among the former 
category, a large arid 
powerful Canadian 
Corporal. 


and shape and manner of man with ; as you may he aware, tho effect of 
whom he was used to tako his meals.' developing to an oxtremo any friendly 

feelings you may at 
tho moment happen 
to possess . . . 

Tho train chanced to 
stop just, after dinner 
was finished, and tho 
Commandant, seizing 
his opportunity, hur¬ 
riedly paid his hill and 
got into anothor car¬ 
riage. My vis-tl-vis 
also left tho car, 
though l must confess 
that l had not stood 
him so much as a 
glass of beer. 1 and 
tho Canadian Cor¬ 
poral were left facing 
each other, and the 
position was such that 
1 couldn't avoid his 
eye. 1 had no feel¬ 
ings with regard to 
him, hut 1 simply 
could not smilo at 
him, since I do not 
like champagne. So 



Skijijier of Drift '') Ur If luri been lined thirty-fire ahilUnye for loainy a J'ifir of 
Jnnornlnn). "1’aoPKU JUSTICE 1 CALLS it; MY UllUTBEK-IN-LAW LOSES 1118 WHOLE 
111.INKINO mUETEIl AND YOU DON'T FINIS ’1M A BLOOM1NU CENT," 


length that ho was not drunk. 

Ho wasn't drunk, and I had never 
said ho was, and 1 was not in the least 
interested in his thome, until he got to 
the point of what his main reason was 
for not being drunk. This, I admit, 


If he can afford to pay for his dinner | As an officer one fools one's rospon- j 1 suppose 1 must have frowned at him ; 
there is no reason, I suppose, why even isibilities on these public occasions, and anyhow, he eaino along and sat down 
a corporal should not dine, if ho can I felt 1 ought to intervene and to do at my table in order to explain at 
manage to snaffle a soat in the ear there | something to rearrange tho general 
is certainly no reason why a French [ position. But at tho start I caught 
Commandant should not dine. There j the Corporal's eye, and there was in it 
is every reason, I imagine, for railway such a convincing look of “ Whatever 
companies to furnish their dining-cars 11 may do 1 moan awfully well," that I 
with those little tables for two which ! just sat still and did nothing. j 

bring it about that a pair ot passon- The awkward pause was over bofore interested me deeply. “ When we get 
gers, who have never seen each other tho soup was finished. Bough good- to Parry,” said he, “ we shall be met by 
before and have not elected to meet on nature and subtle good sense soon com- Military Police, and they will ask to see 
this occasion find themselves together, bined to eliminate arbitrary distinc- our papers. And if my papers weren't 

tioirn. Tho Commandant won the first in order and if I wasn't in order myself 
credit by starting a conversation ; it 11 should he put undor arrest and sent 
was really tho only thing to do. Had back again. And I don't mean to be 
the Commandant and 1 been opposite sent hack, and 1 have all my papers in 
each other wo should probably have order and I'm in order myself.” And, 
dined in polite silonce. But tho Cor- dash it all, tho fellow was right, and 
Wlmt would have happened if this ! poral was one of those red-faced burly when we got to the Care du Nord there 
had taken place ten years ago. and the people with whom-you have, if you are were the Military Police as large as 
French Commandant had been an close t6 them, either to laugh or fight. life, and clearly there was no avoiding 
English Major? The situation, of The Commandant was not inw’ardly them. 

course, simply could not have arisen; j afraid;, he was innately polite. Ho At first I didn’t quite know what to 


for a period, on the terms of the most 
complete and homely intimacy. Lastly, 
tho attendant lnid every reason to put 
the Corporal and the Commandant to 
dino together, for there was nowhere 
else to put either of them 





Pr-gP ftl 


Tummy. “’15’s A WONDER AN’ NO MISTAKE. I OAN’T TKACH MV 01,0 HAWK AT HOMK TO HO ANYTHIN*." 
rill. "All, lll'T YF.It SHE, MATEY, YOU ’AYH TO KNOW MOlIK’fJ A DAWlI, OR YOl CAN’l’ LEARN ’IM NOTHIN," 


do about, it, but a little thought decided j 
me. “ There are your M.P.,” 1 said to 
the Corporal, as we trooped slowly out 
of the dining-car. “ I ’in afraid i ’ll 
liavo to ask you to come along with mo 
and interview one of them.” Giving 
him no time to argue, 1 led him straight 
to the Police Sergeant and insisted 
upon this case being dealt with before 
all others. “ I must ask you, Sergeant, 
to make this man produce his papers. 

] have’ reason to doubt whether he is 
in order.” > 

TLio Corporal began to expostulate, 
but the Sergeant adopted the none-of- 
that-I-know - all - about- your - sort atti¬ 
tude which is so admirable in these 
ofiicials. The Corporal produced some 
papers and tendered them indignantly. 
The Police Sergeant remained impas¬ 
sively unconvinced, but gave me otie 
fleeting look, as if he wondered whether 
I had put him on to a good thing. 
"There are papers and papers," said I, 
as if I too knew all about the busi¬ 
ness* " Let us see if they are in order.” 
The Sergeant’s instinct had already told 
him that the papers were quite in order, 
and he was all for cutting the business 
short and getting out of it as quickly 
as he could. But I insisted upon the 


most minute examination and would 
not give in and admit my mistake 
until the Sergeant practically ordered 
us both off the station. 

Having given the Sergeant to under¬ 
stand that be was to blame for the 
Corporal’s papers being in order, 1 
allowed myself to be passed on. The 
Corporal followed mo; be wanted an 
explanation. When we got outside the 
station 1 lot him catch me up, bocauso 
I thought bo was entitled to one. 

" Will you allow me to ask why you 
did that, Hir?” he said very indig¬ 
nantly but not rudely. “You knew 
that 1 bad my papers, Sir, and that 
they wore in order.” 

" Yes,” 1 said. “ But 1 knew that 
my own weren’t.” 

His cheeks suffused with the most 
jovial red 1 have ever seen. 

“ In the very strictest confidence, 
Corporal,” I said, "I haven't any 
papers." 

I didn’t know that a human laugh 
could ho so loud. On the whole i 
think it was a good thing that wo had 
arrived in Paris after closing time, since 
otherwise, in spite of my dislike of the 
stuff, I’m sure that three more bottles 
of the most expensive brand would 


have been cracked. I should have had 
to stand one; he would have positively 
insisted on standing two. 

Yours ever, Hunky. 


A Sign of the Times. 

“ Young Lady Wants )>ost iis Housekeeper 
to working man.” Halifax Kiemmj Cuuncr. 

“ Planers (large letters) Wank'd, for machine 
tool work ; good bonus ; war woik ; jxjrnmnriit 
job .*’—Ihuffi Ihijmtch. 

Pessimist! . .. 

“What Disahi.eij Soldiers Should Know. 

That there is no such word as ‘imossiblo’ 
in his iliotioiian .”—Canadian Carer. 

Correct.-—• 

M. Pohchrnmads, (liven Charged’Affaires, 
has hit Loudon for the Hague.” 

Sunday Times!. 

It is an unfortunate colour, but witli a 
name like that lie can always try one 
of the others. 

“The oankerttif iniliseijiliiie and the wine of 
liherty ha\e shaken the Russian Army to its 
foundations.” 

“ Times ” Human Correuptmdent. 
While the tide of now life that was 
kindled by the torch of revolution seems 
destined to crumble into dust. 
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THE TRIUMPHAL PROGRESS. 

Thkrk uro few phases of the War -■ 
subsidiary phases, side-issues, margin¬ 
alia more interesting, 1 think, than the 
return of the natives : the triumphant 
progress, through their old haunts and 
among their old friends, of the youths, 
recently civilians, hut now tried and 
tested warriors; lately so urban and 
hesitating and immntuie, hut now so 
seasoned and eonfidont and of the 
world. And particularly I have in mind 
the return of the soldier to his house 
of business, and his triumphant pro¬ 
gress through the various departments, 
gathering admiration and homage and 
even wonder. 1 am not sure that 
wonder does not come first, so striking i 
can the motamorphosis be. 

When he loft he was often only a 
boy. Very likely rather a young terror 
in ids way:, shy before elders, hut a 
desperate wag with his contemporaries. 
He had a habit of whistling during office 
hours ; lie took too long for dinner, and 
was much given to descending the stairs 
four at a time and shaking the promises, i 
blurring the copying-hook and under- 
stamping the letters. When sent to j 
the hank, a few yards distant, ho was j 
absent for an hour. Cigarettes and 1 
late hours may have given him a touch 
of pastiness. 

To-day, what a change! Tall, well- 
set-up and bronzed, ho is a model of 
health and strength. JI is eyes meet 
all our eyes frankly ; he has done 
nothing to bo ashamed of: there is no 
unposted letter in his pocket, no con¬ 
sciousness of a muddled telephone 
message in his head. To lie on the 
dreaded carpet of the manager’s room 
was once an oi deal, to-das he can drop 
cigarette-ash on it and turn never a 
hair. 

“Oh yes,” he says, “ he lias been 
under lire. Knows it backwards. 
Knows the dilTerenco in sound between 
all the shells. So far he’s been very 
lucky, hut, Heavens ! the pals he’s lost! 
Terrible things happen, but one gets 
numbed- apathetic, you know. , 

“What does it feel like to go over 
the top'.’ The first time it’s a rotten : 
feeling, but you got used to that too. 1 
War teaches you what you can got used 1 
to, by George it does! He wouldn't 
have believed it, hut there-” 

And so on. All coming quite mitur-1 
ally and simply; no swank, no false 
modesty. 

“ This is his first leave since ho went 
to France, and he thought lie must 
come to see tho firm first of all. Sad , 
about poor old Parkins, wasn’t it? 
Killed directly. And Smithcrs’ log— j 
that was had too. Rum to see such a 
lot of girls all over the place, doing tho 


hoys’ jobs. Well, well, it's a strange 
world, and who would have thought all 
this was going to happen ? . . . ." 

Such is his conversation on the 
‘carpet. Jti the groat clerks’ room, 
wheie there are now so many girls, he 
is a shade more of a dog. Tho brave, 
J you know, can’t lie wholly unconscious 
j of the fair, and as I pass through 1 
1 catch the same words, hut spoken with 
a slightly mole heroic ring. 

“hol'd, yes, you get used oven to 
going over the top. A rotten feeling 
the first time, but you get used to it. 
That's one of tho rum things about 
war, it teaches you what you can get 
used to. You get apathetic, you know. 
That’s tho word—apathotio: used to 
anything. Standing for hours in water 
up to your knees. Sleeping among 
rats.” (Hole somo pretty feminine 
squeals.) “ It is a fact,” he swears to 
them, “ Rats running over you half 
tho night, and now and then a, shell 
bursting close by.” 

Standing at his own old desk as he 
talks, he looks even taller and stronger 
than before- by way of contiast, 1 
suppose, and as I pass out I wonder if 
ho will evor he able to bring himself to 
rosumo it. 

Having occasion, a little while later, 
to go downstairs among the waiehouse- 
men, where female labour has not yet 
penetrated, 1 hear him again, and notice 
that his language has beeomo more 
| free. Safely undei ground lie oxtends 
j himself a little. 

“ Over the top ?” he is saying. “Yes, 
[three blinking times. What docs it 

j feel like the first time? Well-” and 

lie tells them how it feels, in a way 
that I can’t leproduco here, hut vivid 
[ as lightning compared with his upstairs 
mannei. And still he remains the dean 
foil,blight youth who sees his duty a 
dead sure thing,and does it, even though 
lie may he perplexed now and then. 

“ So long ! ” they say, old men-frionds 
and now girl-acquaintances crowding 
round him as at last lie tears himself 
a wit} (and watching him from the 
distance I am inclined to think that, 
if lie gets through, he will come hack 
to us after all). “ So long ! ” they say. 
“Take care of yourself.” 

“You bet!” lie replies. “But the 
question is, Shall I ho allowed lo ? 
What price the Itfun ? ” And with a 
“ So long, all! ” ho is gone. 

All over London, in tho big towns 
all over Great Britain, are those trium¬ 
phant progresses going on. 

“Wanted, a good Private Wash ; got d dry¬ 
ing place ."--High I'catrNeirs. 

Wo respect the advertiser’s dislike of 
publicity. 


“JONG.” / 

(Lities suggested by an Australian abor¬ 
iginal place name commonly known 
by its last syllabic.) 

Fink names are found upon the map— 
Kanturk and Clink and Cong, 
Grogtown and Giggloswiclt aijd Shap, 
Chowbent and Chittagong ; 

But other places, less renowned, 

In richer euphony abound 
Than the familiar throng ; 

For instance, there is Beeyah-hyyah- 
bunniga-nolliga jong. 

Tn childhood’s days 1 took delight 
In liKAu's immortal Bong, 

Whose nose was luminously bright, 
Who sang a silvery song. 

Ho did not terrify tho birds 
With strange and unpropitious words 
Of double-edged ontornj ; 

1 'in sure he hailed from lioeyah-byyah- 
bunniga-nelliga-jong. 

Prince (iigho's bag, the fairy's gift, 
Helped him to right the wrong, 
Fmcouraged diligence and thrift, 

And "opened with a pong;” 

But though its magic powers weie 
great 

It could not quite ejaculate 
A word so proud and strong 
And beautiful as Boeyah - liy vah - 
Imnniga-nelligff jong. 

1 cravo no marble pleasure-dome, 

No forks with golden prong ; 

Like Houack, in a frugal homo 
I'd gladly rub along, 

Contented with the humblest cot 
Or shack or hut, if it had got 
A name like Billabong, 

Or, better still, like Heeyah-byyah- 
hurmiga-nolliga-jong. 

Sweet is the music of tho spheres, 
Majestic is Mong Blong, 

And bland tho beverage that cheers, 
Call ed Sirupy Souchong; 

But sweeter, more inspiring far 
Than tea or peak or tuneful star 
I deem it to belong 
To such a place as Beeyah-byyah- 
bunniga-nelliga jong. 

Our Stylists. 

“It is the desire of the Management that 
nothing of an objectionable character shall 
appear on tho stage or m the auditorium, and 
they ask tho co-operation of the audience in 
suppressing same by apprising thorn of any¬ 
thing that may escape their notice.’’ 

/'Vow « fnuimcial Hipjiodiome programme. 

From the evidoneo in a juvenile 
larceny case :— 

“The Father: Devils seem to ho getting 
into everyone nowadays, not only in boys, but 
in human beings.” 

Devon and Kictcr Gazette. 

A delicate distinction. 




U in the- MVi) 1 Vicr-l’n'uitfrni of our Supply Depot {doing grand unturh). “Hkuh A(»UN is a fifth glaring kxami’LE. The hem of 
THIS HAG IS AN EIGHTEENTH OF AN INCH TOO WIDE. (tJST THEM ALE lCl'M U*E. WE CANNOT HAVE THE LIVES OF OUU TROOPS ENDANGERED." 


A MIXED LETT Eli-13 AG. 

( I’nmipli'tl by “Thrifty Colleen'*” letter 
in “ The Times" of September 12.J 

CllUELTY TO VeGETAHLES. 

Sir, —May I bo allowed to prolost 
with all the vigour at my command 
against the revolting suggestion that, 
witl) the view of making cakos from 
potatoes they should bo first, boiled in 
their skins. 1 admit that this is better 
than that they should ho boiled without 
thorn, but that is all. The potato is 
notoriously ft sensitive plant. Person¬ 
ally I regard it more in tho light of an 
emblem than a vegetable. That, it is 
not necessary as an article of food can 
be conclusively proved from the teach¬ 
ing of history, for, as a .famous poet 
happily puts it— 

“ In ancient and heroic du\>., 

Tho days of Scipios and Catos, 

The Western world pursued its \va> s 
Triumphantly without potatoes." 

If, however, tho shortage of cereals 
demands that potatoos should be used 
as a substitute for wheat, I suggest 
that, Instead of being subjected to the 
barbarous treatment described above, 
they should be granfcod a painless doath 
by chloroform or some other anaesthetic. 

I am, Sir, yours truly, 

PoTAToPHih. 


Esin's Inot uus. 

Put,— A great deal of fuss is being 
made over Irish potato-cakes. Why 
Irish? The tradition that the potato 
is the Irish national vegetable is a 
hoary fallacy that needs to Ire exploded 
once and for all. It is nothing of the 
sort. The potato was introduced into tho 
British Isles by Sir Walter Raleigh, 
a truculent Elizabethan imperialist of 
the worst type, transplanted into Ire¬ 
land by tho English garrison, and fos¬ 
tered by them for tho impoverishment 
of the Irish physique. Tho delibera¬ 
tions of the National Convention now 
sitting in Dublin will ho doomed to 
disaster unless they insist, as tho first 
plank of their programme, on the elim-: 
mation of this ill-omened root. If 
St. Patrick had only lived a few cen¬ 
turies later he would have treated the 
potato as ho did tho frogs and snakes. 

I am, Sir, Yours rebellious!}', 
Shane Finn. 

A Dangerous Dish, 

Sin,—May 1 put in a mild caveat 
against excessive indulgence in potato- 
cakes, based on an experience in my 
undergraduate days at Trinity Col¬ 
lege, Cambridge, when Whewell was 
Master? One Sunday I was invited to 
supper at the Master's, and a dish of 


I potato cakes formed part of the colla- 
; lion. Wiiewell was a man of robust 
; physique and hearty appetite, and 1 
i noted that he ate no fewer than thirteen, 

I considerably more than half tho total, 
j Whether it was owing to the unlucky 
, number or tho richness of tho cakes 1 
cannot say, hut the fact remains that 
1 the Master was seriously indisposed on 
the following day and unable to deliver 
a lecture on tho Hloic Philosophy, to 
which I had greatly looked forward. I 
cannot, help thinking that Pythagoras, 
who enjoined his disciples to “abstain 
from beans.” would, it lie were now 
alive, he inclined to revise that cryptic 
precept and hid us “ abstain from pota¬ 
toes,” or, at. any rate, from over-indul¬ 
gence in hot potato-cakes. 

I am, Sir, Yours faithfully, 
Cantah. 

Wanted —A New Name. 

Sir,—I f a thing is to make a success 
a good name is indispensable. The 
potato lias been handicapped fur cen¬ 
turies by its ridiculous name, which is 
almost as cu up broils us “cauliflower" 
and even more unsightly to the eye. 
Ibis futile to talk ol a “tuber" since 
that means a hump or hump or truffle. 
No, if you are to got people to eat 
potato-cakes you must devise a more 
dignified and attractive name; and it 












oil 


would be good policy for tho Food 
C oNTKOUOF.it to offer a largo prize for 

the beat suggestion, Mr. Eustace „. 

Mil, hr, Mr. Edmund Goshn and Mr. left!" 
IIai,), Cain i? to act as adjudicators. 

I am, Kir, Yours obediently, 
Eauth-AittiK. 


minds mo. Don’t forgot an anklet and 
a wiisllot of black velvet—tlio wristlet 


the right and the anklet on the 


TircmoiiGriNESK. 

It is generally agreed that the War 
has given women great chances, and 
that women for the most part have 
taken them. Whore they have not, 
but have preferred frivolity, if is not 
always their own fault, but tho rosult 
of outside pressure. Such a paragraph, 
for example, as the following, by “Lady 
Di,’’ in The Sunday Evening Telegiam, 
is hardly a clarion call to efficiency: • - 

“ This recurrence of night raids 
has made business brisk in the lin¬ 
gerie salons, especially among llatland 
clwollers, for it's quite the tiling now 
to have coffee and cake parties after 
a raid, with brandy neat in liqueur 
glasses for those whose nerves have 
been shaken. And such parties do 
give chances for the exhibition of those 
dainty garments that usually you have 
to admire all by yoursolf. Which re- 


! Kince “ Lady Di ” is out for making 
'the most of every opportunity, and 
i since even she might forgot something, 
j T am minded to help her, two heads 
being often better than one. Air raids 
are not the only unforseon perils. 
Surely some such paragraph as this 
; would be useful and indicate zeal: - 

| The escape of German prisoners being 
. of almost daily occurrence, it would be 
j well for all women who wish never 
i to ho taken unawares to bo prepared 
i to look their best should one of these 
; creatures moot them. For nothing is 
[lost by looking nioo; indeed it is one’s 
duty to ho smal t,iost dowdiness should 
give him tho impression that England 
really is suffering from the War. A 
costume which J have designed to be 
soon in by escaping Gorman prisoners 
is a "simple” ono-pieoe (not peace) 
frock—which, when built by a real 
artist, can bo so intriguing.- Of ninon, 
for ohoice, with a Duvetyn hat. Carry 
a gold purse and lift tho skirt high 
enough to show the finost silk stockings. 


THE CE0B8J1ILLS. 

A NoirrumtN piiiewood once wo know, 
My dear, when youngor by some 
lustres, 

Where little painted crossbills flew 
And pocked among tho fir-eono 
clusters; 

They hobnobbed and sidled 
In coats all aflame, 

While young Autumn idled, 

And wo did tho same. 

They ’re cutting down tho wood, T hear, 
To make it into war material, 

And, where the crossbills eatrio, this year 
Their firs are lying most funereal; 
There’s steam saw-mills hum¬ 
ming 

And engines at haul, 

A new Winter coming 
And more trees to fall. 

Ah, well,lot’s hope when Peaoe at length 
Is hero, and when our young planta¬ 
tions 

In days unborn have got tho strength 
And pride of ancient generations, 

The red birds shall show there 
From tree to (lark tree, 

If two folk should go there 
As friendly as we I 













RUSSIA FIRST. 


Russia (to the Spirit oj devolution). “THROW DOWN THAT TORCH AND COME AND 
FIGHT FOR ME AGAINST THE ENEMY OF LIBERTY." 














What auk you waiting fohV W« auk heady foh yoi to it.'. in.’ 
’ V"kh, Madam. We ahe jubt toning ui«." 

' Ti xixa vrl Why 1 , I wnoaokd you two monthk ago!’’ 


J3ELLA1KS ON MAN-POWER. 

Mu. Rr-a, laths, it will bo remembered, 
was the first to discover tho possibilities 
of proving (by figures) tho dwindling 
reserves of hostile man-power. His 
estimates, based upon pure reason, 
personal experience and some two tons 
of figures, have been carefully revised 
and brought to date, more especially 
for the benefit of those busy people 
who cannot take a holiday by the sea, 
but like to solace themselves at home 
with a weekly immersion in Mud and 
Water, 
derma in/. 

Here Mr. Rkllaihh is the first to 
admit a slight, inaccuracy in his previous 
calculations, Germany has now eight 
men, instead of four, on the Western 
Front, it would appear from these 
numbers that the enemy attaches 
greator importance to defending his 
line on this Front than ou an) 1 other. 
Ihissia. 

There arc live (and one in reserve) 
on the Russian Front. Tho Russian 
retreat is explained to bo due to art¬ 
fully inculcated Christian Sciencofmade 
in Germany), which has persuaded the 


Russians to entertain the belief that 
they are being heavily attacked. 
Austria. 

Austria is reputed on tier last legs 
(three altogether). Her one man and 
a boy are lighting with tho nonchalance 
of despair (o resist the Allied pressure. 
Good nows may be expected from this 
Front shortly. 

Buh/ana. 

The warfare of attrition has never 
shown such oxeollcnt results as in the 
j case of Jlulgaria. Her army of trained 
i goats is now the only harrier to the 
vengeance of the Serbs. 

Turl.e//. 

According to the latest report the 
Turkish Army has lost its rifle. It is 
hoped that evo»y advantage will bo 
taken of our momentary superior arma¬ 
ment. 

China. 

As a last resort Gojrnmny is send¬ 
ing her remaining Hun to attack the 
Chinese. What they can hope to 
achieve, by so prodigal a waste of | 
“cannon-fodder ”.is difficult to see. 
Human ia. 

There is no news on the Rumanian 


Front. It is thought that there is j 
nobody there. 

Palestine. 

In Palestine both sides have with¬ 
drawn their troops and the hattlo is 
proceeding without them. 

When one realises that against these 
weakening and over decreasing forces 
our Allies will etill have a reaervo of 
KO,000,000 by the Spring of 1925, it is 
impossible to take an otherwise than 
optimistic view of the situation. 

Intensive Ra.infla.ll. ~ 

“ Cumhf.uland and Westmohki.and.— Alter 
n ten weeks’ drought we have had three weeks’ 
r.un every day .”—Daily Paper. 

“Officer's camp kit wanted, in good condi¬ 
tion, Kam Browne hult (6 ft. 7), haversack, 
Ac.” - Scotsman. 

In readiness for this hero’s arrival at 
the Front the communication-trenches 
are being specially widened. 

“1 WISII- 

that it wore possible to get frying-pans that 
would stand level when one is cooking in 
them.” —Home Chat. 

It is so awkward to he tilted out of the 
frying-pan into the fire. 1 ’ 
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THE GKEAT OFFENCE. 

As everybody knows, a Gurkha is 
first of all a rifleman, but apart from his 
riflo (which to a hill-man is both moat 
and raiment) there are two other trea¬ 
sures vory dear to tho little man's heart. 
Those are his kukri and iiis umbrella 
— symbols of war and peace; and, 
although ho knows the weapon propor 
to each state and can disponse (none 
bettor) with superfluities, there must 
have been many times in Franco 
when tho absence of his umbrella lias 
caused him a bittor nostalgia. “ Battle 
is blessed by Allah and no man tires 
thereof,” but trenchesure of the Shaitan, 
and from the same malevolent one 
comes tho over-raging bursat, tho piti¬ 
less drenching rain, that falls where a 
man may not strip. 

With his kukri ho did wonders out 
there on stilly nights, when be wrig¬ 
gled “over the top," gripping its good 
blade in his teeth. Then No Man’s 
Land became u jungle and tho Bosch a 
boast whose dispatch was swift and 
sure under his cunning wrist. Dawn 
would find him squatting in tho corner 
of hiB dug-out sleeping as one who 
has sweet dreams — dreams may lie of 
counting the decapitated before an ad¬ 
miring crowd in his native city, him¬ 
self again tho dapper young dog of 
Darraporo. 

No kilted Jock goes with more swag¬ 
ger down l’rinces Street than Johnny 
Gurkha down the bazaar of Darraporo, 
particularly in the evening, when he doll's 
khaki for the mufti suit of his clan-- 
the spotless white shorts, coat of black 
sateen, little cocked cap and brightly 
bordered stockings a mode de riijueur 
that would he robbed of its final cachet 
without the black umbrella, tucked well 
up under the arm. 

A splendid warrior; in private life a 
bit of a Don Juan, perhaps; but bis 
wotnonfolk boar him no grudge on this 
score, liking themselves to sail oasy 
through matrimonial seas. 

When I returned to tho depot a 
month ago there were talcs, but, as our j 
old Subudar - Major observed, “War 
brought little disturbances. The mis¬ 
chief was unfortunate, perhaps, but not 
irremediable," and, as the Subudar bad \ 
himself been on service in China for aj 
matter of three yoars, lie know what be I 
was talking about. 

As for the tales, well, I was reminded | 
of them a few days ago on making | 
a tour of the lines to see that quarters j 
were clean and habitable for the next 
batch of invalids. There would be 
hospital for some, for others the sunny 
little married quarters, and round there 
wives were bustling with glee, making 
no secret of their late coquetries, but 


'• /v 7/vt/y c 
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C.O. (I(i sriitri/). “Do vot; know the Dkeenci: Scheme ion this m.ciok ok the 
HIKE, MV MAN?"’ Tummy. “VKS, SlH." 

C.O. "Wki.i., what is it, turn?'" Tom mi/. “To stay ’eke an’ khuit i.iki; 


irianifostly glad of tho return of their 
former lords. 

Brass pot.s were being scoured in the 
doorways ; hahios sprawled in the sun ; 
a smell of cooking sweetmeats filled tho 
air; a band of small urchins in tho 
roadway, wearing the sham accoutre¬ 
ments of war, was prancing blithely to 
tho song of “ Lang-taraf-Tippalaerleo,” 
and as tlioir leader pullod up to give 
mo a grave and perfect salute 1 recog¬ 
nised the son of old Bahadur llai. 

Now Bahadur Rai would bo return¬ 
ing, and, as 1 recalled tho man, I won¬ 
dered how he would take the nows of 
Bibi, his capricious wife, for I had 
heard (unofficially) that she had no in¬ 


ton lion of leaving the lines of tho 2nd 
Battalion, or the dashing young Naik 
J ndraso. This might, lie a hit awkward, 
1 mused, lemombering the tough little 
, clmp who had boon so popular with us 
; all by reason of being the best shikari 
in the regiment. 11 is incorrigible love 
! of sport may have made the defaulter’s 
, shoot ugly (arid there's no denying that 
i “ Absent with leave " does not lead to 
1 quick promotion); but that was in the 
good old days. "Now ho was returning 
covered with glory, and I was sorry 
j about Bibi. 

j Tho train arrived at noon with what 
J our travelled Babu calls the “ blissios." 
i They wore nearly all marked “ B.D.”, 
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and I hope* it. may bo given to me to 
look an cheerful whon my turn comes 
to bo Permanently Disabled. 

It was worth a week’s pay < see 
the grins on their brown puekeied faces 
and hear their husky contented salaams 
as Ihoy wore lifted from the train. 
Blankets, top-coats, pillows, and oilier 
itouis belonging to the State were gaily 
abandoned, hut every man clung with 
tenacity to his tunic and his wator- 
hottlo, for was there not a collection of 
trophies in those bulging pockets and 
soa-water in thoso battered bottles’’ 
Real salt sea-water, for the tasto and 
enlightenment of incredulous elders. 

Outside tbo station the usual crowd 


" Wo '11 have that again too some 
day. Great things are done in Vilayat, 
where I go whon peace comes. And 
you '.’ You have done well, Bahadur.” 

“ Well enough,” he admitted with a 
trace of prido. Then, after a pause, 
‘The 2nd Battalion starts on service 
to-morrow, Sahib',’ 

Yes. A few men will bo left at the 
depot—not those of any use.” 

“ And Naik Indrase, does ho go?” 

‘No. The Golonel-Saliib put his 
name down long ago for station 
duty.” 

“Then T desire leave, your Honour. 

1 want, to visit 2nd Battalion linos.” 

“Ah! Put it off a hit,” 1 urged! 


give her up,” I said confidently. 

"Bibi? He can keep Bibi. Site 
was ever swift witli her tongue and 
liked not the ways of shikaris. Yes, he 
can keep Bibi," added Bahadur Rai 
without bitterness. “But, Sahib”— 
and here the little man’s voice rose 
almost to a scream of indignation— 
“ that was not the worst. The Naik 
must he beaten, and well beaten, for 
he took, not Bibi alone -ho took my 
umbrella!" 

PROPAGANDA FRIGHTFULNESS. 

(It is reported that the German Minister 


had gathered, where it dis¬ 
ported itself like a herd of 
wild elephants. Veteran 
bandsmen played the regi¬ 
mental march; casual niin- 
strols blow conches or 
hanged tom-toms; andwhen 
at last the ambulance wag¬ 
gons moved off, drawn by 
oxen that wore blue bead 
necklaces, and marigolds 
over their cars, one had the 
proud satisfaction of feeling 
that the most perfect organ¬ 
isation in the world could 
not have given our fine 
follow's a reception more 
after their own hearts. 

When wo reached the 
parade - ground the scene 
was still merry and bright, 
for there Gurkha ladies 
were massed in their many- 
coloured saris, chattering 
for all the world liko the 
parrakeols they resembled. 
Dogs harked ; pet names 
wore squealed; old men 
waved their staffs; children 



“i'ou’vu cot save hookkky hf.iu:, Dad, SINCK I l.KFr.” 

"Hush! hot a woiiii. It ’s coac, my boy, whitkwasiiko! Cku.au’s 
TTl.L Cl*." 


to Patagonia, with the assist¬ 
ance of the Swedish Chary6 
d.'Affaires, has caused, the 
following Proclamation to 
be distributed, along with a 
translation into the cernaru- 
lir, among the natives: al¬ 
leging that it reproduces a 
leaflet composed by the, All- 
I/nwusr and dropped from 
a German aeroplane over the 
Loudon district.) 

This is a know-making 
to my Britisch Uiulorthanes 
addressed. Bo it known 
that from to-day on the 
j Britisch Empire my Empire 
j is, and all Britisch Men, 

5 Eraus and Ohilder are Ger- 
i mans. The folgendo are 
! now rules:-- 

(1) J make all Laws 
alone and nobody with me 
interfere must. 

(2) When a Man or Frau 
or Child a mile from me 
laughs it is as when into 
my All-Highest Face ge- 

: laughed is and the Strafe 


eluiii,'to the waggons and w hooped, and , weakly. it’s rough getting across shall the Death he. 

when the cortege finally turned into the the nullah, and with that crutc (M) Who me sees shall flat on the 

hospital compound and' I cantered hack There was silence. “Your son?” Earth fall and shall him there until I 
to the lines L wondered what a London 1 began irrelevantly. my gracious Hand wave keep, 

hobby would have made of the hetero- “ My son does'well and grows fast, (1) The Gorman Spraolie shall the 
genoous traffic that littered the Dana- Allah lie praised. Later ho will come Britisch Folk’s Spraclio bo and every 
pore Road. I had to sit tight in office ! to the hills to learn the ways of a gun., Englisch Man who German not sprech 
to get level with work that evening, and ; Even now he has the heart of a lion,” | kann shall witli a by-Proelamation-to- 
tho mess bugle was dwelling mallei-! added the proud father witli return be-deolarcd-Strafo gostrafed be. 
ously on its top note when at last lief the old twinkle in his eyes. “But (ff) German at the Table Manners 
put down my pen. of this other matter. Perhaps the shall by all Britisch Ohilder gelorut bo. 

Then the door opened and with a j Sahib has heard what the Naik has ((>) Everyone shall German Soldiers 

confederate mysterious air the orderly ! done ? ” salute. If any one misses this to do 

announced Bahadur Rai. (Heavens!) 1 Yes," I admitted reluctantly. shall the Soldier the Right have him 
“ And the Sahib?” the Bahadur was visited your house this morning. All through tho body with a sword to run. 
asking in swift Nepalese after a wealth was in order? and I gave instructions (7) Only German Cigars and Tahak 
of salutations was over. “Can but one ! about the roof, which shall gesmokt be. 

arm do all this ? ” waving towards my J " It is already repaired,” interrupted (8) Tho Newspapers shall every 
bulging files. “ | the old fellow quickly* "and my mother day print an Artikel me for my good 

“ One does not want two hands to, has arranged all things well within. Heart, my Genius and my Condescen- 
write with, you knows Bahadur.” Bnt*the Naik, Sahib.* It is necessary j sion praising. 

True. But the shooting? "lie added that I should beat him. The Sahib) (9) It shall a Picture of me in every 
sadly. lias hoard- House lie. 






AN OPEN-AIR VARIETY ENTERTAINMENT AT THE FRONT 

With “occasional music By the Anti-Aircraft Ruction." 


AT THE PLAY. 

“ Thk Ykm,ow Ticket," 

If Mr. Michael Morton doesn't 
mind my not taking his original play 
too seriously 1 don’t mind telling him 
how much 1 enjoyed it. It is quite a 
neat example of the shocker—an agree¬ 
able form of entertainment for the 
simplo and the jaded. The eliiof pro¬ 
perties are a yellow ticket and a hat¬ 
pin. Both belong to the innoeout and 
beautiful Jewish heroine, Anna Mirol. 

It appeal's that she wanted to leave 
tlie pale to go to see her dying father 
in Petersburg, and the police, who will 
have their grim joke against a Jowors, 
offer her “ the most powerful passport 
iu .Russia ”—the yellow ticket of lialiab. 
8he accepts it desperately, and, to es¬ 
cape its horrible obligations, enters an 
English family as governess, under an 
assumed name. Here the head of the 
sinister Oklirana(Secret Police Bureau), 
a sleek red-haired sensualist, Baron 
Stepan Andrayeff, and a chivalrous but 
tactless English journalist, Julian liolfc, 
become acquainted with her. The lat¬ 
ter wishes to marry her; the former’s 
intentions are strictly dishonourable, 
and With the aid of his ubiquitous 


secret policemen ho persecutes her, ! have succumbed so promptly t,o such 
using his power to set her froo from a simple pin-prick. But perhaps the 
the attentions of his detestable minions ' surprise, annoyaneo and keen dis- 
for bargaining purposes in a perfectly ■ appointment broke his soldierly heart. 
Ilunnish manner. Discreet servants, 1 Anyway, living or dying, the Hanoi 
locked doors, champagne, a perfectly was a clover and plausible performance, 
priceless dressing jacket, a sliding! You know Mr. Wontneii's loose- 
panel disclosing a luxuriously appointed 1 limbed case of manner and agroeable 
bedroom—all those resources are at' voice. He was rather a stock and 
his disposal. Blockish hero as ho left tho author’s 

But he reckons without her hatpin, hands, hut Mr. Wontneh put life and 
which in the course of his deplorably feeling into him. Miss (1 lad vs Cootku 
abrupt attempts at seduction she pushes reached no heights or depths of passion, 
adroitly into his heart, and next day hut look a pleasant middle way, and 
well-informed St. Petersburg winks dis- certainly gets more out of herself than 
ereetly when it learns that the Huron- once seemed likely. 1 should like to 
lias died after an operation for appen-! commend to her the excellent doctrine 
dicitis. jof tho “dominant mood." She was, 

How that nice young man, Julian, ! for instance, just a little too detached in 
is more than a match for the forth-j tho recital of that story when playing 
right methods of tho Okhraua is for for time by tho bad Baron’s fireside, 
you to go and find out. | Mr. Sydney Valentine, having 

Mr. Allan Aynehwortii’k finished [happily come by an early death in 
skill was reinforced by a quite admir-j another theatre, is able to present us 
able make-up, though only a policeman a lifelike portnyt of a really remorseless 
of very melodrama could have missed | policeman in our third Act, condemning 
that brilliant pate as it shone hatefully 1 folk to Siberia with all the arbitrary 
over the inadequate chair in which he (despatch of tho Tint (Jurat. 

[sat concealed while his Subordinate) On the whole, then, distinctly good of 
was bullying the hapless Anna. Also; its kind--transpontine matter with the 
11 doubt whether so stout a ruffian would : St. James's form. • T. 
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OUR SOUVENIR UNIT. 

"No,” Haul the Canadian slowly, “organization isn't 
everythin". Up to a certain point it’s necessary, but there 
must, lie a latitude, (live me scope for initiative every time. 

“Take an instance. You know our regimonts have 
runners, men who go to and fro carrying ordeis and making 
liaison along the line. In the regiment 1 ’m foiling you 
about, the runners were two smart chaps -drummers they 
were before the War -and not having too much work with 
their errands they ran a few side linos of their own, such 
as shaving and hair-cutting, cobbling and the like. .But. of 
all their side linos souvenir selling was the most profitable. 
In their capacity of runners they could go where they liked 
and accompany any of the attacking parties, so they had 
good chances for souvenirs. 

“One evening they went over into D Company’s trench 
and said, ‘Bay, you follows, anybody want souvenirs? 
Bert's ordered an attack for daybreak. A, B, and 0 
Companies carry it out. You’re not going. I expect 
we shall bo doing a nice line in tin hats. Any orders? 
Helmet for you? Right, that’ll bo twenty francs; cash on 
delivery. Bosch rifle? Y’os, if we got any, fifty francs. 
Bandoliers, same price. What’s that? Iron Cross? Oh, 
not likely! But we'll do our best. A hundred francs if 
we delivor tho goods.’ 

“ Well, the next day tho attack was made, and at one 
ond of a Bosch trench there was some pretty hand-lo hand 
work. An old Rittmeistor hold it, his breast covered with 
I decorations, and he just wouldn’t give in. Of course, so long 
as he stuck it the other Boschos did too, and there was 
nothing doing in the Kamorad lino. They fought like fury. 
So did our men, but wo wore slightly outnumbered, and it. 
soon bogan to he evident that wo should have to retire if 
we didn't got reinforcements. But, just when things were 
looking hopeless, over the top of the parapet, leaped the 
two runners, unarmed but'irresistible. With blazing eyes 
they flung themselves on that old Bittmcister, and while 
one of thorn downed him with a blow under the chin we 
heard tho voice of the ot.hor uplifted in a now slogan : ‘ (live 
over, will you, old turnip-head ! You've got the goods, 
j and, by Sam Hill, wo mean to havo ’em ! ’ And with one 
1 hand he held the prisoner down while with tho other 
! ho tore the Iron Cross from his tunic. 

“After the Bosch officer's fall our men made short work 
| of tho rest, but the runners didn’t wait for victory. Thore 
! was a muttered counting of the spoils: ‘Six helmets for 
1 D Company. Two Bosch rifles. One bandolier. And 
the Iron Cross. That's the lot. We’d hotter git.’ And 
they got." ... 

“TIk 1 two British Colossuscs, The Tribune n:iys, opened tiro with 
< >ioi r :ltX) live inillimotro.s guns.”- The East [Dundee.) 

This is the first we have heard of the now naval pea shooter. 

. "The war aims to which (lormimy and Austria must give assent 
! must ln\ o\|>it'SKed in uncxjuiumil language and hasud mi the principles 
of jujhjt.jioji'iujji." — Kreninij Echo (Cmk). 

Wo arc not quite sure whether our spirited contemporary 
refers to justice or ju-jitsu ; but, either way, it means" to 
give the Huns a knock out. 

’ “ For British and Oversea soldiers and sailors who visit Paris a club 
is to lie opened at the Hotel Moilorne, Place de la Kepublique. 

The British Ambassador, Sir Douglas Haig, Sir John Jelheoo, and 
Sir William Kotiortson have becomo patrons of the club, whiuh will 
provide thorn with comfortable quarters and meals at reasonable prices, 
siipplv guides, and generally fulfil a useful purpose." : 

Evenimj Standard. 

But surely the British Ambassador has already fairly com¬ 
fortable quarters in tho line Faubourg St. Ilouoro. 


SMALL CRAFT. / 

When Diiakk sailed out from Devon to break King 
Philip’s pride, 

Tie had great ships at his bidding and little ones beside; 
Ucvcngr. was there, and Lion, and others known to fame, 
And likewise he lmd small craft, which hadn’t any name. 

Small craft—small craft, to harry and to flout ’em ! 

Small craft—small craft, you cannot do without ’em ! 

Their deeds are unrecorded, their names are never soan, 
But wo know that there wore small craft, because thore 
must have boon. 

When Nelson was blockading for throe long years and 
more, 

With many a bluff first-rater and oaken seventy-four, 

To share the fun and fighting, t he good chance and the. bad, 
Ob, ho had also small craft, because he must have bad. 

Upon the skirts of battle, from Slays to Trafalgar, 

We know that there were small craft, because there 
always are; 

Yacht, sweeper, sloop and drifter, to day as yesterday, 

Tho big ships fight, the battles, hut tho small craft clear tho 
way. 

They scout before tho squadrons when mighty floets engage; 
They glean War’s dreadful harvest when tho fight has 
ceased to rage; 

Too great they count no hazard, no task beyond their 
power, 

And merchantmen bless small craft a hundred times an 
hour. 

In Admirals’ despatches their names are seldom hoard ; 
They justify their being by more than written word ; 

In battle, toil and tempos!, and dangers manifold 
Tho doughty deeds of small craft will never all bo told. 

Scant easo and scantier leisure—they take no lieod of 
these, 

For men lie hard in small craft when storm is on the Boas; 
A long watch and a weary, from dawn to sot of sun - - 
Tho men who servo in small craft, their work is never done. 

And if, as chance may have if, somo hitter day they lio 
Out classed, out gunned, on t-nu inhered, with nought to do 
hut die, 

When the last gun’s out of action, good bye to ship and 
crew, 

But men die bard in small craft, as they will always do. 

Oli, death comes once to each man, and the gamo it pays 
for all, 

And duty is hut duty in great ship and in small, 

And it will not vox their slumbers or make less sweet their 
rest, 

Though there’s never a big black headline for small craft 
going west. 

Great ships and mighty captains—to these their meed of 
praise 

For patience, skill and daring and loud victorious days; 

To every man his portion, as is both right and fair, 

But oh ! forget not small craft, for they have done their 
share. 

Small craft—small craft, from Scapa Flow to Dover, 

Small-craft—small craft, all tho wide world over, 

At risk of war and shipwreck, torpedo, mine and shell, 

All honour be to small craft, for oh, they’ve earned it well! 

0. F. S. 
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TRIALS OF A CAMOUFLAGE OFFICER 

WjIKN AN INSl-KCTINCi GENEllAr. MISTAKES A DISGUISED TllENCH FOB SOl.ID GROUND. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

The opening paragraph of Mr. Jeffery Farnoe’s latest 
novol, The Definite Object (Low, Marston), informs us that 
in the writing of books two things are essential: to know 
“ when and whore to leavo off . . . and whore to hogin.” 
Perhaps without churlishness I might add a third, and 
suggest that it is equally important to know where to 
make your market. Mr. Farnoe, very wisely, plumps for 
America; and the new story is a thing of millionaires, 
crooks, graft and the like. But don’t go supposing for 
one moment that those regrettable surroundings have in 
the smallest degree impaired the exquisite and waxen 
bloom of our author’s sympathetic characters. Far from it. 
Of the young and oli-so-good-looking millionaire (weary of 
pleasures and palaces, too weary even to dismiss his 
preposterous and farcical butler—lacking, in offoct, the 
definite object); of the heroino’s young brother, crook in 
embryo, but reclaimable by influence of hero; and of the 
peach-like leading lady herself, I can only say that each is 
worthy of the rost, and all of a creator who must suroly 
(I like to think) have laughed more than once behind his 
hand during the progress of their creation. I expect by 
now that I have as good as told you the plot—young 
brother caught burgling hero’s fiat; hero, intrigued by 
mention of sister, doffing his society trappings, following 
his captive to crook-land, bashing the wicked inhabitants 
with his heroic fists, and finally, of courso, wedding the 
sister. So there you are! No, 1 am wrong. The wedding 


is not absolute finality, since the heroine (for family pride, 
she said, bocause her brother had tried to shoot her 
husband; but, as this reason is manifestly idiotic, 1 must 
suppose her to he acting on a hint from Mr. Farnoe'b 
publishers) decreed their union to be in name alono. 
Which provides'for the oxtra chapters. 

Have you ever imagined yourself plunged (bodily, not 
mentally) into tho midst of a story by some particular 
author? If, for example, you could get inside tho covers 
of a Mrs. Aefreo Siduwick novol, what would you expect 
to find? Probably a largo and pleasantly impecunious 
family, with one special daughter who combines groat 
practical sonse with rare personal charm. You would 
certainly not be startled to find her brought into contact 
with porsons of greater social importance than her own; 
aud you would be o\cusably disappointed if she did not 
end by securing tho most eligible young male in the cast. 

I feel bound to add that a perusal of Anne Lultoorth 
(Methuen) has loft me with those convictions more firmly ! 
established than ovor. Tho Lulworth household, from the 
twins to tho practical mother, is Sidgwiekian to its core, ! 
though perhaps ono can’t but regrot that the Groat 
Unmasking has for ever robbed them of the society of 
those fat and seomingly kindly Teutons who used to pro¬ 
vide such good contrast. The Lultvorths lived at Futnoy, 
and never had quite onough money for the varied calls of 
clothes and education and sausages for breakfast. Then 
Anne wont on a visit to ever such a delightful big house in 
Cornwall, and there met the only son , , . But then came 
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I wife in a London Park to 


the War and ho was reported missing, so Anne staved on hand and her titled relatives’ objets d’art, her disoovery 
indefinitely with his widowed mother; and the unpleasant that the splendid fellow she has idolised"it must be 
next-of-kin (Mrs. Bitxjwick never can wholly resist the admitted, without any indiscreet investigation of his past 
temptation of burlesquing her villains) refused to believe —is a thief, and their final reconciliation in the rude but 
that she had ever been engaged to Victor, and indeed went honest atmosphere of a New Mexico cattle ranch, are all 
on indulging their low-comedy spleen till the great moment, included in the modest half-crown’s worth that 0. N. and 
so long and confidently expected, when But really I A. M. Williamson put forward as their latest effort. And 
suppose I needn’t say what happens then. Sidgwickiana, nowadays you can’t buy much of anything for half-a-crown. 

in short, seasonable at all times, anti sufficient for any -—- 

number of persons. With commendable idealism Mr. Sidney Paternoster 

- considers The Great Gift (Lane) to be Love, and brings a 

Mrs. A. M. I>ixon began her work in October, 1915, as certain soriousnoss to bear upon his theme. Ilujh Standish, 
manager of one of the Cantmes des Dames Any lanes estab- ex-newsboy, is at the age of twenty-five partner of an 
lished in Prance under the ffigis of the London Committee important ' firm, as woll as large holder in a book- 

of the French Red Cross. She remained until the beginning selling business, which, in his leisure, he has so successfully 
of July in the following year, and in The Canleencrs{ M uuiiay) run that it is “ floated with a capital of £100,000 and over- 
sho gives an account of her experiences at Troyes, 1 leri- subscribed ” (incidentally rejoice, ye novelists!). At forty- 
oourt and Le Bourgtit, whore she and her helpers ministered six ho is the whole shipping firm and a Cabinet Minister to 
to an almost unceasing stream of tired-out French soldiers, hoot. J would ask Mr. Paternoster if such a man, who 
'There is something remarkably fresh anil attractive about has, c.r hypothesi, been so busy that he needs tlio sight of 
this story. Tt does not aim at fine writing, hut its very an out-of-work being tended and caressed by his faithful 
simplicity, which is that ol 1 

letters written to an inti- | * «*-.. ? v - V& 

mate friend, carries a reader I 
along through a succession j 
of incidents keenly observed j 
and sympathetically noted j 
in the scanty leisure of a i 
very busy lifo. That she 1 
succeeded as she did is a 
high tribute to her kindness 
and tact, as well as to her 
organising capacity. I can¬ 
not forbear quoting from the 
letter of a grateful potln : 

“ Dear Miss,—1 am arrived 
yestorday very much fati- 
guatod. After36 o’cloeks of 
train we have made 15 kins. 

You can think then that 
has been very durforus, be¬ 
cause in the train we don’t 
sleep many . . . Wo go to 

tranchues six o’clocks a day and all the four days we go the 
night. I don’t see other things to say you for the moment. 

Don’t make attention of my mistakes, please." The book 
is well illustrated with photographs. I recommend it both 
on account of its intrinsic merits and because the author's 
profits are to he given to the Loudon Committee of the 
French Red Cross. 


'see 


“ Mummy's Own Magazine”). "NnlSV I.ITTLI 
1)0 ANY DECENT WORK IN TIITS ATMOSPHERE. 


suggest to him that there 
exists such a thing as Lovo, 
with a capital L; needs 
also a later conversation 
! with the same out-of-work 
, to convince him that thero 
is really something the 
i matter with tho industrial 
system (and wouldn’t it bo 
j a good idea to do somo- 
, tiling about it now one is 
■a Cabinet Minister?) — I 
' ask Mr. Paternoster, T 
j say, if this is the sort of 
! man to take it all so sweetly 
1 when the girl of his choice 
| prefers his cousin and se¬ 
cretary to him ? I think 
J not. Our author has wovon 
! his story without any re- 
1 foronoe to tho play of cir¬ 
cumstance upon his characters. I am afraid ho lias shirked 
the difficult labour of artistic plausibility, and I leave it to 
moralists to decide whether his excellent intentions and 
sentiments redeem this aesthetic offence. 

Weird o’ the. Poo) (Murray) may bo described as a sub¬ 
terranean hook, i mean that its characters are frequently 
to be found in secret passages and caves and places unknown 
to law-abiding citizens. The scenes of this story of incident 
are laid in Scotland at tho beginning of last century, and 



Auntie ifiulge, * (who writes the weekly letter to the darling kiddies m 


BEASTS! I SHALL NEVER 


When a penniless but oh, so ladylike “companion " goes 
to the Savoy in answer to a “ with a view to matrimony ” 
advertisement, what moro natural than that tho party of Mr. Alexander Stuart makos things move at such a pace 
the first part should prove to lie—not a gouteul widowor that for a hundred pages or so I could not keep up with 
in the haberdashery business, hut a handsome super--burglar him. Then two kind ladies had a conversation, and the 
of immense wealth and all the more refined virtues. True, confusion which had invaded my mind was suddenly and 
he burgles, hut his manly willingness to reform- in ordor completely cleared away. The pace aftor this dispersal 
to please the lady shows that his heart was always in tho is as brisk as ever, but it is quite easy to keep up with 


right place, wherovor his fingers might bo. Then again 
tho actual pillage occurs “off,” as they say, and tho gentle¬ 
manly burglar, while mil “occupied iu burgling," walks 
the stage a perfect Sir George Alexander of respectability. 

Do I hear you, gentio reader, exclaiming, like the Scots¬ 
man when lie first saw a hippopotamus, “ Hoots! There‘s j could put up with one here, 
nao sie a animal!" It is simply your ignorance. The' 
joint authors of This Woman to this Man (Methuen) have Suggested by the Kaiser-Tsar Revelations 

selected him as the hero of their latest nojvel, so thete Willy-Nilly. Willingly or unwillingly 

he is. His combined annexation of the penniless beauty's 


it. All tho same, I cannot help thinking that Mr. Stuart 
has overcrowded his canvas, and that his tale would, be 
tlie better for the removal of a few of his plotters And 
counter-plotters from it. I have never yet said a good 
word for a synopsis, but 1 do not mind admitting that 1 


Willy-Nikky. Of malice aforethought. 
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not to be confused with bully Abmoub precedent, the view being that no farmer 
CHARiVARIA. which has long been used to line the should be satisfied about anything. 

Three bandits have been executed inside of the troops. %* 

in Mexico without a proper trial or “ My hopes of fortune have been dis- 

sentence. This, we understand, renders Mr. Walter Howard O’Brien, of pelled by unrenmnorative Government 
tho executions null and void. New York, has sent to Queen Alex- contracts,” said a contractor at the 

* + * andra’s Yield Force Fund 1,719,000 Liverpool Bankruptcy Court. It is 

The campaign against tho cabbage cigarettes. Several British small boys good to read for once of tho Govom- 
butterfly in this country hag readied havo docided to write and ask him if raent getting the best of a bargain, 
such an alarming stage that cautious ho has such a thing as a cigarette *** 

buttorflies are now going about in picture to spare. ” What is a bun?" asked the 

couples. Willesden magistrate last week; which 

Doctors in many parts of London only shows that with a little practice 
After spending a one-pound Treasury are said to bo raising their fees. They magistrates will get into the way of 
note on cakes, chocolates, fish and chips, should remomber that there is sucli a doing those tilings almost as well as 
biscuits, apples, bananas, damsons, thing as curing the goose that lays the High Court judges, 
cigarettes, toffee, five bottles of ginger j golden eggs. 

“ P°P ” ar 'd a tin of salmon, a Chatham The Frankfurter Zeitumj declares that 

boy told a policeman that he was not Tho Miinchener Neuestc NachriclUcn “ the Germany that President Wilson 
fooling well. It was thought to ho duo I accuses the Unit'd States of having wants to talk peace with will only he 


to something tho hoy 
had boon oating. 

* i 

Incidentally tho hoy j 
desires us to point out | 
that the trouble was not j 
that ho had too much 
to oat but that there 
was not quite enough 
boy to go round. 

* * 

+ 

“I road all English 
books,” says Dr. Hard¬ 
ing in The New York 
Times, “ because they 
are all equally good.” 
This looks dangerously 
like a studied slight to 
Mr. H. G. Wells. 

* i * 

Wo understand that, 1 
owing to tho paper 
shortage, future expos 





“I’M t’OMINO TO YOU 
KELP, OLE PKUIBCOI'K." 


WITH 'ARP A TON IN A MINUTE, SO DON’T PRIST YOCR- 


a Germany beaten to 
its knoo«.” Our own 
opinion is that it will 
he a Germany beaten 
to a frazzle. 

* v 
* 

Thoro appears to he a 
groat demand for small 
second - baud yachts. 
Tho fact is connected, 
in well informed circles, 
with the report that 
The Daily Mail con¬ 
templates taking up the 
anti - submarine ques¬ 
tion. * * 

* 

Some solicitors have 
beon helping to run 
the gas works of a cer¬ 
tain Corporation during 
a strike. While com¬ 
mending this action, 
we admit that wo can conceive of 
nothing more likely to undermine the 
resolute patriotism of the man in tho 
street than a gas hill furnished by a 
solicitor. 


* * 


Women are formally warned by the 


ures of German intrigues will only ho j stolen the cipher key of the Luxnuim 
announced on alternate days. despatches. It is this sort of thing 

*** that is gradually convincing Germany 

At the Kingston Bod Gross Bxliibi- that it is bouoath her dignity to fight 
tioti a potato was shown bearing a with a nation like America, 
remarkable likeness to tho German *..<* 

Crown Prince. By a curious coin- A fine porpotso has been soen dis- 
cidence a report has recently been porting itself in the Thames near, Ministry of Munitions against using 
received that somewhere in Germany Hampton Court. It is just as well to j T.N.T. as a means of acquiring anburn 
thoy have a Crown Prince who hoars an know that such things can be soon j hair. Any important object striking the 
extraordinary resemblance to a potato, almost as well with Government ale head—a chimney-pot or a bomb from 
*** as with tho stronger brews. j an enemy aeroplane—would he almost 

Mystery still attaches to the author- * * certain to cause an explosion, with 

ship of The Book of Artemas, but wo Another statue 1ms been stolen from [possible injury to tho scalp, 

have authority for saying that Lord Berlin, but Londoners need not be 

Sydenham does not remember having envious. Quite a lot of Americans German Thoroughness Again, 
written it. * * will be in this country shortly, and it is „ TO ^oLD potato chop. 

hoped that their woll-known propensity fjr.w German Food Dictator will consume 
for souvenir - collecting may yet be all Foon.” 

diverted into useful channels. Victoria Daily Times. 

4c 4c - ~y ; .... 

mi ,, . t , . “All intelligent postal service has delivered 

The Midland Dairy Farmers Asso- tUoHe addressed to l.ooo, Upper firoavenor 
oiation have expressed themselves as Street, W, t,- to the Ministry of Good at 
Tho question of body armour for the satisfied with the prices fixed for Winter Grosvonor House.”— Daily Mail. 
troops, it is stated, is still under con- milk. In other agricultural quarters This is tho first we havo heard of this 
sideration by the authorities. This is this aotion is regarded as a dangerous Ministry. 


4c 4* 
* 


At Neath Fair, the othor day, a 
soldier just home from the Front en¬ 
tered a lions’ den. The lions bore up 
bravely. 


* 


VOL. OMH. 
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TO THE POTSDAM PACIFIST. 

Now for the fourth time since you broke your word, 
And started hacking through, the seasons' cycle 
Brings Autumn on; the goose, devoted bird, 

Prepares her shrift against the mass of Michael ; 
Bartli takes the dead loaves’ stain, 

And Peace, that hardy annual, sprouts again. 

Yet why should yon support the Papal Chair 
In fostoring this recurrent apparition ? 

Never (we gather) were your hopes more fair, 

Your moral in a moro superb condition; 

Novor did Victory’s goal 
Soeni more adjacent to your sanguino soul. 

Hikdenhuiki holds your British foes in baulk 
Prior to trampling them to pulp like vermin; 
Russia is at your mercy—you can walk 

Through her to-morrow if you so determine; 

There is no Franco to fight— 
i Your gallant Willie's blade lias “bled her whito.” 

In England (as oxposod by trusty spies) 

Wo aro roduced to starvo on dog and thistles; 
Loudon, with all her forts, in ashes lies; 

Through Soarboro’s broached redoubts the sea-wind 
whistles: 

And Margate, quite unmanned, 

Would cause no trouble if you cared to land. 

Roumaniu is your granary, whence you draw 
For loyal turns a constant cornucopia; 

Belgium, quiescent under Culture's law, 

Serves as a type of Teutonised Utopia; 

And, as for U.S.A., 

Thoy To scheduled to arrive behind The Day. 

Why, then, this talk of Peace? The victor’s mood 
Lies underneath your nose—why not continue? 
Because humanity makes your bosom bleed; 

So, though you have a giant's strength within you, 
Your gonlle heart would shrink 
To use it like a giant—1 don’t think. O. S. 


MISTAKEN CHARITY. 

Sun* was riding a big chestnut mare down the street and 
humming an accompaniment to tho tunc she was playing 
with her hit. Ho pulled up when lie saw' mo and, still 
humming, sat looking down at me. 

“ Stables in ton minutes,” i said. “ You 're heading the 
wrong way." 

“ A dispensation, my lad,” lie replied. “ I Tn taking Miss 
Spangles up on the hill to get her warm—’tis a nipping 
and an eager air.” 

A man was coming across tho road towards us. He was 
incredibly old and stiff and tho dirt of many weeks was 
upon him. He stood before us and held out a battered 
yachting cap. “ M’siour,” he said plaintively. 

Miss Spangles cocked an ear and began to derange the 
surface of the road with a shapely foreleg. Site was bored. 

"Tell him,” said Slip, “that 1 am poorer oven than lie 
is; that this beautiful horse which lie adiniros so much is 
tho proporty of the King of England, and that my clothes 
are not yet paid for.” 

I passed this on. 

“ M’sieur," said the old man, holding tho yachting cap a 
little nearer. 

"Give him a piece of monoy to buy soap with," said 
Slip. “ Como up, Topsy,” and he trotted slowly on. 


I gave tho old man something for soap and went my way. 

That night at dinner the Mandril, whq loves argument 
better than life, said apropos of nothing that any man who 
gave to » beggar was a public menace and little better 
than a felon. lie was delighted to find every man’s hand 
against him. 

“Ruskin,” said Slip, “decrees that not only should one 
give to beggars, but that one should give kindly and deliber¬ 
ately and not as though the coin were red-hot." 

The Mandril threw himself -wildly into the argument. 
Ho told us dreadful stories of beggars and tlioir ways—of 
advertisements ho had seen in which the advertisers under¬ 
took to supply beggars with emaciated children at so much 
per day. Children with visible sores were in great demand, 
he said; nothing like a child to charm money from the 
pockets of passers-by, etc., etc. Presently lie grew tired 
and changed the subject as rapidly as bo bad started it. 

It was at lunch a few days later that tho Moss waiter 
camo in with a worried look on his face. 

“There is a man at the door, Sir,” ho said. "Mo and 
Burler can’t make out what lie wants, but ho won’t go 
away, not no’ow.” 

“ What’s lie like ? ” 1 asked. 

“Oh, lie’s old, Sir, and none too cloan, and ho’s got a 
sack with him.” 

“ Stop,” said Slip. “ Now, Tailor, think carefully liofore 
you answer my next question. Does ho wear a yachting 
cap ? ” 

“Yes, Sir,” said Tailer, “ that’s it, Sir, ’e do vvoar a sort 
of sea ’at. Sir.” 

“This is very terrible,” said Slip. “Are we his solo 
moans of support? However-——’’and he drew a clean 
plate towards him and put a franc on it. Tho plate went 
slowly round tho table and everyone subscribed. Stephen, 
who was immersed in a book on Mayflies, put in ten francs 
under the impression that lie was subscribing towards the 
rout of tho Mess. Tho Mandril appeared to have quito 
forgotten bis disliko of beggars. 

Tailor took the plate out and returned with it empty. 
“ He’s gone, Sir,” lio said. 

“I’m glad for your sake, dear Mandril, that you have 
fallen in with our views,” said Slip. 

“What!” shouted the Mandril. “I quite forgot. A 
boggar!—the wretched impostor.” He rushed to the win¬ 
dow, An old man had rounded tho corner of tho bouse 
and was crossing the road on his way to a small cafd 
opposite. 

“He’s going to drink it,” screamed the Mandril; “bat¬ 
tery will firo a salvo;” and he seized two oranges from tho 
sideboard. Tho first was a perfect shot and hit the target 
between the shoulder-blades, and the second burst with 
fearful force against the wall of tho cafe. The victim turned 
and looked about him in a dazed fashion and then dis¬ 
appeared. '' 

Tliaf night I received a note from Monsieur Lo Roux, 
hardware merchant and incidentally our landlord, thanking 
me for sixteen francs seventy-five centimes paid in advance 
to his workman, and asking me to namo a day on which he 
could call to mend our brokfcn stove. 


“It is not a little pathetic to observe that a year ago, and ik&a 
two yoarB ago, The Daily Mail was urgiug tho Government tfi6n 
in powor to introduco compulsory rations. Thus on November 13, 
1916, we said: -Ministers should at oneo prepare the organisation 
for a system of bread tiekots. It took, the diligent Germans six 
months to got their system into action, and it will take our . , . 
officials quite as long. Thoy ought to be gotting to work on it new, 
not"putting it off.’ "—Daily Mail. 

We dare not guess what was the suppressed adjective that 
The Daily Mail applied to “ our officials.” 
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SUGAR CONTROL. 


the victim’s wake, ready to close the 
secret panel behind him and leave him 


“ Goon evening, Sir,” said Lord to a lingering death. 

Rhondda’s minion (the man who does My wife slid open the trap, turning 
his dhty work), moistening his lips with a triumphant smile as she did bo, 
with a bit of poncil. “ You were alio- and I saw at once that the death of 
caled one hundredweight of sugar for anyone shut up inside would be a lot 

t 'am-making in lespect of your soft more lingering than I had imagined, 
ruit, I believe ? ” for the place seemed full of jam. 1 


“How did you guess ?" I said. “I was surprised. 


for the place seemed full of jam. 


say, do tell me when the War’s going “Gan 1 be going to oat all that 9 ” 1 
to end. Just botweon ourselvos, you thought, and lite seemed suddenly a 
know." veiy beautliul thing. 

“This being the case,” ho went on The inspector ran a hungry*oye over 


(evidently trying lo change the subject I it all, and if he had tried to clamber 
- -no War Office secrets to bo got out iustdo for a closer inspection I should 
of him, you notice), “I must inquest not have given him the quick push I 
you to show me your fruit-trees ami had planned. I should have held him 
also your jam cupboard.” back by his coat. My own way of 

“The latter,” I buul—for he had testing the amount of 3 am which my 
called just after tea—"is 

rather lull at prosent, but „ Sf 

doing nioely, thanks. As ' 'fat? 

you observe, however, we — J £ 

think it wiser not to try to —' ' 

1 ''^Perhaps your w ife-” 

suggested the man tonta- 

|>f course ^ She often^says, ^ 

way, don’t you want to see -Jjpy' 
the tea-orchaid too ? Tlie 
Cox's Orange Pekoes have W'W 
douo frighttully well this 1 MiEll Till. oiUiKNWoOD TBIX. 

yeai — the new blend, you (horns. Hike shail he see 

know; or should 1 say , No enimy 

hybrid 9 ” " J 1,11 wjnihi and nouon weathui ’ 

At this moment my wile appeared, wife had made was not for the likes of 
looking paiticularly ehatming in a him 


*i 


I Ml Ell Till, (ilUillNWOOD THEE. 


( horns. 


Hi ke shai l he bi’e 

NO ESI MV 

Hi 1 WIN ] l- It and Itouon WEATHUI 


mousscline de soie aax fines holes — 
aw/ltef , a sprigged muslin. I seized 
hei hand and led her aside. 

“ liord Rhondda’s myrmidon is upon 
us! ” f hissed. “ 'Tis foi your hus- 


>bes — “About a hundred-and-fifty pounds,” 

seized he said at last. 

“Just a littlo over,” nodded my wife 
3 upon “ J tell you,” I whispered, “ this chap 
p hus-, knows ovciything” Thou aloud, “I 


hand’s life, child. Hold the minion of say, Hir, if you wouldn’t mind putting 
the law in check—attract him. (asei- me on to something for the Cotsali 
natohim; play linn that littlo thing on Selling Plate. Sirnplv,” I added hastily, 
the piano—you know, ‘ Tum-ti-tum ’— “in the national interest, of course, 
while 1 slope ofl to the secret ohamhei, Keeping up the breed of horses.” 
whole my ancestor lay hid before—1 The mspectoi changed the subject 

mean altei—the Battlo ot Woicostor. again. “ You were allocated one hun- 
By the way, I hope it’s been dusted dredw eight of sugar, I believe, Ma'am,” 
lfttoly? Hush 1 if lie sees us hold ho said ^ 

Secret parlance 1’m lost ” “Oh, yes,” replied my wife. "But 

“ AlaBl” said my wife, “the secret you see some of our j 4 m is still sticking 
chamber is where we keep the jam.” to the trees. Perhaps this gentleman 
She smiled subtly at me and then would like to see the orchard,- Wen- 
winninglv at the inspoctoi as she turned oeslaus,” sho added, turning*to me. 
towards pirn. (Of oourse, you kriow. mv Christian 

“'SttfJp this vtay, ploaso,” she eon- name* isn't really W 
tintttd. , authors enjoy so lit 

I caught the idea at onoe and, bless- days that I must re 
lng the quick wit of woman, followed in leaves it at that,) 


w, my Christian 
Sslatis, hut we 
privacy nowA* 
y be allowed to 


So I took the inspector off to see the 
orchard, pausing on the,way at the 
strawberry bed. 

“ This, I explained, " was to have 
made up quite fifty pounds of our allo¬ 
cation, but 1 'm afraid the crop failed 
this year. So that must account for 
any little discrepancy in the weight of 
fruit." 1 was very firm about this. 

“ Strawbeiries have done well enough 
elsewhere," said Nemesis suspiciously. 

“ 1 ’m sui prised that yours should have 
failed.” 

“ When T say ‘ failed,’ ” T explamod, 
“I moan ‘failed to get as tar as the 
preserving pan.’ I always retain an 
option on eating the ciop fresh." 

The inspector frowned and was going 
to make a note of this, so 1 tuod to 
distract his attention. 

” | “ Do you know,” I said, 

I “ a short time ago people 
persisted in mistaking me 
.// j for a brother of the Duke 
lJ of Cotsali 9 ” 

" Why ? ” ho asked - 
j rather ludoly 

“ Because of the straw¬ 
berry mark 011 my upper 
Up. All, 1 think this is 
the orchard. There was 
a wealth ol bloom here 
when I put in my appli¬ 
cation.” 

“Applications were not 
made till the hint was 
on the trees,” said Lotd 
Rhondda’s minion, 
sharply. “Ah, there's a 
nico lot of plums.” 

This seemod more satis¬ 
factory. 

“Yes, isn't there 9 ” I 
said enthusiastically. “ Now I ’in sure 
this makes up the amount all right.” 

" Plums are stone fruit,” he obseived 
stonily, “ and you were allocated one 
hundredweight of sugar for your soft 
fruit, I believe ? ” 

One really gets veiy tired of people 
who go on harping on the same thing 
over and over again. 

“What about raspberries?” I in¬ 
quired. 

“ Soft fruit, of coiuso,” said the 
inspector. 

“ But they contain stones," I urged. 
“Nasty little things wot gits into tho 
’ollors of your teotn somethmk cruel, as 
cook says. Really, the Government 
ought to give us more careful instruc¬ 
tion?. And what about the apples ?, 
Are pips stones ? ” 

“ Apples are not used for jam-mak¬ 
ing," he retorted. , t . 

“ What 1V 1 exclaimed, f Tell tfeait ; 
to thfr-dw the Army in general 

Jtwminda 


, , aawV Lptf h wiii ” 







Taiti-dttvn (u<liu has Joi rail kuiy-dnuei on to Hit pavement). " NOW, 1 HEN, ut you WANT TO l.OOH IN iUU SHOD WINDOWS WHX DOM’D 
you TAKE A DAI OIF? " 


gtono and halt soft fruit - how do we 
stand in respect to that ? ” 

“ Well, Sir," said the inspector, 
closing his notebook grudgingly, “ J 
don’t think we need go into that. I 
think you’ve got just about the re¬ 
quisite amount of Boft fruit foi the 
one hundiedwoight of sugar which, l 
believe, you were allocated.” 

•‘There’s still tbo rose garden,” I 
said, 11 if you re not satisfied.” 

“ Been turning that into an ore bald, 
have you ? ” he asked. “ Very patriotic, 
I’m sure.” 

“ "Well, I don't know,” I said. “ My 
Wife wants to make pot-poun i as usuai, 
but what I say is, in these days—and 
With all that sugar—it would surely be 
more patriotic (as you say) to make 
flettrs <ie Nice." 

“It would be more painotic per¬ 
haps,” observed Lord Rhondda's 
minion sententiously, ■ “ not to make 
jam ,at alh'L 

** Ah! ” % said. “ Havo a glass of 
fogw before you go." W. B. 


Headline "in The Yorkshire Daily 

Dimmer ‘ * 


KAISER’S mi PLOTS.” 

' 1 there wens anite we many as 
we should lib to know how 
*8 tide «ww»t 





AN EXTRAORDINARY DAY. 


1. A Staff Officer came hack from 
the line without havitig had a narrow 
escape. 

2. A Geneial visited the lino and ex¬ 
pressed unqualified approval of evoiy- 
thing he saw. 

3. A Quartermaster-Sergeant put all 
the contents of flic rum-jar into the tea. 

4. A sniper fired at a Hun and re¬ 
potted a miss. 

5. A bombing-party threw bombs 
into a sap without topoiling “shrieks 
and groans were heard, and it is thought 
that many casualties were inflicted.” 

6. A Sergeant-Major complimented 
a new squad of recruits. 

7. Somebody read an Intelligence 
Summary. 

8. A very high official fited tho fust 
shot to open the new rifle-range and 
failed to lnt the bull. 

Note. — (a) The Marker was not 

court-uiaitiallod for spreading alarm 

and despondency in llis MajesLy’b 

forces; hut 

(b) The quality of mercy was fear¬ 
fully strained, 

.9. A bombing-olaes came batok from 
practice without a single casualty.. 

10. A Subbjtft got leave m com- 
% wanted to he 


11. A Corps Conrnaiidor was punc¬ 
tual at au inspection. And 

12. It did not rain on the day of the 
offensive. 

Truly an oxtiaoidinary fid) . Shall 
we ever hvo to see it, 1 wonder 


More Bex Problems 

“ Km Rule Diuk red Shorthorn Bulls, fi oin 
two veals downwnrdH bred to luilk for thirty 
jears.”— 1’armets' Weekly. 

“For Sale bj Auction, one Mare Colt.” 

Kent and Sut* j (oioiei. 

“ Then again the cockerel is* summer L\er.” 

Ji till 1< aiming 11 Vu Id. 


“ hir (lodfiov Baring, the sitting Inboral 
mtinlxr, is not standing again " 

hi ennui 1‘aper 

If he’s not going to sit or stand, he’ll 
havo to take it lying down. 


A Venetian hoy-scout on the Lido 
Had sighted a hostile torpedo, 

So ho cued, “ Don’t BUppogo 
You can blow' up the Doge ; 

You must just do without him— as 
we do.” 




■w U 


“Wusr or KsutASD.-To bo hold, a pet- 
fcot gentlennmkr Residence, in faultless con¬ 
dition Mid all modern improvements, and a 
pedigree Stock Farm of 100 i-cres adjoining 
with possession.”-— Daily Paj e>\ 

We hope the pedigree of the perfoet 
gentleman is included as well ft* M 
of the stock farm. ; f 1 * 

'... 
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DOING THEIR BIT. 


BEASTS ROYAL 

i 

Qulen Hatshi'I'Su’s Arr 
IK’ 1491 

Now fiom tlio land of l’uut tho galleys 
come, 

H \T 8 Iiunu s, sent by Amen Ra and 
hoi 

To bung fiom Gods own land t,be 
gold and myrih, 

The ivory, tho uioense and tlio gum 

Tiie gieyhound, anxious-cyed, with 

*• ©ai of silk. 

The littlo ape, with whiskers while 
as nnlk, 

And the enamelled peacock come with 
them. 

The little ape sits on II itshluhi’s chan, 

Aud with a solemn and nonio eye 

He sees Tahutaies stiap tlio balsamed 
hair 

Unto Insroyalchin andwondeiswbj , 

He sees the stewaids and cliambei lams 
bow down, 

Plays with the asp upon HusHcrsu’s 
crown, 

Ahd thinks ," A goodly land, this land 
of Kh^rn!” 

TbeliWls ip* site on EAtaHEPsu’s'knee 

WMa, 4w great lotos-fans move to 

, * , , , 

\ galleys go, 

'A#w« P|®haiei«f’KM!fO«l seme the «e*; 


Outside tho masons cal ve Tahiti mks’ 
chin, 

Tipped with ttie beaul of lta, and lo, 
within 

The ape, densive and moflable. 

The lit tic ape fiom l’uut sits (heie 
beside 

Tvhoimes and Hvishi psu on then 
tiuono, 

Dissembling courteously his inwaid 
pride 

When the gieat men of Egypt, one 
by one, 

Thou oiled and shaven heads before 
him bend, 

And thinking, “I was boin unto this 
end 

I am tho King they liououi. It is 
well ’ 

TIIE CLINCHOPHONE. 

f“WASH n —Loud gidmojihoiio (second 
hand) foi repusnls " -Advt oi“ Tha Tn ut> ”] 

It is jubt to meet such pressing 
demands as this that the Giamophobia 
Company have introduced thoir i emark 
able iusfci ument or weapon, described 
as The Ciinohoplione. No liome is 
complete without it. 

Tfc is supplied with little o*I bath, 
B.EkAx flyings and kick start. 

A ehfld tjMrt set it in, motion; hdt. 
aothing on dMrth will #tep -until Its; 


object is achieved and theie is peace 
with honour 

Installed in a neighbourhood bristling 
with pianos, amatoui singers, gramo¬ 
phones, and othei gimd boxes it saves 
Us cost in dootots’ bills 

It is fatal at fifty vaidb, and there 
has been nothing like it since tho 
“Tankb." It can do almost oveiy- 
tlurig except stop bcfoie its time 
Head the following testimonials —• 

“ GnNTT.rMLN, —While the grand 
piano next dooi was playing last even¬ 
ing I ptebsed the button of TheClmoho- 
pbone Tho piano immediately bat 
hack on its haunches, gibbered and 
then fell on tho playei ” 

“ Di.ut Hih,—A t the fiiat tnal of my 
now Clinchophono my neighbour's 
gramophone lushed out of the house 
gild has not been lieaid of since.” 

“Saud” says ‘ Last night the 
bav>opi of undo two doois away stinted 
singing, ‘ Rocked in the Cradle of the 
Deep ' He sang two bars and then 
ciaw led lound to my house on his 
hands and knees and collapsed on tho 
doorstep with the wold ‘ Kameiad 1 'on 
bis lips.” * --.■ j -- 

Our Stylists. 

"Thelook item 1»ih eyes, the when solour 
of |as face, the wmwkmi ui hit voice, iw*j» 
though itWiS, WmWneditttAhWMfral-lffi - 

r ,4km to, a UtMu, WUli, 
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“Deatiie me, now, I shouldn't iia’ thought they gives you enough money in the Army to fill all them there 

LITTLE rUKSKS.” 


PATROLS. 

, The Scout Officer soliloquises:— 

“ Tho lights begin to leap along the linos, 

Leap up and hang and swoop and sputter out; 

A bullet hits a wiring-post and whines ; 

J wish to Heaven that I was not a Scout! 

Time was (in Dorsetshire) I lovod the trade; 

Far other is this battle in tbe waste. 

Wherein, each night, though not of course afraid, 

I wriggle round with ill-concealod distaste, 

Where who can say what menace is not nigh, 

What ambushed foe, what unexploded crump, 

And the glad worm, aspiring to the sky, 

Emerges suddenly and makes yon jump. 

Where either all is still, so still one feels 
That something huge must presently explode, 

And back, far back, is hoard the noise of wheels 
From 1‘russiau waggons on the Douai road; 

And flares shoot upward with a startling hiss 
And fall, and flame intolerably close, 

So that it seems no living man could miss— 

How liugo my head must look, my legs how gross !- 

Or the live air is full of droning hums 
And cracking whips and whispering spakos of fire; 

♦ And a loud buzz of conversation comes > 

From Simpson’s party putting out some wire. 


Or else—as when some soloist is done 

And the hushed orchestra may now begin— 

A sudden rage inflames tho placid Hun 
And scouts lie naked in a world of din. 

The sullen bomb dissolves in singing shapes; 

The whizz-bang jostles it—too fast to flee; 
Machine-guns chatter like demented apes— 

And, goodness, can it all he meant for mo ? 

It can and is. And such are small affairs 
Compared with Tompkins and his Lewis gun, 

Or eager folk who play about with flares, 

And, liko as not, mistake mo for a Hun; 

Compared with when some gunnor, having dined, 

To show his guest the glories of his art 
* Poops off a round or two,’ which burst behind, 

But fail to drown the beating of my heart 

Swcot to all soldiers is the rearward view ; 

To infantoers how grand tho gunners' caso I 
And I suppose men pine at G.H.Q. 

For the rich ease of people at the Base. 

To me is sweet this mean and noisome ditch, 

When on my belly 1 must issue out 
< Into the night, inscrutable as pitch— 

, I wish to Heaven that I was not a Scout I ” 

■ ■ A. P. H. 

“Good Donkey for Salo : musical. ’’— Louth Advertiser. 

Slings " The "Vicar of Bray." ' ■ 
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A LONDON MYSTERY SOLVED. 

Evkiuonio must have observed a 
phenomenon of tho London streets 
wliich becomes continually more notice¬ 
able. And not only must they have 
observed it, but have suffered from it. 

At one time the omnibuses, which 
are rapidly becoming the only means 
of street transport for human beings, 
had regular sloppiug-places at the 
corners of streets, at L’iccadilly Circus, 
at Oxford Circus, and so forth. 

The coiner was the accepted spot; 
the crowds gatherod there, and the 
omuibus, stopping there, emptied and 
refilled. Rut there has been a gradual 
tendency towards tho abandonment ol 
the corners, causing the omnibuses to 
pull up farther and farther from them, 
so that it seems almost as if a time may 
come when, instead of Piccadilly Circus, 
for example, the sUipping’place for 
west-bound omnibuses w 11 be St. 
James’s church. 

Everyone, as I say, must hare noticed 
this change in traffic habits, and most 
people believe that .police regulations 
are ft the bottom of it. 

fiat I know batter; and the, reason 
why I know better is a little conversa¬ 
tion 1 have had with a driver. 


It was during one of the finest 
efforts towards depressing dampness 
that oven this Summer lias put up, and 
tho driver dripped. A great crowd of 
miserable mortals awaited his omnibus 
af. a certain recognised halt, all des¬ 
perately anxious for a seat or oven 
standing room; hut these ho dis¬ 
regarded and carefully urged the vehicle 
on for another twenty yards. 

While the wretched people were run¬ 
ning along the pavemont to begin their 
struggle for a place, I asked him why 
ho hail put them to all that trouble. 

“ 1 suppose it's the police,” I said, 
to make it easier for him. 

“ Not as I know of,” he replied. 

“ Hut why not stop where the public 
expect you to?” J asked. 

“ Why ? ” he inquired. 

“ Well, it would be more reasonable, 
more •helpful,’* I suggested. 

“ Who wants to ljelp or be reason¬ 
able ? ho replied. “ Here, look at me. 
I’m driving this baa for hours and 
hours evory day. I’m cold and wet. 
I’m putting on the bfakes from morn¬ 
ing to night, paying people's silly lives, 
until-1'm aickiof t|<j sight of them, 
If you was to drivi'a motor bus in 
L^pdon you’d want* little amusement 
now; and then, too.”! 


“Bo it's just for entertainment that 
yon dodge about over the stopping- 
places and keep changing them ? " I 
asked. 

“ Yes,” ho replied. 

Another Impending' Apology. 

" 1 was sorry to hear that Lady Diana had 
met with a nasty motor accident; but had 
escaped with only slight injuries.” 

Mrs. (.fasiip in “ The Daily Slidell.” 

“STOP-PRESS NEWS. 

(tF.UMAN OFFICIAL. 

Also ran: Julian, The Vinier, Siller and 
Pennant.”— Manchester livening Chronicle. 

Tt is not often that the German official 
communiques admit defeat. 

“The Poor's Piece appears to bo a sort of 
No Man's Land, and evor since the extinction 
of Vestrydom has been within the parochial 
administrative parvenu of the Urban District" 
Council .”—Essex leper. 

Who is this municipal upstart-? , 

"A SiaMiKicANT Stop. 

The Homing Post's Washington correspon¬ 
dent states: 1 Mr. Lloyd George's speech at 
Glasgow is a significant step in the process of I 
winning the war by ljplontj«*io strategy.’’ - j.v 
Sydmy JDqtty TfUfiplfA,. , 
There ’s many a slip 'fwixt/the'dija tHid 
the fip } hiu|i ''liplqffWto ? hkjntik'j^0& 
word. . . 
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THE MUD LARKS. 

Nobody out hero seems exactly in¬ 
fatuated with the politicians nowadays. 
The Front Trenches have about as 
much use for the Front Benches as a 
big-gamo hunter for mosquitoes. The 
bayonet professor indicates his row of 
dummies and says to his lads, "Just 
imagine they are Cabinet Ministers— 
go! ” and in a clock-tick the heavens 
are raining shreds of sacking and par¬ 
ticles of straw'. The demon bomber 
fancies some prominent Parliament¬ 
arian is lurking in the opposite sap, 
grits his teeth, and gets an extra five 
yards into his bowling. 

But I am not entirely of the vulgar 
opinion. The finished politician may 
not be a subject for odes, but a politi¬ 
cal education is a great asset to any 
man. Our Mess President, William, 
once assisted a friend to lose a parlia¬ 
mentary election, and his experience 
has boon invaluable to us. The moment 
we are tired of fighting and want hi Hots, 
the Squadron sits down where it is and 
the Skipper passes the word along for 
William. William dusts his bools, 
adjusts bis tie and heads for the most 
prepossessing farm in sight. Arrived 
there he takes oil' his hat to the dog, 
pats the pig, asks tho cow after the 
calf, salutes the farmer, curtseys to the 
farmeress, then turning to the inevit¬ 
able baby, exclaims in tho languago of 
tho country, “ Mong Jew, koll jolly ong- 
fongj” (Gosh, what a topping kid!), 
and bonding tenderly over it imprints 
a lingering kiss upon its indiarubber 
features and wins tho froodom of the 
farm. Tho Mess may make use of the 
kitchen; the spare hod is at tho Skip¬ 
per’s disposal; the cow will move up 
and make room for the First Mato; the 
pig will he only too happy to welcome 
tho Subaltorns to its modest abode. 



*7 Vpw 


OUl Lady from the Country . " I ’\K ASK JO) VO lit DORTERS, and TH1SV ALl, TEW. MB 
DIFFERENT." 

Porter . "What can ver expect, Missus, if yer asks corn different porters?” 


Ordinary billoting officers stand no 
chance against our William and his 
olitical education. “That follow,” I 
eard one disgruntled competitor re¬ 
mark of him, “ would hug the Devil 
for a knob of coke.” Once only did he 
meet bis match, and a battle of Titans 
resulted. 

In pursuit of his businoss he entered 
a oertain farm-house, to find the baby 
already in possession of another officer, 
a heavy red creature with a monocle, 
who was rocking the infant’s cradle 
seventy-five revolutions per minute and 
making dulcet noises on a moustache 
comb. 

William’s heart fell to his field boots; 
he recognised the red creature’s mark¬ 
ings immediately. This was another 

S aitieiin; no bloodless victory would 
i his; fur would fly first, powder 
bum—Wow l 


Tho red person must have tumbled 
to William as well, for lie increased tho 
revolutions to one hundred and forty 
per minute and broke into a shrill 
lullaby of his own impromptu composi¬ 
tion :— 

“ Go to sleep. Mummy’s liddln T>id-ums; 

Go to sleep, Jteddy’s liddlo Tiling-nie-jig.” 

Nevertheless this did riot baffle our 
William. He approached from a Hank, 
deftly twitched the infant out of its! 
cradle by the scruff of its neck, and com¬ 
menced to plaster it with tender kisses. 
However tne red man tailed it as it 
went past and hung on, kissing any 
bits he could reach. When the mother 
reappeared they were worrying the 
baby between them as a couple of 
hound puppies worry the hind leg of a 
cub. She neat them faithfully with a 
broom and hove both of them out into 
the wide wet world, and we all slept in 


a bog that night, and William was 
much- abused and loathed. But that 
was his only failure. 

If gotting billets is William’s job, 
getting rid of them is the Babe’s aff air, 
William, like myself, lias far too great 
a mastery of the patois to handle 
delicate situations with success. For 
instance, when tho farmer approaches 
me with tidings that my troopers have 
burnt tw’o ploughshares and a crowbar 
and my troop horses have masticated 
a brick wall I engage him in palaver, 
with tho result that we eventually part, 
1 under tho impression that the inci¬ 
dent is closed, and he under the impres¬ 
sion that I have promised to buy him 
a new farm. This leads to all sorts of 
international complications. 

The Babe, on the other hand, regards 
a knowledge of French as immoral and 
only knows enough of it to order him- 
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self a drink. Ho is also gifted with a 
slight stutter, whioh under the stress of 
a foreign language becomes chronic. So 
when wo evacuate a billet William fur¬ 
nishes the Babe with enough money to 
compensate the farmer for all damages 
wo have not committed, and then effaces 
himself. Donning a bright smile the 
Babe approaches the farmer and presses 
the lucre into his lionost palm. 

“Hi,” says the worthy fellow, “what 
is this, then ? One hundred fumes! 
Where is the seventy-four francs, six 
centimes for the fleas your dog stole? 
The two hundred francs, three centimes 
for tho indigestion your rations gave 
my pig? The eight thousand and 
ninety-nine francs, live centimes insur¬ 
ance money I should liavo collected 
if your brigands had not 
stopped my barn from burn- [ 
ing ?—and all the other little 
damages, three million, eigl it 
hundred thousand and forty- 
four francs, one centime in 
all—where is it, hein ? ” 

“Ec-e-coutez uno mo¬ 
ment," the Babe begins, 

“Jer p-p-poovay expliquay 
tut—tut—tut—tut—eh - sh- 
shiss-—” says he, loosening 
his stammer at rapid lire, 
popping and hissing, rush¬ 
ing and hitching like a red- 
hot machine-gun witli a 
siphon attachment. In live 
minutes the farmer is white 
in tho face and imploring 
the Babe to let by-gohos bo 
by-gones. “ N-n-not a b-bit 
of it, old t-top,” says the! 

Babe. “Jer p-p-poovuv 
exp-p-pliquay b-b-bub-lmb- 
bub—” and away it goes 
again like acombiucdsfceam- 
rivoter and shower - hath, 


The Babe turned up at breakfast mirp nwxm t 

this morning wearing only half a mous- THE TW0 LETTERS. _ 

taebo. He said a goat had browsed off I had as usual two letters to write, 
the other half while he slept. The poor There are always two and often twenty, 
boast has boon having fits of giggles but this morning there were two only, 
ever since a moustache must be very One was to my old friend, A., who had 
ticklish to digest. just gone into bankruptcy; the other 

Yesterday MacTavish, while engaged was to my young friend, B., whose 
in taking his tub in the open, noticed sporting efforts in France 


have won 
him very rapid promotion. He was 
just bringing his new captain’s stars to 
England on a few days' leave. 

A. is a soinowhttt austere and melan¬ 
choly man; B. is just as different as 


“No NKK 
KMKIlY-l’AI'h 


like 


the 

water coming down at Lodore. No 
farmer howover barely has been known 
to stand more than twenty minutes of 
this. A quartor-of-an-hour usually sees 
him bolting and barring himself into 
the cellar, with tho Babe blowing him 
kisses of fond farewell through tho 
keyhole. 

We are billeted on a farm at the 
present moment. The Skipper occu- 

S ies tho best lied; the rest of us are 
oing the al fresco touch in tents and 
bivouacs scattered about the surround¬ 
ing landscape. We are on very inti¬ 
mate terms with the genial farmyard 
folk. Every morning I awake to find 
half-a-dozen lions and thoir gentleman 
friend roosting along my anatomy. 
One of the hens laid an egg in my ear 
this mornirtg. William says she mis¬ 
took it for her nOst,. but I. talfe it the 
hen, as an honest bird, was merely 
paying rent for the roost. 


that his bath-water was mysteriously 
sinking lower and lower. Turning round 
to investigate the cause of tho phenom¬ 
enon he beheld a gentle milch privily 
sucking it up behind his hack. There 
was a strong flavour of Coal Tar soap you can imagine, 
in the cafe an tail to-day. T wrote thus, tirst to A.: 

This morning al dawn I was aroused “ My dear Man, —I am sorry to hear 
by a cold foot pawing at my face, your bad news. The times aro sufti-’ 
Blinking awake, 1 observed Albert cieutly depressing without such a blow 

I as this having to fall on 
you. 1 am certain that you 
don't deserve such treat¬ 
ment, and you have all my 
sympathy. As for the dis¬ 
grace—there is none. You 
are simply a victim of the 
War. if there is anything 
1 can do to cheer you up, 
let me know. 

I am, yours, etc., —— 

To B. I wrote thus:— 

“ Dear old Ton,—This 
is tho best news I have 
heard for a long time. 1 
always knew 7 you would 
bring it off soon: blit I 
wasn’t prepaied for any¬ 
thing quite so sudden. 
There is, of course, only 
one thing to do when a 
man fulfils his destiny in 
this way. The custom is 
immemorial, and, war or no 
war, we must crack a bottle. 
Tell me whore you would like to dine, 
and when, and I’ll fix it up, and some 
jolly show afterwards. Occasions like 
this must be celebrated. 

I am, yours, etc. 

So far it is a somewhat feeble narra-' 



THU REDUCED TRAIN SERVICE AT SEOWtlKAVE. 

1) TO IDl.U YOCll TIM 1*1 AWAY. Jl'ST OUT A BIOOKT OK 
B AN1) TASK TUB HOST OFF O' Til KM HAILS." 


! Edward in rosy pyjamas capering be- 
| sido my bed. “ Show a leg, quick,” be 
I whispered. House out, and Uncle 
will show boysey pretty picture.” 

Brushing aside the coverlet of fowl I 
followed him tip-toe across tho dewy 
mead to tho tarpaulin which he and j ( 1 j VOi u 0r ii as jfc a ny point, beyond the 
MacTavish call “ home. ' circumstance that I posted the letters 

Albert Edward lifted a flap and j n (,[ ie wrong envelopes. 

signed me to peep wiMiin. It was, as j . 

' he had promised, a pretty picture. 


At the foot of our MacTavish’s mat- 
| tress, under a spare blanket lifted from 
i that warrior In his sleep, lay a largo 
1 pink pig. Both Wore occupiod in 
I peaceful and stertorous repose., 


What to do with our Critics. 

‘The Ministry of Munitions lias for dis¬ 
posal approximately 75 Tests Wkekly of 
PRESS MUD."- Advt. in “ The Engineer." 

“In consequence of the epidemic At thd 


Reynolds,” breathed Albert Edward 
in my ear. Pateander. 


Heads of Angels, by Sir Joshua Royal Naval College, Osborneria tto* qf 
- - - — - this yoar.it has been decided to reduce the 

number of cadets at the College from BOO to 
800. This reduction will not aflaet the num¬ 
bers to he entered, aa * larger number.cC 
oadots will be accommodated' at Dartmouth 
OolUory.^T-iJmlfirwfli*, far..' v’... - “VAvlii: 


OommbrcmT Candour. 

“IMS Touring Ford, 
fitted With new coils, Uhmfin vaporiser, 
beeniHttie use.”—r/riAhf’nncA. . 
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^V^tts-Kiills iq *j , 


TRIALS OF A CAMOUFLAGE OFFICER. 

S In quint Ml/ n liu PAUIIOY Sltt, I VAfa 10 ASK YOU IB YOU’D 6.1I V UP TO 1HI BATH HI, SHI ' 
< aliwil/l if) l Oftl/ei WlHI fa J HI MA l"l 111 1 ' 

Sriqiailt Mll/OI II 'b THOKF PVINTh D OBAHS SCBI i r NS Slit Till MUBBIHU I AH N TUB M 


"GOG.” 

I (To the Aidltoi of “ Jonq, ’ P until, 
j S eptiiithci lOlli) 

O MNfcri u sublime of Been ah by yah 
bunniga nelliga jong, 

1 It isn’t otl\y, the gieen anti yellow, 
i That ulakoo me tako up my lyie, old 
; fellow, 

I And kuifat with tt lioieo cacophonous 
j bellow 

| Acioks the path of yon song 
I I want to propone unothei name, 

I Unknown to you and unknown to 
fame 

It is like the Hound of a Innd sawn 
log 

Oi the hostile bulk ol a husky dog 
" Chagogagog-muuchogagog- 

ohabun agungamog 1 

Thib ctftckoi of jaw s is a lake, [ ’in told, 
A lake m the USA, 

And fast the Indians, the led. &oit, 
, owned it, 

Bpt later to U sole Sam they loaned it, 
’ Who afterwards made no hones, but 
, toed it < 1 

In the to Autolysua.way; 

;* Afld thorn; A p wopa’t a flatter 
' jffe fchelto ite-^wpidg tHtr, 


\\ Inch i eoalh the ci oak ol an amorous 
fiog 

Oi a suen heaid in an ocoati fog 

Chagogagog munehogagog- 
chabun agungauiog 1 

The Butterfly. 

1 Two thousand cibkago butterflies hivi 
bun t upland by Huntingdonschool children 
but more stem mciisuns fm their captuie 
must bo nitrodiuid ” J.untnq l‘npet. 

In oidoi to capture the cabbage bultei- 
fly the lust llnng to do is to interest 
the cieatuie by gmng it a cabbage-leaf 
to play with Then take the kitcheu- 
choppei in the light hand, lift it high 
and hung it down with a crash on the 
thud veitebia Few butteiHies lepeut 
any offence aftei tins is scvoied. 

The Invincible Argentine. 

“ Thorn jr a most useful Navy, including two 
oi thioo super Dltvdnoughts and the best 
tnod racehorses iu tbo world ” —lush Tunes. 

" Furthct msti tic tions as rag nds the allow 
anoe to householders which liavo increased iu 
mao will be issuod later The issue of tem¬ 
porary cards is under consideration.” 
toad Control Notice in “ Ltwrpoat Daily Post.” 

‘•'Wbb J k»ve incmaned hi etae" would- 
be better grammar and just ns good 


A Lesson for the National Service 
Department. 

Word, undet a picture m 2hr Daih/ 
Mail - 

“Chuopodibl ire Attending to tho/.ot of 
Amenta s now aimv and dentists art paying 
attention to the tiotli 

Wheuuis iu the Billlibti Army it might bo 
easily have been the other way round. 

Our Stylists Again. 

Fiom The Tallei on tbo subject of 
the little Stoik, which is the badge of 
Capt Guynomoi fa squadton — 

What emblem could linked be mote 
appropuatt as will m Ixnutiful as the bint 
which is the s\mbol of Alsitt 1 ” 

Wuitcd Coils igi 18 to 22 for Jam 
Jais Manilustir hiciuiuj Chromilt 

A & a substiluto foi sugar, we piesume, 
but woiilcln t “ Sweet Hevouteon ” be 
oven moio suitable ? 

“hi ulmost every part of Fnglaml and Wales 
there are now j£mro 200,000 women who are 
doing a real national work on the land M>. 
TOoim-ttu’# letter m “ The Umly Telegraph* 

If there are 200,000 women in almost 
every part of England there can't be 
much chance for the men, particularly 
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THE WAR DOG. 

NHvkii confuse the “ War clog ” with tho “ dog of War.” 
The War clog is a direct product of tho War, hut you 
never yet met him collecting for a hospital, or succouring 
the wounded, or assisting tho police, or hauling a mitrail¬ 
leuse it ho could help it. Yet the War dog worships the 
Army; it represents a square meal and a “cushy” hod. 
Tho new draft lakes him for a mascot; hut the old hand 
knows him hotter. A shameless blend of potty larceny, 
mendacity, fleas, gourmaudism, dirt and unequalled 
plausibility. 

You meet tho War clog on soino endless road. lie will 
probably he wearing round his neck a pieco of dirty card 
analogous to the eye patch and drooping Inverness capo 
of some mendicants nearer home—a “ property " in faot, 
and put there l>y himsolf, the writer is convinced, although 
he has not yet actually caught tho War dog dressing for 
the part. Tho War dog on tho road has “spotted” you 
long before you have soon him^ and he lias marked you for 
liis own. You become conscious of a piteous wliino just 
behind you and, turning, see the War dog, his eyes filled 
with tears of entreaty, crawling towards you on his stomach. 
Ho advances inch by inch, and on being encouraged with 
comfortable words of invitation the parasite wriggles bis 
lean body {it is trained to look lean—actually it is well 
padded with stolen food from officers' kitchens) up to your 
foot, and, selecting a puddlo in token of bis deep humility, 
rolls upon his back and smiles tearfully up at you from 
botweon his grimy foro-paws. Then the game goes forward 
merrily as per schedule. 

Of course you take him back to camp and give him your 
last piece of Blighty cake. You introduce your protege— 
always crawling on his stomach- -to tho cook; swear to 
tho dog’s immaculate conduct; beg a trifle of straw from 
the transport, and in short see him comfortably settled for 
tho night. ' • ' ' 

Tho War dog has you now well beneath his paws. Tie 
joins the Mess and listens, with an ill-concealed grin as 
each in turn boasts of the rat-catching powers of his dog at 
homo. Then tho War dog retreats hurriedly as a mouse 
appears; and you, liis victim, apologise for him and explain 
how he has been sliakon by adversity and what a noble 
croatiire a few days of good food and kind treatment will 
make of him. The rest is simple. Tho War dog (with liis 
court) invades your bed and home parcels, and brings you 
! into disrepute with all and sundry—ospocially tho Cook and 
Quarter. He is fought and soundly thrashed by the regi- 
moatal mascot (half his size), and tho battalion wit 
composes limericks about you and your pet. 

Then suddenly your War dog disappears. You arc just 
beginning to live him down—having moved into another 
area—when you ospy him from tho street, the centre of a 
noisy group in a not too reputable wine-shop. But the 
War dog never recognises you. Ho has finished with you 
—grown tirod of you, in fact (ho rarely " works” the same 
victim for more than three weeks). You and your battalion 
are to him as it were a hone picked clean ; and you depart 
with a prayer that ho may dio a stray’s death at tho f?ands 
of the Military Police. 

One month travelling snugly in a G.S. waggon (you 
never catch him marching like an honest mascot), the 
next “ swinging the lead ” in some warm dug-out—there 
are few moves on the board of the great War game that he 
does not know. He will patronise a score of regiments in 
three months; travel from one end of the Western Front 
to the other and back again, taking care never to attempt to 
renew an old acquaintance. Occasionally he makes the 
mistake of running across a mitrailleuse battery with its 


dog-teams needing reinforcements, or tries to billet himself 
on a military pigeon-loft and meets a violent (leath. But 
whatever fortune may bring him we can confidently assert 
that he is much too fly to chance his luck across the 
border and into tho land whore the sausage-machines guard 
tho secret of perpetual motion. 


IN WILD WALES. 

Dw/UIEINO tho town that to tho hillside clirigB 
On terraced slopes, the castle, nobly planned 
And noble in its ruined greatness, flings 
Its double challenge to tho sea and land. 

Oh, if tho ancient spirit of the place 

Gould win free utterance in artieulato tones, 

What tales to hearten and inspire and brace 

Would issue from these grey and liohoned stones! 

Once manned and held by paladin and poor, 

Now tenanted by jackdaws, hats and owls, 

Save wlion the casual tourist through its drear 
And grass-grown courts disconsolately prowls. 

Once famous as the scene of Border fights, 

Now watching, in the greatest war of all, 

Old men, with their bilingual acolytes, 

Beating, outside its gates, a little hall; 

Whilo on the crumbling battlements on high, 

Whore mail-clad men-at-arms kept watch and ward, 
Adventurous shoop amaze, tho curious eye 
Instead of grazing on the level sward. 

But though such incongruities may jar 
The seriso of fitness in a mind fastidious, 

Modernity has wholly failed to mar 

The face of Nature here, or make it hideous. 

Inland tho amphitheatre of hills 
Sweeps round with Snowdon as their central crest, 
And murmurs of innumerable rills 

Blend with the heaving of tho ocoan’s breast. 

Already Autumn’s fiery finger laid 

On heath and marsh anil woodland far and wido 
In all their gorgeous pageantry has arrayed 
The tranquil beauties of tho countryside. 

Hero every prospect pleases, and the spot, 

Unspoilt, unvulgarised by man, remains, 

Thanks largely to a System which has not 
Aeceleratod or improved its trains. 

Yet oven hero, amid untroubled ways, 

Far from the city’s fevered, tainted breath, 

Yon distant plume of yellow smoke betrays 
The ceaseless labours of tho mills of death. 


“William Arthur Fletcher, ship’s apprentice, of South Shields, 
was remanded for a weok on a charge of being absent from his 
ship. His captain alleged that he had found Fletbher asleep on the 
bridge .”—Daily Dispatch. 

It must have been his mind that was absent. 

“At St. Voter's, Vere Street, where he is going to preach*from 
the 30th of this month to the end of this year, tho Bov. R. 3. Camp¬ 
bell will speak from the pulpit of Frederick Denison Maurice, like 
himself a convert to the Church of Ragland ... Ho hear hue wM 
an experience never forgotten.”— Guardian. 

And this although Maubioe rarely preached for more than 
one month on end. 
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MANNERS IN MACEDONIA. 

Ladif.r first. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

I can’t help thinking that Gyp, the contral figure in 
Mr. John Galsworthy's now story, Beyond (TIetnemann), 
was unhappy in hor encounters with the opposite sex. But 
if memory servos mo this is an experience familiar to 
Mr. Galsworthy's heroines. Mon were always wanting 
ho kiss G i/p, or to marry her, or both, and after a time 
kept going off and repeating the procoss with somobody 
olso; so that ono can’t fairly bo astonished if towards tho 
ond of the book her outlook had become rather cynical. 
The character who might have preserved her estimate of 
mankind in general, and the best and most sympathetically 
drawn figuro in the book, is Hyp's perfectly delightful old 
father, who throughout tho conspicuous failure of her two 
unions, legitimate and other, retained his fino and chivalrous 
regard and unfailing care for a daughter who might well 
have been a thorn in the flesh of a conventional parent. 
But the relations of these two wore never conventional. 
Gyp had beon herself a love-child, and tho knowledge of 
this is shown very clearly in its influence upon their 
mutual attitude. As for hor own affairs, these were, first 
—to her father's unbounded astonishment—marriage with 
a temperamental violinist, who ran rapidly down the scale 
from adoration of his own wife to intriguo with another’s; 
seoond, clandestine relations with a man of her own race and 
breed, who loved her to idolatry, and within a few months 
was found embracing his cousin. Poor Gyp ! 1 jest; but you 
will need no tolling that for sincerity and boauty of writing 
here is a book that you cannot afford to miss. Sometimes 
I am a little uncertain what Mr. Galsworthy is driving 
at, but I never fail to admire his drive. 


Unless Mr. S. I’. B. Mais learns to curb his enthusiasms 
and to rid himself of certain prejudices ho will be wantonly 
seeking trouble. Rebellion (Grant Richards) is in some 
respects a more thoughtful and promising book than Inter¬ 
lude, hut it is marred by wlmt can only bo called the same 
narrow point of view. With everybody and everything 
modern Mr. Mais shows an ardent sympathy, but if he is 
ever to give a comprehensive picture of life ho must con¬ 
trive to 1)0 more patient with the old-fashioned. Hero his 
strong personality obtrudes itself too often, and ho is in¬ 
clined to forgot that ho is a novelist and not a preacher. I 
could imagino him throwing off a fine comminatory sermon 
from tho toxt, “ Cursed he ho who docs not admire tho genius 
of Mr. Compton Mackenzie." This homily is drawn from 
mo with reluctance, because in tho main I am a strong 
believer in Mr. Mais, and (with his connivance) have every 
intention of retaining that attitude. With all its faults 
Rebellion remains gloriously distinct from the rubbish-heap 
of fiction by virtue of its intense sincerity and its frequent 
(lashes of line descriptive writing. Tho question of sox 
dominates it, and those of us who still think that such 
problems are merely sustenance for the prurient-mindod 
may cast it impatiently aside. But others who like to watoh 
a clever man feeling his way towards the light, and 
regard a novel as neither a bait nor a bauble, can be confi¬ 
dently advised to read it. Thoy may be irritated, but they 
will be intrigued. 

.~r~ ’ " - 

On the cover of One Woman's Hero (Methuen) you will 
read that “ This book has boon designed to cheor and 
strengthen those for whom, from boreavomont owing to 
the War, the days and nights are sometimos only a pro- 
i cession of sad and torturing visions.” Which of course 
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disarms criticism, other than what may bo expressed in a to Harrogate (where a very pretty piece of philandering 
question whutlior a bookless exclusively preoccupied by ensued), do not amount to much when seriously considered, 
the War might not more surely have attained this end. but it is one of Mrs. Bahnks-Gkundy’s strong points that 
But again, of course, maybo it wouldn't. The talo (for all you cannot take her seriously. I am on her side all the 
our pretendings) is not yet written that can actually bring timo when she is giving mo light comedy, but when she 
oblivion to bereavement, so perhaps the next best thing is leavos that vein and bathes her horoino in tears I cannot 
topical chatter of the bright and unsentimental kind with conjure up any real sympathy. I never for a moment 
which Miss Sybil Campbell Limnimixuo lias lillod her doubted that Charm inn's lover, though reported as having 
entertaining pages. Chatter is the only term for it, though “ died from wounds,” would turn up again. I am afraid the 
it is quite good of its style: the form being a series of War is responsible for a great deal of rather obvious fiction, 
letters written to a friend by the young wife of a soldier at - - - --- 

the front. Her neighbours, their households and dinners Miss Marik Harrison lias investigated the condition of 
and affectations and courage, are what she writes about; Ireland, and in Dawn in Iinland (Melrose) she presents 
especially do I commend her handling of the “Bet us j the results of her studies. Tlio book is inspired by a great 
Forget and Forgive” tribe. To all such (and most of us ideal of tlio right kind of enthusiasm, and the advice givon 
know at loast one) 1 should suggest the posting of a copy of i is so excellent us to arouse the fear that it will not be taken. 
One. Woman's Hem, with the jiago turned down (an act j Yet Miss IIabuikon is justified of her endeavours. She 
permissible iu so good a cause) at the report of the [shows how often tho English governors of Ireland have 
annihilation of ono of fhe-.e well-intentioned lint infuriating failed, in spite of tho best intentions, only because they 
philosophers. Tho combined logic and equity of this suggest applied their remedy too late and thus, to their own great 
that the Government might do worse than commandeer surprise, wasLed the generosity of which they were perhaps 


the services of Miss Lktiihriik;k as a dinner-table pro- 1 (oo 
pagandist. i 


I think Beatrice Gkim- 
shaw tortures overmuch her 
tough bronzed Australian 
hero, who “could light lim 
weight in wild eats,” and 
her beautiful slender hero 
ine, “daughter of ensiles, 
descendant of crusacleis." 
First the twain fall desper¬ 
ately in love, and Edith, \ 
tho Catholic, discovers Hen i 
to he an innocent divone.' 
Marriage impossible, thcyi 
part,. But it is apparently ! 
quite in order for her to 
marry, without, loving, a 
cocoa king who drinks— j 
anything hut cocoa; which 1 




conscious. 






Aecordin 


y; ■ j'.'ll 


,'V \\ , V 




THE J, \ST VISITOR AND THE NATIONAL ANTHEM. 


to Miss Hauujson tlio gom¬ 
beenman is the curse of 
, Ireland, the serpent whoso 
presence, if only ho can 
he reduced to being an 
j absentee, warrants us in 
\£ regarding Ireland as a pos- 
, sihlo Kdeii. Miss I I abuikon 
i will please to take the pre¬ 
ceding sentence as proving 
, my entire sympathy with 
— Irish modes of thought and 
-- j expression and, generally, 
“ ’ with Ireland. Against tho 
ps ! gomheetier (who is a shop- 
? j keeper running his business 
^ ion the long-credit system) 
v* 'she invokes a vision of tho 
! blessings of co-operation. 
! One of her heroes is Sir 
1 Horace Plunkett, and, 


done, to add to the bitterness of the cup, lien's wife I indeed, the work of the Irish Agricultural Organisation 
is roported (load. Whereafter the king in a drunken fit | Society, over which he has presided, has been an unmixed 
poisons himself, and the widow, fearing to he suspect, flies benefit to Ireland. 1 heartily endorse Miss Harrison's hopo 
with her big Hen to his secret Nobody's Island (Burst and that “at no distant period all will be well with Ireland.” 
Blackett), oft’ the New Guinea coast, where they live com- Her book should certainly help towards this result. 


fortably oil ambergris. Eventually tracked down by tho 
dead king’s brother, who allows himself to he persuaded of 


Captain Verb Kiiortt fell at Loos in September of 1915, 


Edith’s innocence on what seems to me t ho most inadequate and left twelve chapters of a story, The Hod of the Snake 
ovidence, the lovers, after protracted mental agonies and (Lane), which his sistor has finished and very capably 
physical dangers, are about to onjoy deserved peace when finished; helped by tlio recollection of many intimate con- 
fien’s wife turns up again, necessitating further separation, versations about the plot and its development. It tells 
till finally Edith, with a handsome babe and tho news that how young Charlie, Shandross, bidding his preposterous 
after all Hen's first wife wasn’t a wife at all, finds her way soldier uncle lie hanged, shook tho stalo dust of Ballyhar 
hack to Nobody’s Island. Now that does seem to he off his foot, served three years in the and so pre- 

rather overdoing it. But 1 hasten to credit tho writer pared himself for tho deadly adventure of tho rod of the 
with a very happy gift of description, which brings the snake, tho image of tho ape, tho Haytian attache and the 
Papuan forests and mountains (or something plausiWy like sinister priestess of Voodoo rites —Paris its setting. I won’t 
them) vividly before the reader, while the characters, spoil your pleasure by giving the details away; I will only 
including a hoy villain ingenuously bizarre, are amusing say it is all very splendidly incredible, hut not unplauaiblo, 
puppets capably manipulated. and the authors do take pains with their puzzles, as where 

tho hero and his party find the secret spring of the panel in 
Mrs. Bahnek-Gkl'noy possesses a wonderful supply of the vault by the blood tracks of their enemy, who has been 
sprightly humour." Her Mad Month (11 utohinson) is funny thoughtfully wounded in tho hand. A small point but 
without being flippant, and although the heroine is,.very significant; too many writers in this kind boing given to 
naughty site is nevor naughty enough to shock her creator’s whisking their favourites out of danger in the most arbitary 
unhyphened namesake. Perhaps Charlatan's exploits in es- manner. A good railway book, of the sort you can eou- 
capingfrotn a severe grandmother, and going unchaperoned fidently pass on to the soldiers’ hospitals after reading it. 
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Thebe is'no truth in the rumour that 
the Imperial Government is trying to 
secure from King Alfonso an agree¬ 
ment that German prisoners shall not 
escape on Sundays or in batches of 
more than fifty at a time. 

* * 

* 

"Far better anothor yoar of war,” 
said the Bishop of London in a recent 
sermon, “ than to leave it to the baby 
in the cradle to do it over again.” Too 
much importance should not be f 
attached to these ill-judged re¬ 
flections on the younger mom-1 
bors of tho Staff. 

* v r- i 

i'f. 

In Berlin a crowd of people 1 
attempted to do some injury to 
an officer on tho paltry excuse 
that ho ordered the execution of : 
thirty people for alleged espio¬ 
nage. The German people have 
always been a little jealous of 
tho privileges of the military. 


Captain N. Berniers, who 
has just returned to Quebec, re-; 
ports that the Eskimos had not 
heard of tho War. Wo should 
bo the last to worry Lord 
Northci.iitk at present, but it 
certainly looks as if tho Circula¬ 
tion Manager of The Daily Mail 
has been slacking. 

❖ * 

| 

Wo really think more care, 
should be taken by the authori¬ 
ties to soe that, svhilo waging 
war on the Continent, they - 
do not forget tho defence of 1 
those at home. The fact that 
Mr. Winston Churchill and 
Mr. Horatio Bottomlky wore 
away in France at the same j 
time looks like gross careless- i 
ness. * * 


to an evening paper to say that he has 
grown a vegetable marrow which weighs 
forty-three pounds. There is some talk 
of his being elected an Honorary Angler. 
' * 

A Grimsby lady who has just cele¬ 
brated her hundredth birthday states 
that she has never visited a cinema 
theatre. Wo felt sure there must bo 
an explanation somewhere. 

* 

‘■le 

It soenis a pity that tho Willosdcn 
Health Committee should have troubled 


known why he did it, but we gather 
that Charlie Chaplin is now wonder¬ 
ing whether ho was wise, after al>, in 
becoming a naturalised American. 


* * 

* 


“ Next to the field of Mars we j 
must pay homage to tho forge 
of Vulcan,” said tho Kaiser in 
a recent speech. A stout fellow, this 
Vulcan, but as a forger not really in 
the All-Hiuhkst's class. 

* * 

* 

Taxicabs are to be entitled to chargo 
a shilling for the first mile. Tho bus 
fare for the remainder of tho distance 
will be the same as heretofore. 

■:= * 

* * 

It is stated that fifty per cent, of the 
sugar forms have been filled in wrong. 
On the other hand a number of our 
youthful hedonists areeoinplaiuing that 
as far as sugar is concerned their forms 
have never been anywhere near filled in. 

V 

A Wood Green gentleman has written 


Tho wave of crime still swoeps the 
country. On top of tho £30,000 jewel 
robbery comes the news that a man 
has been chargod with breaking into a 
London tobacconist's shop and stealing 
a box of matches value id. (prico lid.). 

* :|t 

A letter has just reached a City 
offico addressed to the tenants 
\ who occupied the premises 
twenty years ago, Fortunately 
j such cases of loitering on the 
part of our postmen are cx- 
1 tremcly rare. ^ 

* 

! An infuriated hull has been 
killed in High Street, Tonbridge, 
after wrecking several shop win¬ 
dows. It is thought that the 
animal had misread the direc¬ 
tions on its sugar card. 

- -r, l< 

i A number of people have com- 
1 plained that they could hear 
nothing of the rooent air-raids 
lover London, owing to the noise 
of the firing being drowned by 
the admonitory activities of the 
police. , 

Our Ccntripetists. 

j "Mrs. Kekstem and Miss Eckstein 
have returned to Loudon from Scot¬ 
land, and they are leaving J .ondon 
i,inimednucly for London."— Uriyldon 
Standard and fashionable Visitors' 
List. 

j "The Irish fanners a re confident 
that, the h'uod Controller’s deehired 
! intention to fix the price of cattle at 
j (ii.pcr iwt. fur next January will not 
( he carried into effect. They believe 
j that Lord Ilhoiidda mast realise tho 
necessity of milking a substantial in- 
j crease on this figure." 

Stttut day Herald (Lublin). 

| Lord Rhondda, wo understand, 
j luts already met tho Irish farmers 
i more than halfway by fixing the 
to pass a resolution about the decreasing j prico at 60 s. 
birth-rate. When we remember air 



THE 11ULLIJOC BltEEU. 

Company Commander (inaHity sure of his men before the 
Show). "NOW, WHEN WE (JO OVER THE TOP TO-MOltUOW, YOU 
ALL KNOW WHAT VOL Tin TO MAKE FOll ? ” 

(horns of Tommies. “Yeas, SlH.” 

C.t\ “WllAT IS IT, THEN?” 

Chorus. "They Germans, Shi.” 


raids and the shortage of sugar it is 
only natural that, people should show a 
disinclination to be horn just now. 

■* * 

★ 

"I don’t care how soon a General 
Flection comes,” says Mr. John Dillon, 
M.P. It is this dare-devil spirit which 
has made so many Irishmen what they 
are. The recruiting officer has no terrors 

for them. * * 

* 

Henry Elionbky, of Now York, has 
succeeded in swimming seven miles 
with his legs tied to a chair and with 
heavy boots and clothing. It is not 


"The Apia Blaoksinilb*, Ltd., will under¬ 
take eoutiiu-ls fur the building of holmes, with 
or without material.” - Samoa 'limes. 

“ And gives to airy nothing 
A local habitation.”— Shakspeare. ' 

Taking Our Pleasures Sadly. 

A correspondent, informs us that the 
playbill of Ibsen’s (./hosts at tho Pavi¬ 
lion Theatre bears the following words: 
"Mr. Neville Chamberlain says, ‘It 
is essential Chore should he provided 
amusoments and recreations which can 
take people for an hour or so out of 
themselves and return them to their 
work refreshed and reinvigorated.'" 


VOL, cun. 
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SOCIETY NOTES. 

By The Tlnntjer-on. 

Atr-Raioh and other Diversions. 

A promising young poet, of my acquaintance, who in the 
midst of war’s obsessions still finds time and tasto for the 
exercise of his art. (he is in a Government oflico), lias 
allowed me to see the opening couplet of wluit 1 understand 
to be a very ambitious poem. If runs as follows:— 

“Though o\vrh(»;wl 11 k* liothus buzz, 

Simula Jjoiulnn when* it did? It does." 

Many good judges of poetry to whom 1 have quoted these 
lines think them very clever. 

A witty friend of mine tells me that lie is thinking of 
bringing out a handy and up to-date edition of the Alnuvi- 
ar.h tie Gotha, special attention being paid to the changes 
of tho Moon. ^ - _ 

Society is always on tho look-out for sorno new distrac¬ 
tion from the tedium of War. Tho latest vogue with smart 
people is to got up little air-raid parties for the Tube, to he 
followed by auction or a small boy-atul-girl dance. Sections 
of tunnel or platform can ho ongagod beforehand by arrange¬ 
ment with the Constabulary. 

I hear that my friend, Arthur ISmmoiriKii, continues to 
draw crowds to the Oxford. 1 was dining tho other day 
with a young and brilliant oflicor, who has seen two mouths' 
active service in tho A.H.O. and won golden opinions at tho 
Baso, and ho assured me that thero is no “ Bettor ’Ole ” 
than the Oxford during an air-raid. 

Now that London is part of tho Front, with a barrage of 
its own, one has to he careful to censor one’s correspond¬ 
ence. It is advisable not to mention your actual address, 
but just to write “Somewhere in tho West-Hud. B.S.F.’’ 
(British Sedentary Forc.o). 

The Winter season has begun exceptionally early. Last 
Sunday at Church ,1’arade 1 saw Lady “ Nibs ” Tattenham, 
looking tho very imago of her latest photograph in The 
Prattler, where she appears with her pot I’ekie over the 
legend, “Deeply interested in War-work." 

A gallant Contemptible lias been complaining to me that 
tho I’ross shows no sense of proportion in tho space that it 
allots to air-raids. Our casualties from that source, lie said, 
are never one tenth as heavy as thoso in France on days 
when G.IT.Q. reports “ Everything quiet on the Western 
Front.” 1 naturally disagreed with his altitude. Nothing, 
1 fold him, is more likely to discourage tho Hun than to 
see column alter column in our papers proving that those 
visitations lea\o us totally unmoved. Besides it must lie 
very comforting to our troops in the trenches to learn in 
detail how their dear ones at home are sharing the perils 
of the other fronts. In any ease nobody who knows our 
Fress would doubt the purity of their motive in reporting 
' as many air-raid horrors as tho Censor permits. 

A prnjios of the 1’atriol.ie Press, no praiso can lie too 
high for some of our society weeklios. They have set their 
faces like Hint against any serious reference to tho War. 
When 1 see them going imperturbably along the old pre¬ 
war lines, snapping smart people at the races or in the Bow, 
or reproducing the devastating beauty of a rovue chorus, 1 
know that they have their withers unwnmg And their heart 
in the light place. 1 always have one of yieso papers on 
my table to be taken as a corrective after the daily casualty 
lists. 


A striking feature of the Photographic Press is, to he seen 
in the revival of the vie intime of popular idols pf the stage. 
Tho human life of our great actors and actresses as revealed 
in some simple rustic villerjgiatnra has always had a fasci¬ 
nation for a public that docs not enjoy the privilege of their 
private friendship. And in those strenuous War-days it is 
well to bring homo to tho theatre-goer how necessary is 
domestic reposo for those who are doing their courageous 
bit to keep the nation from dwelling on the inconveniences 
of Armageddon._ 

One of the most profound aftor-tho-war questions that 
is agitating the mind of the Government is what eventually 
to do with the miles of wooden and concrete villages that 
liavo sprung up all over London like Jonah's mushroom. 1 
hear a rumour that tho House of Commons tea-terrace will 
shortly ho commandeered for tho erection of yet another 
block of buildings to accommodate yet anothor Ministry-- 
tho Ministry of Demobilization of Temporary Departmental 
Hutments. O. S. 

* THE TUBE HOTELS, LTD. 

(Mr. Punch has been fortunate enough to secure in advance a 
prospectus of tho enterprising managements. 1 

THE CENTRAL LONDON RAILWAY 
offers splendid night accommodation in its magnificently 
appointed stations. Every modern convenience. Luxurious 
lifts conducted by the Company’s own liveried attendants 
convey guests to the dormitories. Constant supply of 
fresh ozone. Deduced terms to season ticket holders. 

HOTEL EMBANKMENT. 

All lilies converge to this Hotel, which is therefore tho 
most central in London. Frequent trains convoy visitors 
direct to their beds. For the convenience of patrons 
arriving above ground or by District, tho Directors have 
installed a superb moving staircase, thereby obviating tho 
inconvenience of crowded lifts. 

Tho platforms and passages are tastefully decorated with 
coloured pictures by the leading firms. 

Visitors are respectfully requested not to sleep on the 

moving staircase. ___ _ 

hAtkl PJCCVDILLY Cl ROUS. 

In tub llnuir op Easuionabi.k London, 

This Hotel, which is one of the deeposj, in London, is 
composed of four magnificent platforms and nearly a mile 
of finely tessellated corridors. Electric light. Constant 
temperature of sixty-live degrees Fahrenheit. Excellent 
catering under the control of tho Automatic Machino Com¬ 
pany. lied need terms during moonless nights. 

HOTEL HAMPSTEAD TUBE. 

Situated in a commanding position, uhderloolting the 
| Heath, this hotel is positively tho deepest in London. 

! The Management has decided to extend the accommodation 
| during one week in each month by offering beds on the 
; steps of the staircase. No one has ever been known to 
walk either up or down this staircase, and patrons aro 
therefore assured of an uninterrupted night's repose. 
Extremely modcrato.torms are quoted for the liighor flights. 

THE GILLESPIE ARMS. 

Ensure an undisturbed night’s sleep by putting up at the 
Gillespie Hoad Station Family and Commercial Hotel. 
Large numbers of trains pass this station without stopping, 
and residents are comparatively free from the annojaneo 
causod by the arrival and departure of passengers. 

Special terms for Aliens, who are requested to bring their 
own mattresses. 
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ronPQ “Yes, yes, wo know all about that. -The O.O.O. said something which 

OUUtb. Don't say it definitely, but give us an impelled the enl.iro Divisional Staff to 

Jt began like the noise of rushing idea. Where is all this noise? ” the toluphono, whero they'all grabbed 

water, and for a moment the Brigade “Jlero!-Oh!” piped the B.M. for the receiver. 

Major hoped that somebody had taken j as a crump shook the receiver out of “ What the devil is this code meB- 

it upon himself to wash the orderly, j his hand. sage? We can't understand it. You've 

Tho noise, howovor, was followed by a “ Head it in code at once. The G.0.0,. sont in something about the dump at 
succession of thumps which put an end is strafing horribly to know.” I yoitr Brigade Headquarters.” 


Tho Prince had come I and stuff that had fallen 
of a common , 


to this pretty lliglit of fancy. Aghast 
lie surveyed the scene boforo him. 
Close to the Brigade Headquarters’ 
dug-out was an old French dump of 
ovory conceivable kind of explosive 
made up into every known term of 
projectile. Mo longer was it a picture 
of Still Life. The Sleeping Beauty was 
awake indeed. Tho Prince had come 
in tho form of a common . , 
whizz-bang. f 

As he looked (and ducked) i' j; j.A 
a flock of aerial torpedoes, pro- ] :|ji; [ j j;, ■. 
pelted by the explosion of one 1 (:(! P 
of their number, rose and scat- 1 
torod as if at tlio approach of rfSL-X- 
a hostile sportsman. Anolher! 
explosion blow what seemed to I 
ho a million rockets siz.z.ling 
into tho air. 1 

The store was on fire ! . iMwfSM 

The Brigade Major retired. : Mmal 


To encode a message which may ho “Ah!” said tho B.M. meaningly, 
your last words on earth is not tho casi- “ there is not a dump at Brigade Iload- 
est of tasks. It has no romance about quarters now. ’ 

it. Who would relish an obituary such “ Woll, I don't, care. We want to 
as : “ J to died like a horo, his last words know what all this noise is about.” 
being 1 X. li,'fo/0(i7K ’ " ? “ It’s tho dump, it's in-movod.” 

To the ramping of the continuous “Moved? Moved whero? Give tho 
crump tho B.M. scraped away the dirt map reference.” 


from the I 



Everybody was in tho Signal 1 JWcy 
dug - out (Signals build doe}) /$«'■/£ 
and strong). Secretly the clerks . ■>(/?;/ 
were praying for tho disinteg- 
ration of tho typewriter and 
tho total destruction of the 
overwhelming mass of paper '' 
(paper warfare had been terrible ym 

of Into). The Staff Captain and ( 
tho O.C, Gum Boots, who lmd 1 
been approaching tho Head-! 1 ' ' r 1 
quarters, were already' half a 
mile down the road and still 
going strong. Fin/ 

The Division rang up. One 
need hardly have mentioned 1 


I 

& y' 




z'V-r' - - 




Fln/i/Jir lnhi/Ji/). • Col i.d vor tki.l mi; what a hTami* Stock 

ON AT 1IUT AN 1,145 MUAKS IS TMK 1,ANT.il AO); OF 1'OSTAUi:- 
KT AMI'S ? ” 


“ Map reference ? ” lminmuod tho 
B.M. “ Oh, my sacred aunt, 
what fools ... I'm sorry ” 
(he smiled at them through 
his teeth) “ 1 can’t give you 
JjjHf tho in map reference, but 1 can 
give you tho arm roughly.” 

W \ “ Barmy ! ” was tl>o word he 

MV heard spoken to a bystander 
j* ! at the other end. 
n ! “Look here, old man," they 
|S/ said kindly, “wo know you’re 

I’u | all very' tired and worried, hut 
jfxT I just try to thniL a moment, 
r | Never mind dumps now. You 
\ 'can’t ho making all that noise 
i . moving a dump - - what ? ” 
(Specimen of Divisional joke 
-very rare.) “ Tell us, is the 
! Bosch shelling ? ” 

: I “ No. They ’ve stopped.” 

/ ! “Good. Then it ’s all over? ” 

I “No. It‘s still going on.” 
j “ But you just said that it 
had stopped.” 

I “ Yes, it lias. But the dump 
!hasn't. Jt keeps in-moving." 

; “ Poor old bird," they said, 

■m u j “ his nerve’s gone at last. All 
' Aui: ‘ right,” they shouted, “don’t 
I you worry. The storeman will 


that. In times of stress tlio higher > throbbing walls of his dug-out and 1 look after tho dump. You go to hod 
formations rarely fail. dished out tho Code-Book. Hurriedly and have a good sleep.” 

“ What's going on ?” they asked. lie turned over the pages to “ A ui mum- j “Have a g-good sleep!” muttered 
Tho Brigade Major was just going lion " and read down the sot phrases . the B.M., “ that’s just like the Divis— 
to say, wbon suddenly he remembered.; and their code equivalents. Four times Oh ! ” and lie sat down as a torpedo 
That very morning ho had been severely lie relit the candle. There soeuied Hopped into his bedroom a few doors 
strafed for speaking of important things j nothing under this heading applicable j away and made a liolo of it. 
over tlio telephone when so noav the to tho situation. “Bend up" was Thou be sat up. The storeman of tho 
enemy. “Had he not read tlio Divi-1 one, but that, had already been done.! Brigade dump was not two hundred 
sional G Jfo/IHK'-Ji of the 2fM.li inst. ? j “ Am.'is are running short of” w a.-, yards away from tho active one. The 
What was the good of issuing orders another, hut it, was doubtful if the Divi- poor fellow was to have gone on leave 
to defeat tho efficiency of tho Bosch i sion would seel lie real moaning of it. that night. Presently it occurred to him 
listening apparatus if they were not j “Ah, hero we are,” he muttered, j that, instead of trying to decide who 
obeyed ? " etc., etc. j relighting tho candle for the tilth time, should have the roveision of the store- 

Truo, it was conceivable that oven j “ Dumps.” Alas, there was nothing to mail's leave, it would be better to go and 
without the aid of a delicate listening j convey tho situation very clearly oven see if there really was a vacancy. Fif- 
apparutua tho Bosch was cognisant of j under this heading. Finally lie picked teen boxes of melinite delayed him but 
an explosion that made his whole front j out the nearest ho could find and sent a moment. With melinite you know tho 


line quiver; still orders is orders. Bo j it over the wires* i ‘ worst at onee; it doesn’t hang round 

tho Brigade-Major swallowed hard. j This is what they, decoded to the like boxes of ammunition, for instance. 

"C-can’t tell you over the wires, j expectant G.O.C. of the Division; "Ad- He called a clerk and together they 
Your G 245/84B/24 ...” | eanceft ammunition dipfit has moved.'' raced over to the storeman's dug-out. 
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The Colonel . “Don't think much op him! Hk’s hot a i'oukut LNiiOTTONun.'' 


“Jock'!” cried the clerk. “Are yo 
there, Jock '! ” 

"Is lie quite (load?" said the 13.M., 
making up his mind to use his leave 
warrant for himself. 

“ No, Sir, lie’s very deaf, that's why 
ho’s a storeman. .To-ock!! ” 

“ Hello! ” camo from the ground. 

“ Are ye all right, .Jock ? ” 

“Na. There’s an awfu’ to-do here.” 

“ What’s wrong then ? ” 

“ Ma candle keeps going oot.” 

“ Arc yo all right, though, Jock 

“Na.” 

“ Well, what’s up with yo - .'” 

“ I told ye. Ma candle keeps going 
oot. What’s up yon ? ” 

When the 13.M. got hack lie found u 
one-sided war in progress on tlio tolo- 
phone. The G.O.O. had heated up the 
wires to red-heat. 

“Is that you, Nessol? Where the 
devil have you been? This noise is 
still going on. Tell me what it is. No¬ 
dam-nonsense-now. Let’s have it.” 

“ If you want to know and you don’t 
mind the Bosch hearing what I. say. 
Sir, the dump, the Trench dump, has 
b-blovm itself to b-blazes.” 


“ Why the devil eouldu’iT you say so 
before ? ” 

Every dog has his day, With a full 
and fatuous smile the Brigade-Major 
picked up a paper and began: “ Refor- 
enco your (i. 2l. r >j JH/24 0 f tho 29i.li 
inst. It- says lliat- 

Bomehody must have taken a hone 
away from a dog at the other end. lie 
growled horribly. 

From an account of the Ministerial 
crisis in Sweden : - 

“T«o imporialu.t minstrels, howmer, Von 
Moisted mid I.on"i|uist, did <|tiito oiiotiph 
mischief.*’— I>nil;/ Moil. 

Members of the pro-Gciuian band, no 
doubt. 

Mr. rmicli desires to record his 
thanks to the imuunorablo correspon¬ 
dents who Jiavo drawn his attention 
to the statomont in The Da Hi/ Chronicle 
that among the German officers who 
escaped and wore afterwards recaptured 
was “ Von Thelun, n lieutenant in the 
lying corps.” The existence of this 
unit in the Gorman Army has, as most 
of them point out, been long suspected, 
but never officially confirmed till now. 


TIPS FOR NON-TITTERS. 

| “ If taxi-cab fares an* imivasod it. will put 
n. bLoj) to tipping."— Erenimj I’apci . ] 

Oni.y really robust men should 
refuse to tip the taxi-driver. Many a 
City man has set out in the morning 
j intent on giving no tips and has not 
J been heard of after wards. 

I To enable timid men to avoid a tip, 
j the police are providing taxi-drivers 
j with antiseptic mouthpieces, through 
j which their words may he sterilised. 

I -If the driver insists on a tip do not 
j threaten to take his number. Just 
j take it and run. If y on haven’t time 
| for both, just run. 

I “Aim-Wool, Black CiislniH'io Stix'Unfcs, 

\ winter anight. J/IJ.t mid g(, 1 >er 
! Ailri. m ttcnlch Tnj>er. 

! Wo had always thought hosiery was 
| sold by the foot. 

“Oil the eptajc ol the l.itc Jlon. Lionel 
Walrnud, ntMulme, Devon. Itoliort Jiiinen, 97, 
is felling for the purpose of siompliine con¬ 
struction aspen trees which lie helped to plant 
HO years ago.'’—Tim Times. 

Three cheers for Mr. Korbut James! 
“ For ho ‘a a jolly good feller! ” 
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BEASTS ROYAL. 

XI. 

Cmsau’s Giraffe. B.C. 46. 

From Egypt, Africa and Gaul 

C.«SAit liia Roman triumph brings: 
Darkqueons and ruddy-boarded kings, 
And scowling Britons led in thrall, 

And elephants with silver rings; 

But oh, more excellent than all, 

This pensive beast, this mottled boast, 
From the marshes of the East. 

Patres conseripti, hail him now 

Divine 1 Through Rome his triumph 
rolls; 

Oysters in barrels, pearls in howls, 
Chariots and horsemen, moving slow 
Where purple garlands droop on poles. 
Palre x- conscriph, crown his brow, 

Who brought us from the golden East 
This unimaginod peerless boast! 

Never has Cjisak made our foes 

Weep more than bo has made us 
laugh ; 

IIo who divides the world in half 
With the long shadow of Ins nose, 

And bridges oceans with his stall, 
Brings now, with pomp of \ ino and rose, 
'This wondering and wondtoua beast 
From the subjugated East. 

In bronze and basalt let us raise 
The bust of O/ksak; ho has done 
Groat things for Rome; but hero is 
ono 

Above the rest, o’ortopping praise. 

The elephants and king-; are gene, 
But still the roaring tumult sways-- 
Much for the Conqueror of the FlasL, 
More for the incomparable beast. 


AN INVOLUNTARY RAID. 

Life in a convalescent hospital for 
officers is not one continuous lound of 
gaiety, hut it has its incidouts for all 
that. 

The other day Sister took Haynes 
Ansell and myself to liavo tea with 
some people in the neighbouring village 
of Little Bud ford. Wo were waiting in 
the hall for the car when Seymour 
caino along. Seymour is an adjutant 
when he is not at homo, and ho likes 
to see things done with proper military 
precision. 

“Here,” be said, “you can’t go off 
casually like that. Fall in, leu-party.” 

We fell in, and lie went to the smok¬ 
ing-room and woke Major Stanley. 

“ Party for tea, roady for inspection, 
Sir,” bo reported. 

“Who? What? Whoie?” asked the 
Major confusedly. “Good Lord, you 
young idiot, what a scaro you gave mo! 
Thought I was back in Franco for a 
moment. Where ’s this party paraded ? ” 
Yoi Ilout in the ’all, Sir.” Seymour 


lod him to whore we were standing at* 
case. 

“ Party ! ” ho roared. “ Shunsu- 
woro! ” Wo gave two convulsive jerks. 
“ Smarten up there, smarten hui> ! Get 
a move on! This ain’t a waxwork. 
Shimsuwero! . . . Shun!! Parly pre¬ 
sent, Sir.” 

Tlie Major inspected us. 

“ f don’t like this smear, Sergeant,” 
lie said, pointing to Ansell’s upper lip. 

Seymour examined the feature in 
question. 

“It don’t appear to be dirt, Sir. 
Some sort o’ giowth, I think. You 
try sand-papering it, me lad, an’ you ’ll 
find it come orf all right.” 

“ Very good, Sergeant,” answered 
Ansell solemnly. 

The Major proceeded to Haynes, and 
eyed him with disfavour. 

“ Wo can’t do nothing with this man, 
Sir,” said Seymour doproeatingly. “ ’Is 
legs is that handy.” 

“ What do you mean, Private Haynes, 
by appearing on ceremonial parade 
with a pair of bandy legs?” 

“It wasn’t my I unit, Sir. ’Strowth, 
it wasn’t. They got wet, Sir, an’ I 
went an’ dried ’em at the cook ousc 
lire, Sir, an’ they got warped, Sir.” 

“ Well," said the Major, “don’t bring 
’em on parade again. Tell yom Q.M.S. 

1 say you're to have a now pair.” 

“ Very good, Sir.” 

The Major passed on to me, and sur- 
\eyed my left arm more in anger than 
in soi roxv. 

“ Why has this man got. bis blue 
band fastened on with pins?” be 
demanded. “Why isn’t it sewn on? 
Why hasn’t, bo lastoncd it on with 
clast,i(i? D'you boar me? Are you 
deaf? Why isn't it sewn on? Why 
don’t you speak ? ” 

“ Please, Sir . . .” 

“ Don’t answer mo back! Sergeant, 
lake this man's name, lie is insolent. 
Take his name for insolence. You arc 
insolent,, Sir. You ho a disgiace to the 
Army. You're a . . .” 

“If you’ve quilo finished with my 
squad, Major,” put in Sister in a quiet 
voice fiom the door, “the car is here, 
and we're late already. I shall have 
to push a hit,.’ 

1 promptly made for the seat beside 
the driver, explaining that 1 wanted to 
see the sp; (fflomoior burst. Sister 
does a good many things, and does 
most of them well; but her particular 
accomplishment is her motor-driving. 
After my experiences in different cars 
at the Front—especially those driven 
by Fronelnnen—I thought at first that 
motoring had up new thrills to offer 
me; but when Sistet takos eornors 1 
still clutch at anything handy. 

Sufrey began to stream past us. The 


landscape was extremely beautiful, but 
only tho more distant parts "of it were 
visiblo except as a mere blur. After 
five or six mjles we turned into a long 
straight stretch of road. 

“ The flepworlhs live somowliero 
along this,” said Sister. “There’s a 
lovely sunken garden just in front of 
tho house which I want you to notice. 
Hallo! here wo are; I thought it was 
further on.” 

The car whizzed round and through 
a drive gateway half hidden in trees. 
When 1 opened my eyes again 1 looked 
for the sunken garden ; hut except for 
a few very prim-looking tlovvor-heds the 
grounds in front of the houso consisted 
entirely of a lawn, round which the 
drive took a luoad circular sweep. 

“It must ho the wrong house,” said 
Sister, and without pausing an instant 
in our centrifugal career we rushed 
round tho complete circle and dis¬ 
appeared through tho gale as suddenly 
as wo had come. As wo passed the 
house 1 had a fleeting glimpse of au 
old, luud-fealuioil and lurious female 
face glaring at us from ono of the 
windows. 1 

On the road wo stopped the ear so ■ 
as to regain some measure o'f gravity j 
before presenting ourselves at our leal ; 
destination -next house lint were still ■ 
rather hysterical when we, arrived. ! 

“ You 'll hear more of this,” said our j 
hostess, when wo had reported our 
raid. “Old Miss Mondip lives there - ! 
a regular tartar; all kinds of views; i 
writes to the papers.” , 

In a subsequent issue of the local 
weekly we found the following:— 

To the Kditor of “ Tho In shot Times, 
Great mul Lillie llndford Chron¬ 
icle ami IlomeCountu's Advertiser." 

Sm,- Even in war-time, when ono 
cannot call our souls our own, we may 
surely expect tho privacy of individuals 
and the rights of properly to receive 
some respect. An Englishman’s homo 
is still his castle, though tho debased 
morals and decayed manners of modern 
Soviet j / (?) seem to blind its members to 
the fact. 

1 wish to give publicity in your pages 
to a disgraceful imtrajc of which 1 have 
been made tho victim. On Tuesday 
last I was rudely awakened from my 
afternoon rest by the sound of a large 
motor-car. As I did not expect visitors 
I proceeded to tho window in order to 
discover to what tho intrusion might 
he due. What was my astonishment to 
discover that tho vehicle contained a 
party of four perfect strangers. Three of 
them, I regret to state, were wounded 
officers ; they wore being driven by one 
of the modern games-playmg cigarette- 
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Oltlt I hi (Ij/ii i I o>% JUM' llOllhj:* AUK lUlKK, I'll-'KI-n ‘ 

J‘ir/r,,l (« little fnl-up). "JJll- HOXtSli CLNK, ’HHU.N ! FllOM '1111-; JUflllT — Nlijl ! 1 ” 


smoking young women to whom (lie 
old-fashioned wind “lad//'' seems ho 
xnitiiihnli/ inapplicable. Their solo 
object in entering appeared to lio (lie 
perpetration of a senseless practical 
joke, lor after earrcnnij round my garden 
at a pace which 1 can only describe as 
vinronuailif, they went off by tlio way 
they had come. 

My gardener, who witnessed tin'in¬ 
cident, tells me that on reaching the 
road they stopped the vehicle and cele¬ 
brated the success of their inane efforts 
by ,s hrickintj with that unrestrained 
mirth which jars so painfully on refined 
ears. 

Can not hi iiij he done'.’ 

X am, Sir, Yours faithfully, 
Lidia 

Manor Loti ye. Little JJiidford. 

The Food Shortage in Germany. 

“While tho horse dfuuvros were briii" 
served, the Kaiser, etc.” 

At tho Imperial table.it will be observed, 
they put tho horse beforo the nnte. 

“Ho held several Court appointments, in¬ 
cluding those of Keeper -of the Privy PuPrso to 
the prince .”—The Mar. 

It is riot every Keeper of the Privy 
Puree who thus manages to double the 
initial capital. 


THE P.-P.-l). 

, Ifnxuv is in the War Office, where 
ho takes a hand in tho Direction of 
Military Aeronautics. To meet him 
you might almost think that Military 
Aeronautics was a one-man show, lie 
has, at any rate in the eyes of I lie lay¬ 
man, an encyclopedic knowledge of 
aircraft and all appertaining thereto. 
I When he is out for a walk on Sun¬ 
day with his wife and daughter, and a 
; British aeroplane passes over them with 
i the usual fascinating roar, Henry is vary 
superior. Mummy (who is of coarse 
iclay) and Belly (aged 1J, and coarser 
|still) are frankly excited every time, 
i “Look at the pretty airship! ” says 
i Mummy. 

S “Oo-ah ! ” says Betty. 

! “ 13. E. 4 X.,” snaps Henry, without 

‘ looking at it. 

Or rather this is what Henry nurd 
I to do; but now things are different. 
It was Betty who, so to speak, brought 
him down to earth again. He had,great 
• ambitions for Betty, whom be fondly 
| believed to be possessed of intelligence 
| above the lot of woman, and be always 
: laboured prodigiously to advance her 
education. Betty took to it philoso¬ 
phically, however, and refused to be 
I hurried; and Henry almost despaired 


j of getting her beyond two syllables, 
j Tho “ Common Objects of the Earm- 
: yard " were rapidly assimilated, and all 
i tho world of mechanical traction was 
| comprehended in the generic “ puff- 
! puff.” But Henry wouldn’t he satisfied 
! with this very creditable repertoire. 
! “ Out of respect for her father, if for no 
; other reason,” he would insist, “ she 
| must learn to say ‘ aeroplane.' ” 

I "Jlow ridiculous! " said Mummy, 
who always called thorn “ airships,” 
; to annoy Henry ; “ and anyhow it’s 
J no uso going on at her; she never will 
say' things to order. If yen'll only 
leave her alone for a bit she 'll probably 
' say it, and then your sordid ambition 
will be gratified.” 

But Henry eared for none of those 
things, and when Sunday came, and 
with it Sunday’s promenade and Bun- 
day’s aeroplane, ho wont at it as bald 
I as over. 

“ Say ‘ air-ye-play,’ ” bo commanded, 
as tlio pram was brought to a stand¬ 
still and tlio droning monster passed 
overhead. 

Betty gazed raptly at tho entrancing 
thing. Theiffsifddenly she raised a fat 
baud and pointed. “Oo-ah!” she said, 
"“puff-puff-dicky! ” 

t]; »;t 'If -e 

And nowadays Henry’s omniscience 
is dooently obscured under a capacious 
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bushel. If you meet un aeroplane wlieu 
you aro walkin'* with him ami ask 
humbly for his verdict thoroon, in the 
expectation of an explosion of clipped 
technical jargon, lie will stop and study 
its outline with great attention, and 
will eventually inform you, to your 
respectful mystification, that it is a 

P.-P.-D.” Thereafter lie will chuckle 
most unofficially. 

More Sex Problems. 

“Wanted, a HI up Hull (Nilgai or lv>jh). 
Apply, stating sex, ago, height and price." 

1'ionecr. 

From a German communique :— 

“On the eastern hank of the Meuse desper¬ 
ate ti.shuig ooutniiu'S." 

Edinburgh Earning Taper. 
And the Bosch lias caught more than 
lie bargained for. 

, From tho report of tlio meeting, in 
London, of tho Executive Committee 
of the National Farmers’ Union:— 

“ Farmors bad hundreds of acres of grass 
which they were willing to turn mto meat, 
but were prevented from doing so.” 

Mr. Punch thinks that the difficulty 
might bo overcome if the meat were 
turned into the grass. I 


T11E II. Q. TOUCH. 

Command Headqtiattors (who, of course, 
Bide us as Cockneys ride a horse— 

1 mean, without considering 
The animal; the lide’s the thing) 

On Army Form—J cannot think 
Precisely which; tho form was pink— 
Instructed Captain So-aud so, 

With certain other ranks, to go 
And at a given hour report, 

With rilles, such-and-such a sort, 

Ho many rounds of S.A.A. 

Per man, and so much oats and hay 
Per horse (as specified and charged 
On War Establishments, enlarged, 
Revised and issued as amended); 

And here tho said instruction ended, 

“ Signed, Eustace Blank, G.S.0.3, 

For D.A.Q.A.y.A.0." 

The reason why the form was thus 
Truncated was—alas for us !— 

That Major Blank, a hasty man, 
Neglected his accustomed plan 
And failed, in short, to P.T.O., 

So never told us where to go. 

We drafted polite reply ;— 

“ Your such a number, Fourth July; 
Instructions touching destination 
Requested, please, for information.” 


And Captain So-and-So and men 
Donned and inspected kits. 

And thou 

Command Headquarters wont and 
wired : 

“The draft in question not required. 
When any draft is wauled you 
Will hoar precisely what to do; 

No error ever passes through 
This office. You will therefore not 
In future tell us what is what; 

We know ; and we are on the spot. 
Tho G.O.C.-in-C. is much 
Displeased.” 

The old Headquarters’ touch. 

Our Spoilt Pets. 

“Cofctuge, suitable for pigs and poultry.” 

Birmingham Daily Mail. 

“Susan’s Puiimnci.—T his is a super-oxcel- 
lout pudding, and, as times go, tho cost at the 
material used is not cxoohslvo. Required : 
One cup each of flour, breadcrumbs, raisins 
(stoned and chopped), currants (washed and 
dried), also a teacupful of baking powder. . . . 
If served only on occasion—a special occasion 
—tho most scrupulously caroful housewife 
should not be troubled by uneasy sensations,” 
Bristol Times and Mirror. 

We Bhould—after a teacupful of baking- 
powder. 
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RAID JOTTINGS. 


There was no air raid over Loudon! 


LETTERS OF A GENERAL TO HIS SON 


A noon deal of-dissatisfaction is ox- noise (which happily produced no panic) 
pressed with the stato of the cellars to J in liis Majesty’s Theatre was merely 
which people have been invited during j Miss Lily Bjuvton dropping theclothes 
the raids. “ Surely," writes one of our j she was not wearing, 
correspondents, “it is a scandal that, 

at this time in tho world's history, | A Constant IUidku writos: -“It is 
soino cellars should he totally destitute j understood that the German airmen's 
of wine. That there should ho no coal ; motto- -borrowed, without aoknowledg- 
in tho coal-collars is understandable I incut, from tho dental profession--is 
enough; but to ask the timid public ‘ We spare no panes.'” 
into empty wine-cellars is a travesty t. : 

of hospitality." In view of recent events Miss Tunny- 


, 1 . .,rt,i mi 1 1 »■ » « kliw VI n HUIlhlinh iv lliv VWM 

( 0 “ ***** » *** **<**■ 


mmt). 

My nr: ah Boy,—Wo both congratu¬ 
late you heartily on your appointment. 
Acting on your suggestion, I have hinted 
to your mother that her anxieties for 
; your safety may bo considerably les- 
! soned in consequence. You will, of 
j course, continue to address letters likely 
to cause her any apprehension to my 
, club. On entering this new phase of 

i__ _ __ill ~ i. i i._ u. _• ... 


In view of recent events Miss Tunny- ! >'.°}‘ r T™** yoU , wlU nofc 1 take it; an . lis « 
SON .Ikssh is considering whether ) lor d J oiler you a few words of practical 


Hvcry effort will he made when the 1 new novel, Secret Bread, should be ro- 
JIouso reassembles to provide separate named A/r-ruidcd Bread. 
collars for tho Hi’Kakuii and Mr. Bum- ; ■:• 


advice 


HUH TON BILLING. 


named Air-raided Bread. 1. l)o not neglect your advantage's. 

Always visit tho lino with a double 
Mr. On aulusOochiian- is very anxious mission, one for tho right of tho lino 
that it should bo known that not a ; and one for tho left—and sec which 


Mr. .Jimmy Wildk, tho Welsh boxer, single bomb bit him. Had any of | they aio shelling. 


- . J*,. „•■ 


;• f 




it lias heon widely atmounced, luid a I them done so, the consequences might 
marvellous escape from an , 

‘' ^ - .. 

From all the bombarded 

, ,, "(loon news, i.iis; wi.’vn hot a numa: m tea t 

parts, and from some others, ,,, ’ , 

" ’ *• WllAT IS IT.' "JiOl.-.Nn IS1HCI ITS 1NSTEVI) 0 SQUAl 

come nows of remarkable _ _ — 

pieces of good luck, due almost or! have boon very serious. This happy 
wholly to the fact that the bombs fell j immunity being his, be wishes it also 
on spots where our correspondents > to bo known that bis various and 




•Goon news, lad,-.; we’ve hot a ciianoi: res tea to nic.iii. 1 
•What is it?'’ “Jioi.sn nisei its instevd o’ sqcauii ones.” 


2. If they arc strafing all along the 
I lino, inspect Transport. 

! 3. Cultivate the detached 

-~ - mannor when dealing with 

^ all but tho very senior. This 

A,, will give you what is called 

jSfcX 1 distinction. Charm will 

‘■''’iffC , come later. 

rw J i\, 4. What you don't know, 

Alrf A \ guess. If wrong, guessagnin. 

A Always put off on to 
\ others what you cannot do 

. j (i. What little you do, do 

t wcll—and see that it gets 
talked about. Medals are 
going round, and you may 
as well nave them as any¬ 
body else. 

' ] 1 j 7. Belong to a good Mess 
nk.ih. and invite people w ho are 
J . . inclined to criticise. 

8. When rung up on u subject of which 
you know nothing, learn to conduct 
the conversation so that you abstract 


on spots where our correspondents j to bo known that bis various and the conversation so tluvt you abstract 
wore not standing, although they might j meritorious theatres arc doing even j the necessary enlightenment from tho 
easily have been I here had they not I more astonishing business than ever. | questioner himsoll (while appearing to 
been elsewhere. Tho similarity of their ■ j be porfeetly conversant with what lie is 

experience is indeed most striking. Air. Coghran, however, together with i talking about), and, if possible, get him 

other theatrical managers, lias a danger-. to suggest the answer to his own con- 
Mr. Harold Hugh id, for oxamplo, jous rival. Tho raids are threatening \ undrum. In other words, bluff as in 
who disapproves of soldiers laughing, to ruin tho lnatitu'os now so prevalent 1 poker (which I trust you don’t play), 
happened tube in the country on the by setting up counter-attractions. The) Theso arc just a few little hints 
night of the 2-1 th. Had he been in thousands of people (nob only errand-; that have occurred tome. Your own 
town ho might, in a melancholy reverie hoys) who now stand all day to watch ! good sense will guide you as to the 


caused by the incorrigible light-hearted-, the workmen mend a hole in tho road- j 


Everybody at homo is taking a 


ness of his follow-countrymen, have way caused hy^i bomb would otherwise, | tremendous interest in the War, I’m 
wandered hang into the danger-zone, hut for this engrossingand never tedious j glad to say. llardly a dav passes hut 

XT ^ 1 ... < j 1 ..... 1 . 1 *. .1 ill l. _ _ . .L.. .1 1 . . * j. I • xl i-l .4 I 1 - 1 *1 i 1 . . J. . .1 j; \ . . 


No one can 
did not. 

«: 


too thankful that he spectacle, bo in this theatre or that. 


I am asked at least a dozen times when 
it in going to be over. 

Your affectionate Bather, etc., etc. 


* * * j Mr. Hall Cainu telegraphs from the Your affectionate Bather, etc., e 

Sir JIknry Wood's project to play 1 Isle of Alan that no bombs having fallon - T - ». . 

Tchaikovsky’s “ 1812 ” in such perfect there ho remains intact. From an order recently issued at the, 

time that tho audienco will have the ____.___. Front*"— 

pleasure of hearing our anti-aircraft v The ideal Lodger. “Oreat care must always bo exercised in 

men supply the big-gun effects, although „ w w t Single IBombh, in private or ^thcring horses to trees, as they axe apt to 
laudable, is, it is feared, doomed to Wr.lin« house; specialirrangementsforcw- b.nk, and thereby destroy the trees.” 
failure. stunt/' abHeuco.''— Australian Paper* Wow, wow! 
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THE PERFECT LIFE. 

“ VllS, (.'lAl'TKH. Mm an’ MY OLF. WOMAN ’MUM 'AVI’. MVKO TOOI'.TIU'.n TT11SSU FORTY YK\U, AN* NEVER ’AI) A QI'AIIUI'T, FORTY YEAR, 
MIN]) YEil, AN’ NllVMIl HIN I1MFOHK 'J'JIE MAUISTllATM ! " 


SIGNS OF INNS. 

The Herald lives in cloister grey ; 

He lives by clerkly rules; 

Ho dreams in coats and colours gay, 

In argent, or and gules ; 

Ho blazons knightly shield and banner 
Jn dim monastic hall, 

And in a grave and reverend manner 
Ho earns his bread withal. 

Were 1 a herald fair and fit 
So foatly for to limn 
As though 1 ’d learnt the lore of it 
Among the seraphim, 

I’d leave tbo schools to clerkly people 
And walk, as dawn begins, 

From steoplo unto distant steoplc, 

And paint the signs of iuns. 

The Dragon, as I’d see him, is 
A loving beast and long, 

And oh, the Croat and Compasses, 
’Twould fill rny soul with song; 

The Bell, The Bull, The Hose and 
Hummer, 

Such themes should like me still 
At Yule, or when the heart of Summer 
Lies blue on vale and hill. 


Let others’ blazonry find place 
Supported, scrolled with gold, 

A glowing dignity and grace 
On honoured walls and old ; 

And let it likewise he attended 
In sLately circumstance 
With mottos writ o’ Latin splendid 
Or courtly words of Franco; 

Hut I would paint The Golden Tun 
And others to my mind, 

And niollow thorn in rain and sun, 

And hang them on the wind ; 

And I would say, “My handcraft croi 
big 

On this autumnal gale 
Unto all wayfarers is speaking 
In praise of rest and ale.” 

Then bless the man who puts a sign 
Abovo his wide door’s beam, 

And bless the liop-root, fruit and 
vino, 

For still I dream my dream, - 
Where, as the flushing East turns 
pinker 

And tardy day begins, 

I take the road like any tinkor 
And paint the signs of inns. 


“INSTANT J>KMAN1> KOR WARNINGS. 
Mayors of London movinu." 

Erenimj Xeies. 

They ought to set a better example. 


“Certain people hcoiu to have misread the 
statement last work that Hour would bo re¬ 
duced 1a. ltd. that Hour would be reduced to 
Is. J?.//. but that that that Hour would he 
rcduee.d to Is. llW. hut that amount or some- 
where about it would be tuknn oft Uiu former 
price," lUissemlnte Fice 1‘iess. 

| There ought to be no misunderstand-- 
i itig after this. 

“At such close (punters wero attackers and 
attacked that to have used grenades would 
| manifestly have been equally dangerous to 
both. So, after a brief pause to collect the 
means, our moil began to pelt the Runs with 
bottles filled with water. Apparently the 
enemy thought this was some new form of 
■ fnghlfulness,’ for they speedily threw down 
their anus ami tqpsod up their hands.” 

Daily Telegraph. 

Our contemporary, wliilo rightlv ap¬ 
plauding the resourcefulness of our 
bombers, might have given the Gor¬ 
mans credit for their romarkablo feat 
of acrobacy. 
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eeDi/ir*cc Dcuncficn 1 was transferred to Class YV.P., Army servioea’ badge was delivered per regis- 
FOR SERVICES RENDERED. I Reserve. I made various conjectures tered post, and i ooufossed tlie fact both 
Te over, iu a railing mood, I have ,'as to the meaning of " W,” and so did on the usual green slip anti on the fora 
unjustly aspersed the Arm); if, hy Cinderella. On the whole we favoured ; of receipt which was enclosed. Hence- 
mmon of deferred pay, ovei diluted j “ Warrior,"hid perhaps we wore wrong, i forth 1 was able to appear in publio 

i \ 1 • i * r i i t i 11 i i 1 * _ J. i .. Ll _ / ii li 1 'll. _ .1 _ 1 .A 11 . . ! . f 11 . 


stew, or leave ad journed, I lime licensed 1 U all events, the iaterpielation of “ 1* " i with an outward and visible sign of the 
the Powers That He of a step-mot heily j w ns cleaily set forth hy another docu- \ ferocity which underlies my demeanour, 
indifference to my wellare, I hereby mont, wliieli explained that [was on -[ and my most lurid tales had a sub- 

withdraw unreservedly all such asper Idled to a pension of eight shillings stantial witness. 1 

sions and accusation-.. For since my and Ihreepenco per week so long as I Two months went by, during which 

discharge tokens of kindly inleiest and remained among the happv W.L’.'s. the O. i/e Records made no further 


stantial witness. 1 

Two months went by, during which 


additions to our postbag. There are 


affection have i (inched mo m such rapid Them was also an identity certificate, additions to our postbag. There are 
succession that 1 am kepi wondering whereon some clergyman, magistrate j mornings when your friends appoar to 
what, the iu"I will he. \Yilh a (punter , or policeman must attest that J was j have forgotten you, when a Levifieal 
of a million men in his earn (as I sup- 1 alive when J brought it to him, and a postman hangs your neighbour's gate 
pose, since my number was 'JotiKOl', j Idrm of receipt lor all the papers in the mockingly and forthwith crosses the 
my fatherly .Record Oiticor lias yet, hatch. 1 signed it according to instruc- street. On such mornings our thoughts 
time for frequent correspondence with [ tions and lelurncd if to 1 lendijuarters. may have turned to Records with a 
"crocks” like me. lie registers all! The ideni ily certificate wont back to! certain yearning; hut mainly we felt 
his letters; lie makes his instructions so ' a specified address, w here it set in I his care like the air about ns, and bad 


plain that a very suck- ' 

ling might understand '|S*jgijS§?fi6§ 

thorn; he takes e\cry 
precaution lest, in the 1 

should be overlooked. / 

I had boon at homo j 1 :||lj l|18|§|s 
about a week when 
his lirst commuiiiea- 1 a) jira M H 
tion arrived—an un- \ ||.j 
oxpocted windfall pur- 1 
porting to represent 
the halnnee of my pay /at 

and allowances. The 
method of eomputa- - ’ ■ '''* 

tion would probably ( r . ,, 1 
have transeendcd my / i 
intelligence if it lmd '• 
been indicated; hut ' 
there was no atlempt 
at explanation, nor did fm-m /„/, 

I. desire it. I slumped ' ,K ' 1 ]■ yruer 

and signed Die i 

form according to unmistakable diiec 
tions, and returned if to fleadipiartors 
Afew days later corl ain a nears of Hep i,i 
ation Allowance came to hand - ai u-.u 
whose existence our own unaided saga 












fife/./ f,trm Inl/i, In', n;t s//< '„ >> K' > /./’,/ ifrrlirti, twlicrx ft nr lx linrini/ thisl-hiilh *’J)l.\H 
mu! I ixviict Tim\ 'i.i. «wi' n wiiim, kvi ii\ nh.iit Heroin: I hit tiium to 
ItOOST. I ll mi IIH-.' mills V.'IKI. SLVIl DIHTV 'IIIINUS ” 


: no need that, it should 
! materialise in idlo cor- 
j respmidence. 

At, last, my term of 
probation came to ail 
end. Iu response to 
a note from Records 
(with form for receipt) 
I returned my Trans¬ 
fer Certificate and re¬ 
ceived in its place my. 
final Disci large Papers 
with a form for re¬ 
ceipt. At the sumo 
; time 1 heard that the 
j Commissioners woro 
in earnest e; nsulla- 
j tion as to the eontinu- 
; ance of my pension. 

Tons goodness and 
loving-kindness have 
followed mu ever since 


and signed tJie rocHpi — 1 handed in tno uni- 

form according to unmistakable diiec. j motion machinery hy which my pension j form. To this day 1 am Hie subject of 
tions, and returned if to i leadipiarters. 1 paper wa-- presently delivered to me- - j anxious comedo ation. Not a week ago 
Afew days later corl ain an ears of Hep 1.1 - , accompanied hy a form of receipt. This i t he early post hroughi mo my cliarac- 
ation Allowance came to hand - ui icai s 1 pupo was covered w i11 1 mystic circles, j ter. Imagine the incessant parental 
whose existence our own unaided saga j whose meaning 1 discovered when I ! watchfulness of an authority which 
city would never have revealed. Cnidcil , pie-ionled myself at the post-office, can testify concerning one two htin- 
hy an illustrative diagram we signed j They were appaienfly intemled to ap- died and iifty thousandth of its charge 
the receipt in due form and rel umed peam t he presiding divinity by glut,ily- that lie is “a good soldier, willing 
it. Before we had cea-,e(l eongrati.lat- mg her passion lor stamping tilings, and industrious, honest, sober, trust¬ 
ing ourselves on these ncc.i ssions, vet She hit my paper accurately iu four of wot t.liy ami well-conducted.” Think of 
another instalment of pay was delivered, its rings, and (lieu, with a pleased smile, 1 the kindly interest which prompted the 
with foi m of receipt as m the prev ious j handed me thirty -ttirec shillings. I O. i c. Records to insert a form of receipt 

ease. AVo were almost eoiivineed that; Meanwhile Records had stirred up a 1 —“to guard against impersonation.” 
fho country cottage and the loistnod j benevolent neighbour to call upon me. I My character might have got into base 


i O. i c. Records to insert a form of receipt 
1 —“to guard against impersonation.” 


ease of our dreams were within our lie belonged do an organisation for j hands: some unworthy person might 
grasp, hut (lie well ran dry at that (assisting di charged soldiers: he was have gone about professing to possess 

point,. Some of my balance may yet , Opportunity in person for anyone who; that willingness, that industry, that 

lurk in the coffers ol the I’ay-master,; might need him : hut. ns Cinderella j sohrioty, that trustworthiness and that 
but I dare not tluow off the yoke of, explained, i was at that moment on-'elegance of conduct which aro mine 
my bondage on the strength of a hare [ gaged upon work of national impor-J alone; but the form of receipt would 

possibility. ’ tauce .and could not claim his help, baffle him. 1 cannot explain how; but 

After a brief imerval Record- re-1 Nevertheless she thanked the gentle-J Records knows. 


possibility. 

Alter a brief imerval 


turned to the ehargo with a bulky ! man and placed Clip incident to the What is yet in store for me the future 
envelope containing matter if great credit of the Bovvers That He. j hides; hut this I know: while Bugland 

interest. One of the enclosures corti- No acknowledgment was required for I endures and Records continues torecord,. 
fied that, for the term of three months, tjiis Visit; hut a week later my war j I shall not walk alone. 









PURE HNdLIKir. 

[A writer in The Daili/ Express lias been 
discussi hr the questions where and bv whom 
the purest English is spoken and written, and 
pronounces strongly m favour of East Anglia, 
Fit/Cti uaui, Hoimow and Mr. Conrad.] 

Once more 'tis discussed 
What guides we should tmBt 
If wo w ish to write prose to perfection; 
Is it Borrow or “ Fitz,” 

The Times or Tit Bits !■ 

And how should wo make our selection V 

Once 011 Newman and Fboude 
We were bidden to brood 
If we aimed at distinction and purity ; 
And, when we escaped 
From their influence, apod 
Geoucsf, Meredith's vivid obscurity. 

The remarkable stylo 
Of old Thomas Carlyle 
Found many a lover and hater; 

And precious young men 
Who made play with the pen 

Were dovoted disciples of Pater. 

* 

But these, idols we’ve burned 
And have latterly learned 
That “distinction" ’s an utter delusion; 
For if you would aim 
At a popular fame 

You must eultrvute “vim" or effusion. 


.Iosei’ii Conrad (a Pole) 

Some place on the whole 
At tho top of the troo for his diction ; 
But his style, I opine, 

Is a little too fine . 

For the average reader of fiction. 

If you can’t be a Wells, 

Or aspire to Miss Bell’s 
Impassioned and fervid variety, 

You still may attain 
To Charles Garvjce’b strain 
And leaven Romance with propriety. 

For democracy shies 
At the artist who trios 
To express himsolf subtly or darkly ; 
And the man in tho street 
In a fair plebiscite 

Would probably crown Mrs. Barctay. 


Extract from a sermon :— 

“Wo moot here to-day under circumstances 
which are not ordinary . . . Wo Room to hoar 
‘ tho sound of a gong in the tops of the mul¬ 
berry trocs.’ " —The Itccmd. 

This must be some air-raid warning by 
tho rural police. 

“ On the roads near by 1 a Verdun ' signposts 
have been replaced by new ano« reading * A 
Glorieux Verdun.’ The name of France her¬ 
self migiht well ho altered to 'Glorieux 
France,’.”— Canadian Paper, 

Vive le France! 


From a report of the British Cotton- j 
growing Association :— i 

“The negotiations with the Government for ! 
the development of the irritation scheme for j 
tho Gezira plain are still under consideration.” j 

The Field. j 

Wo trust we shall hoar no more of this ! 
vexatious project. ; 

A lodging-house keeper at Whitby 
Saw a couple of Zeppelins Hit by ; 
Though siio felt a sharp sting, 

It 'a a curious tiling 
That she never know which she was 
hit by. 

“ War conditions him; given occasion in 
Germany,for the study of an eedeiiia disease 
(swelling) unknown in peace times. Among 
the civil population it has been general )5 
located in the feet mid legs, and in more than 
one-half of the cases studied some degree of 
facial swelling was present." • Daily Paper. 

This last symptom is especially notice¬ 
able in tho caso of tho Kaiser. 

“Prior to the meeting [of th tf Irish Conven¬ 
tion] in Cork the members of the secretariat 
attendod in Sir Horace Plunkett’s private 
moni, and presented hint with a solid ivory 
chairman’s mantle.”— Dublin Evening Mail. 
But we are glad to state that the pro¬ 
ceedings wore quite orderly, and that . 
the Chairman did not need this pro- ; 
tective garment. 
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GOING BACK. 

“ In these clays,” I began, but Francesca interrupted me. 

“ When anyone starts like that,” she said, " I know bo’s 
going to make the War an excuse for doing something 
rather more paltry than usual.” 

111 Paltry ’ is not,” I said, “ a very nice word.” 

“I’ll take the phrase hack and substitute 'rather less 
noble and generous.’ ” 

“ Yes,’ T liko that better. I ’ll pass it in that form as 
your common! on what you haven’t yet allowed mo to say.” 

“Quick,” she said; “what was it’.’ Don't leave me in 
suspense.” 

“In those days,” 1 said, “one mustn't spend too much 
on railway companies.” 

“ True,” she said. “ J ’m with you there in these or any 
other days.” 

“And therefore,”! continued, “it will bo quite enough 
if one of us accompanies Frederick, our lively ten-year-old, 
to begin bis second term at school. There is no necessity 
whatever for both of us to go with him.” 

“Hear, hear!” said Francesca; “your idea is hotter 
than I thought. 1 will go with Frederick and you can 
stay at home and look after the girls.” 

“ No,” J said firmly, “ J will take Frederick, and you must 
remain behind and keep an eye on Muriel, Nina and Alice.” 

“ No,” sho said. 

“ Yes,” I said ; “ in) eye’s not good enough for the job ; 
it hasn’t boon trained for it. 1 should lx; sure to mislay ! 
one of the girls, and then you’d never forgive yourself for 
having put uiioii me a bunion greater than I could boar. 
Besidos,” I added, “goings back to school are in the man’s 
department, with football, cricket, boxing and things of that 
kind.” 

“And what,” she said scornfully, “are you graciously 
pleased to leave in my department? ” 

“Oh, I thought you know. I leavo to you table- 
manners, tidiness (that's a tough one), hand-washing 
(that’s a tougher), reading aloud from Kipmno and tucking 
him up in bed.” 

“Quite a good list, if by no moans a complete one ; hut 
in these days one mustn’t ho too critical, Anyhow it proves 
that 1 must take the boy' hack to school.”* 

“It proves pist the contrary.” 

“No,” sho said, “it proves what ought to be there by 
leaving it out.” 

“That,” I said, “is a record oven for you, Francesca.” 

“Well, it’s logical anyway, llow, for instance, could 
you talk to the Matron ? You’d bo utterly lost before you ’d 
been at it for half a minute." 

“Don’t you worry about that,” I said. “ I have accom¬ 
plishments of which you don’t seem t.o he aware, and one 
of thorn is talking to Matrons at preparatory schools.” 

“ Anyhow, you ’ro not going to have a chance of showing 
it off this time, because l am ijoiny to take the boy bark to 
school. That \s final.” 

It was, and in duo time. Francesca took the boy hack. 
Her account of tiro farewell moments was not wii.lyput a 
certairr amount of pathos, several other mothers and their 
boys being involved in the valedictory scene. Four or live 
days afterwards, however, we received the following letter, 
which put to flight any idea that Frodoriek might he 
pining:— 

“ I am very happy this term, and I am getting on fairly 
well in my work. 1 like football much better than cricket. 
I havo three or four times just not got a goal, once it was 
when I kicked into goal the goal-keeper (3 st. 4 lb.!) rushed 
out and kicked it away, and once when we were playing 
Blues and Beds, and I was on the Blue side, and I man¬ 


aged by good luck to get through a crowd of Bhouting Rods 
and followed it up amidst shouts from the Bides and shot 
it to tho Bed goal ; but the goalkeeper (a different one) 
camo out and hit it away, at which I twisted my knee and 
collapsed (not with pain, bocause it wasn't anything, but 
with anger and desparation I ) Am I to leam boxing this 
term ? I am sorry to hear tho hens are not behaving well.” 

T should liko to have seen the bold goalkeeper of 3 st. 4 lb. 
It is a proud woiglit. R. C. L. 


YESTERDAY IN OXFORD STREET. 

Yesteudav in Oxford Street, oh, what d'you think, my dears? 

I had the most exciting time 1 'vo had for years and yoars; 

The buildings looked so straight and tall, tho Bky was blue 
between. 

And, riding on a motor-bus, I saw tho fairy queon! 

Sitting there upon tho rail and bobbing up and down, 

The sun was shining on her wings and on her golden crown ; 

And looking at tho shops sho was, the pretty silks and lace — 

She seemed to think that Oxford Street was quite a lovely 
place. 

And once she turned and lookod at mo and waved her little 
hand, 

But 1 could only stare and stare, oh, would she understand ? 

I simply couldn’t speak at all, I simply couldn’t stir, 

And all the rest of Oxford Street was just a shining blur. 

Then suddenly sho shook her wings--a bird had fluttered 
by - 

And down into the street she looked and up into the sky, 

And perching on the railing on a tiny fairy too 

She flashed away so quickly that 1 hardly saw her go. 

1 never saw her any move, although T lookod all day ; 

Bor haps sho only came !o peep and never meant to stay ; 

But oh, my dears, just think of if, just think what luck 
for mo 

That she should come to Oxford Street and I ho there 
to see! It. F. 


Light on the Situation. 

“Ur. Michaelis is tlio Inis loti no-hold-out until their plans of 
amicvatiim lime lioeii carried out, and the) always receive a gracious 
telegram in reply. So ho who cures to hear knows what tho hour is 
striking.”- Egyptian Mint. 

Journalistic Humility. 

“Two years ago The Dady Mail begged our sluggish authorities to 
study'the question of daylight air-raids as well as mglit .attacks. 
Wo pointed out their risk ; wo asked that the boat means of meeting 
them should be considered and tins best method ot warning the public 
investigated. The, result was that nothing wus done." -Daily Mail. 


“ Of old was it written that they who taketli up tho .sword shall 
perish by the sword, and the written word remainelh.” 

The Daily Mirror. 

But it hath been a little damaged in the interval. 


“ It may he estimated tho Hermans opposing our troops represented 
nil average concentration of more than four men to every yard of front." 

Liverpool Echo. 

Never could it havo been dono with four pre-war Germans 1 


“ Up to July 20 1,559 lists had been issuod officially of German 
casualties. Each list contained 19,802 pages of three columns per 
page, and each column contained between 80 and 90 namos of dead, 
wounded, and missing officers and mon—a total of nearly 6,000,000.” 

Daily Sketch. 

Wo trust our spirited contemporary ^ has not joined the 
Hide-the-Truth Press, for we make the sum approximately 
7,872,186,090. 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(7?// Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

I think I profor Mr. Welch's recent essay in the Nowcst- 
Theology to this too concrete illustration of The Soul of a 
Bishop (Cassell). It’s not that 1 object to the irreverence 
of stripping a poor tired bishop of cassock and gaiters, 
pursuing him to a sleepless bed and chromatographing all 
Ilia physical twistings and turnings, his moral misgivings, 
his torturing doubts. I owe too much to Mr. Wells' 
irrovcroncos to mind that sort of thing; and 1 must say 
that, for a man who can’t have had very much to do with 
the episcopacy in bis busydife, he does manage to give a 
confoundedly plausible atmosphere to the whole setting. 
There are two letters from an older bishop to Dr. Scrope, 
the one, yieldingly tolerant, to dissuade him from resigna¬ 
tion, the other, written after the accomplished fact, with 
touches of exquisitely restrained yot palpable malice, which 
strike mo as masterly projections. Mr. Wells also con¬ 
trives a wonderful impressiveness in certain passages of tbo 
bishop’s three visions. But T can’t, even, aftor careful re¬ 
reading, see tho point of making the bishop's onlightonmont 
depend upon a mysterious drug. This has an effect of 
impishness. There is nothing in Dr. Scrape’s development 
that might not have takon place without this fantastic 
assistance ... I suppose tho general suggestion of this 
rather wayward and hasty but conspicuously sincere book 
is, that if only an occasional bishop would secede it would 
make it easier for the plain man to listen to the rest. And 
there may be something in this. 


To thoso who are in love with Mr. W. -T. Locke’s incur- 
able romanticism or who have a taste for heroines that 
“ stiffen in a sudden, stroke of passion looking for tho instant 
electrically hoauliful," let mo commend The lied Planet 
(Lane). As a matter of fact Betty, the heroine, is quite a 
dear, and the narrator, Major Mercdyth, a maimed hero of 
the Boor War, who looks at this one from tho tragic angle 
of an invalid chair, is, apart from a habit of petulant and 
not very profound grousing at Governments in The Daily 
Bail mannor, a sport who thoroughly deserves tho reward 
of poor widowed Betty’s hand on tho last page hut one. 
Perhaps lie does not show a very ready understanding of 
tho phenomenon of physical cowardice in tho case of a 
brother-officer, though Inter he makes amends. But I take 
it that it was Mr. Locke’s idea to present a very ordinary 
decent sort with tho common man's prejudices and frank 
distrust of subtleties. A sinister mystery of love, death 
and blackmail runs, a turbid undercurrent, through the 
story. Tho publisher’s pathetic apology for the drab grey 
paper on which, in the interests of War Economy, tho book 
is printed, makos ono wondor how the other publishers who 
still issue books in black and white manage to live. 

Of the literary reputations that tho War has, so to 
spoalc, dug in, I suppose none to bo more firmly consoli¬ 
dated than that of Mr. Patrick Macgill. Tho newest of 
his several battle-books is The Brown Brethren (.Jenkins), 
a title derived from the campaigning colour that has 
amended a popular quotation till it should now read “ the 
thin brown line of heroes.” 1 can hardly tell you any- 
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thin" about Mr. Maogjm/h new book that you have not understand, vexed with sex instincts of th®. type of the 
probably read or said for yourself of the previous volumes, modern novel, and so in a large measure she failed, even 
For my own part, if the War is to be written about at all though she sacrificed strength, happiness" and oven her 
(a cpieation concerning which 1 preserve an open mind), 1 own love-story in the effort to keep them straight. The 
say let it bo, as boro, the real thing, and the hotter and tale is set out with every circumstance of sordid misery, in 
stronger the better. There is rough humour in these which the spiritual beauty of the heroine is meant to shine, 
sketohes of soldfer types, and just enough story to thread and undeniably does shine with real strength and purity, 
them together; hut it is the lighting tljat counts. Certain The successive deaths of tho mother and step-mother, the 
chapters, for example that about Benner's struggle with 
the Hun sniper, seem to leave one bruised and breathless 
as from personal conflict. Mr. M.u’on.i, writes about war 
as ho knows it, horribly, in a way that carries conviction 
like a charge of bayonets, and with an entire disregard of 
tho sensibilities of tho stay-at-home reader. For all which readers nearly as uncomfortable as her characters,' long 
" " """ ’ ” ’ ” 1 ' ’ before the climax is reached. The ond comes rather less 

wretchedly than could have been expected, but even so 
suroly this is genius partly run to seed. Tho greatest 
tragedies arc not written in these minor keys. Beat. 
woman and horoine, is so admirable that one fain would 

i know her apart from all this 

nsr _ _ _ 


shabby London lodgings, the fall of Veronica, the selfish¬ 
ness of Beat's boy-friend, and the loathsome trade of her 
lover--these, and more horrors and lapses beside, are all 
taxed for the general effect in so able and vivid a fashion 
that the authoress succeeds to admiration in making her 


reasons The Brown Brethren and their French friends are 
assured of the success that they certainly deserve. Hero ‘s 
wishing them the best of it! 


In The Sentence of the Court 
M. White contrives effect¬ 
ively to entangle our inter¬ 
est in one of those webs of 
facile intrigue from which 
the reader escapes only at 
the last line of tho last page, 
muttering at lie lays the 
volume down and observes 
witli concern that it is 2.30 
a.m., “ What rot! " The 
title of tho story is mis¬ 
leading. There is no Court, 
and nobody is sentenced, 
though the eminent special¬ 
ist of Ilarley Street who 
essays the role of villain 
richly deserves to he. How ; 
over, as ho is left a bankrupt, 
discredited in his practice 
and detached from the hero¬ 
ine whom he had sworn to 
appropriate, it would per¬ 
haps ho straining a point 
to cavil at Ids remaining at 
large. The idea upon which 
tho story is based,and which 
enables the author to clothe 
his characters and their ac¬ 
tions with bewildering mystery, 


(Waup, Look) 



! unredeemed welter of sox 
and selfishness. 




Muitflr/rr of Liifomatie Drciatnoiic/lit J’ianofuriisiuinn Company (enthu- 
xitixtirnlli/ to ljttt ranj Uriilhinan win> has u nttrn a monny appeal to the 
public injannir of the Company's yomh). “My dfar SlJl, THIS IS mi,- 
NlFllTiNT. Il ALMOST MASKS jin iVcCIPli TO SLY OMS OK Til IS ’MUNCH 
Fori MYSK1.F." 


by photograph as 
considerations have 


1 confess T should have 
thought that tho fictional 
possibilities of being as like 
as two peas to Koyall y wore 
fairly exhausted. But ap- 
i pareiitly Mr. Klxui; Jephon 
does not share this view ; 
and it is only fair to admit 
that in The Professional 
S Pnnee (1 Iutoiiiskon) lie 
ias contrived to givo a 
novel twist to tho already 
well laboured theme. Prince 
Bichard (precise nationality 
unstated) was so bornl with 
io common round of his 
exalted duties that, hearing 
of a convenient double, lie 
engages him, at four hun¬ 
dred a year and pickings, 
to represent him at dull 
functions, and incidentally 
to pay the requisite atten¬ 
tions to tho young woman, 
doprossingly plain, whom 
marked as tho Prince's 


When later one of the characters points out to 


essentially good and, j reported 
I believe, now, though far lie it from mo to do oither Mr. political 
White or the reader tho dissorvieo of saying what it, is. \ jiancfe. 

Suffice that wo are introduced to some quite charming j His Highness that this conduct showed some lapse from 
people, as well as two extremely unpleasant ones, and if the ! the finor ideals of taste, I am bo.tmd to say that I could 
web of mystery is hold together in places by a somewhat j find no words of contradiction. However tho originality 
generous share of obtuseness on the part of the persons \ arrives when John Stuart, tho deputy, instead of falling in 
concerned it is not for us to complain, since wo become | lovo with tho bride-elect in Ruritanian fashion, develops a 
aware of tho defect only after the affair is over. marked liking for tho prosaic side of his job, and insists 

upon lecturing his supposed relations upon the political 
Apart from the greater complaint that I do nol like her crisis of tho moment, Capital fun this. When the fiancee, 
Subject, which probably is entirely my own fault, L have i in her turn proved wholly different from the-photograph I 
nothing but praise for Mrs.STANnEYWKENoii’slatestvolume, (permitted myself to hope that wo were in lor a double 
Beat (Duckworth), except as regards her amazing fondnoss 1 masquerade — but this was to expect too much. Still, 
for drooping tho corners of her characters’ mouths, goner- Mr. Jkhson has handled his wildly-preposterous plot with 
ally either “wistfully” or “sullenly.” It only made ono great vorvo; and even if the central situation is one that 
annoyed when Beatrix's unpleasant sisters developed the has been often encountered before, this only proves again 
trick, but when poor little Beat, liorself was affected that that Hope springs eternal. . . . But I wish he had avoided 

way, in spite of the magnificent courage with which she the War. . , 

faced the burden of deputy-motherhood, it made one miser¬ 
able as well.’ The task she had undertaken was a pro¬ 


digious ono, for the sisters she had to rear were, you must 


“ Where my Caravan has Bested.” 

“Wanted, modem Detached Villa Residence, inside tram lines.” 


Northern Whig,' 
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Herr Batooxi, Germany's first Food had seon Mr. Winston Churchill at the 
CHARIVARI A. Dictator, is now on active service on Front, to add, “I have Taken Risks.” 

“ Of oourse I cannot be in France and the Western Front, where his remarks %* 

America at the same time," said Colonel about tho comparative dulness of the Six little boa-constrictors have been 
Roosevelt to a New York interviewer, proceedings are a source of constant born in tho Zoological Gardens. A 
The Ex-Prekioent is a very capable irritation to the Higher Command. message has been despatched to Sir. 
man and we oan only conclude that he Arthur Y m\ urging the advisability 

has not been really trying. It is rumoured that tho Carnegie of his addressing them at an early date. 

*,,,Medal for Gallantry is to he awarded to *„,* 

“ The Church of to-morrow is not to tho Now York gentleman who has pur- To record tho effect of meals on tho 
be built up of prodigal sons," said a chased Mr. Epstein’s “ Venus,” physical condition of children, Leyton 

speaker at tho Congregational Confor- : + Council is erecting weighing machines 

once. Fatted calves will, however, con- Wo understand that an enterprising in the feeding centres. Boveral altruistic 
tinuo to bo a feature in Episcopal circlos. firm of publishers is now negotiating youngsters, we are informed, have gal- 
* ,.* I for the production of a hook written lantly volunteered to demonstrate the 

A Berlin coal merchant has been ! by “ Tho German Prisoner Who Did effects of over-eating without rogard 
suspended from business for being rude j Not Escape." ,, t „. to the consequences, 

to customers. Tt is obvious that the! * *** 

Prussian aristocracy will not abandon! Four conscientious objectors at New- An allotment bolder in Cambridge- 
its prerogatives without a struggle. | haven have complained that their food shire lias found a sovereign on a 
*** i ' " .. - - | potato root. To its credit, 

The lack of food control ' ',//*./■ '*?:■'■ ~VC' : -V i however, it must he said 

in Ireland daily grows ’*•.'/ / that tho potato was pro- 

more scandalous. A Bel- - -r S j ceoding in tho direction 

fast constable has arrested : Wf’tfr Mffl Kk pfMi r* - ^ > of the Local War Savings 

a woman who was ol.ew- PflHHr JS m L ll J *,. A J>M5 '• ;Wi , atio “ ftfc U ‘° mto oC 


The lack of food control • 
in Ireland dailv crows 


in Ireland daily grows 
more scandalous. A Bel¬ 
fast constable has arrested ; 
a woman who was chew¬ 
ing four five-pound notes, 
and had already swallowed , 

ono. . * 

* 

An alien who was fined 
at Felthani police court j 
embraced his solicitor and j 
kissed him on the cheek. 
Some curiosity exists as to 
whether the act was in¬ 
tended as a reprisal. 

* * 

The Enjli.sk Hymnal, 
says a morning paper, j 
“ contains forty English j 
Traditional Melodies and j 
three Welsh tunes." This 




Wir 




| Four conscientious objectors at New- An allotment holder in Cambridge- 
| haven have complained that their food I shire has found a sovereign on a 

| potato root. To its credit, 
vC--- ” .S’’- ' | however, it must he said 

ggPfcfr' '>.;// S'‘ ' ■" . | that tho potato was pro- 

- r S | ceoding in tho direction 

tP- : - „ , l;$ j I of the Local War Savings 

u #i'> WSS nr IK S 't ; Association at tho mto of 

Si t.F: l "‘ y - 

! u W* «w.iifc«wa to »y 

mm **■ ! man who last week was in- 

'1-^ • - i ~- ?- j of sugar in mistake for tea 

g raa Bffi* Vu A T: i is going on as well as can 

I expected, though lie is 
only allowed to see 
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I Commercial Candour. 

! “ Antiques. —All Lovers of 
, the Genuine Antiques should 
not tail to seo one of the best- 
| selected Stocks of Genuine An- 
! tique Furniture, <fce., including 
'Stuart, (Jhailos XJ., Tudor, 


attempt to sow dissension L .. ..._1-_ - ---' Stuart, Chillies XJ., Tudor, 

among the Allies can surely be traced ! often contains sandy substances. It Jacobean Queen Anne, Chippendale, Sheraton, 

to some enemy source. | seems a pity that the authorities cannot Hcpplewhiu'.Adams and Georgian per.ods. 

%* find some better way ol getting a little Vrovimml Paper. 

Mr. George Moore, tho novelist, grit into these poor fellows, 
declares that Robert Louis Stevenson %* A new German Opera that we look for- 

“was without merit for tale-telling.” General Sukiiomunoff has appealed ward to seeing: Die Goihtulitnunerung. 
But how does Mr. George Moore from his sontonco of imprisonment for 

know? * * life. Somo people don’t know what “A man just under military ago, with seven 

* m-atitudfi is children, is ordered to join np. 

T lie eol I- Ti giatituae IS. , „ Weekly Dispatch. 

“ Is Pheasant Shooting Dangerous * Such precocious parentage must bo 

asks a weekly paper headline. We It is good to find that people exercise . cou * 0( | 1 

understand that many pheasants are of care in time of crisis. Told that enemy s " .. 

the opinion that it has its risks. aircraft were on thoir way to Loudon a “Hki.sinoi.xihs, Kept. as.--Tho Govomnr- 


“ A man just under military ago, with seven 
children, is ordered to join up.” 

UVcJMj/ T/uqxitch, 

Such precocious parentage must bo 


the opinion that it has its risks. aircraft were on thoir way to Loudon a “Hki.sinoi.xihs, Kept,, as.— Tho Govornnr- 

* !tl l * dear old lady immediately rushed into Gonoral of Finland has ordered seals to bo 

Only a little care is noeded in the her house and bolted the door. aihxed to the doors of the Diet.”— Times. 

cooking of the marrow, says Mrs. Mupie *** This seems superfluous. Heals have 

Cooke. But in eating it groat caution Owing to a shortage of red paint, always beei^attached to a tin Diet. 

should be taken, not to swallow' the several London’buses are being painted - -. 

marrow whole. * * brown. Pedestrians who have only “ A party of tho Kussiiuism their natural 

* - „ (j 0011 knocked down by led - paintod t ra ^ e aa mo taX workers. They make a pictur- 

An applicant at the House of Com- buses will of course now be able to csquc group, which a I’reBs writer will try to 
mons’ Appeal Tribunal stated that he start all over again. describe to-morrow morning.” 

had been wrongly described as a Mem- *,»* Portland Daily Press (U.8 A.). 

ber of Parliament. It is not known We think it was in bad taste for Mr. We trust that ho did not dwell unduly 

who first started the scandal. Bottomley, just after Baying that he upon the scantiness of their attire. 


von. ci.nj. 
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MODEL DIALOGUES FOR AIR-RAIDS. 

[A few t'pu imcn conversations arc. here RiircKcUod as suitable for 
1 the conditions which \yo have lately expi-iiem eil. The idea is to 
diseouniKC the 1 Inn hv ignoring those coiiditions or evpl.iimng them 
away, i'or similar fonvcr&ations in actual life blank verse would not 
of course be oldignloiv.J 

1. 

A. Brvniwr., weather for tlio time of your'. 

S. A perfect spoil, indeed, of halcyon calm. 

Most gratolul Jims m Town, ami, wliat is moro, 

A priceless f»ift, to our liravo lads in 1' ranee, 

AVliose need is sorer, being sick ol mud. 

A. They have our first thoughts over, and, if Heaven 
Had not, enough good weather to go round, 

Gladly I’d sacrilice this present boon 

And velconjo howling bhzzauls, hail and flood, 

So they, out there, might, still he warm and dry. 

! ii. 

j C. Have vou ohserved the alien in our midst, 

How stiangely numerous ho seems today, 

Swarming like migiant swallows from tlio East 

D. 1 take it they would fain elude the net 

Spread by Conscription’s hands to haul them in. 

All day they lurk in cover Hound-ditch way, 
Dodging the copper, and emerge at night 
To snatch a breath of Occidental air 
And drink the ozone of our Underground. 

111 . 

E. How glorious is the Milky Way just now! 

E. True. In addition to the regular stars 

J saw a number Hash and disappear. 

E. I too. A heavenly portent, let ns hope, 

Presaging triumph to our British arms. 

IV. 

G. Metbought 1 heard yestreen a loudish noise 
Closely resembling the report, of guns. 

11. Ay, you conjectured right. Those sounds arose 
I From anti-aircraft guns engaged in practice 

! Against the unlikely advent of the Hun. 

i One must ho ready in a war like this 

! To face the most remote contingencies, 

| O'. Something descended on the next hack-yawl, 

Spoiling a dozen of my neighbour's tuheis. 
i 11. No doubt a live shell mixed among the blank; 

! Such oversights from time to time occur 

Even in Potsdam, where the casual sausage 
Perishes freely in a feu tie joie. 


J. Can you account for that? 

K. I should ascribe it to the harvest moon/ 

That wakes romance in Metropolitan breasts, 
Drawing our young war-workers out of town 
To seek the glamour of the country lanes 

Under the silvery beams to lovers dear. O. S. 

FORCE OF HABIT. 

Thu fact that Geoigo had boon eighteen months in 
Gallipoli, Egypt and France, \\ ithout leave home till now, 
should have warned me. As if was 1 merely found myself 
gasping “ Shell-shock ! ” 

We were walking in a crowded thoroughfare, and George 
was giving all (he olliccrs he met the elieei iost of “Good 
mornings.” It took people m two ways. Those cm leave, 
blushing io think they had so far forgotten their B.E.F. 
habits as to pass a brother-officer without, some recogni¬ 
tion, leplied hastily by murmuring the conventional “ How 
are you'.’” into some innocent civilian’s face some yards 
behind us. Mere si ay-at-homes, on the other hand, sur- 
pused into believing that they ought to know him, stopped 
and became cpnte effusive As far as 1 c in remember George 
accepted three invitations to dinner from total strangers 
rather than explain, and 1 was included in one of (hem. 

Wo were for the play that night and I foresaw difficulties 
at the public telephone, and George’s first, romiuk of 
!“ Hullo, hullo, is that, Signals? Put mo through to His 
j Majesty’s,” confirmed my apprchens’ons. 
j Half-an hour of this kind of thing produced in mo a 
I strong desilo for p ace and seclusion. A taxi would have 
] solved my difficulty (had I been able to solve tho taxi 
difficulty first), but George himself antioi| ated me by 
] suddenly holding up a private car and asking lor a lift. I 
could have smiled at this further lapse had not the owner, 

! a detestable club acquaintance whom I had been trying 
to keep at a distance for years, boon the driver. IIo was 
i delighted, and 1 was borne away conscious of twenty years’ 
work undone, by a single stroke. 

Pence and seclusion at the club afforded no rel’of how¬ 
ever. George was really very trying at tea. He accused 
the bread beeauso the crust, had not a hairy exterior 
(generally accumulated by its conveyance in a blanket, or 
sandbag). Ho ridiculed the sugar ration 1 don’t behove 
j he has ever been shell in bis life; and the resources of the 
i place were unequal to the task of providing tea of sufficient 
st,length to admit of the spoon being stood upright in it—a 
'consistency to which, he said, ho hail grown accustomed. 
When i left him lie was bullying the hall-porter of tho 
club for a soft nosed pencil, ink, he explained, being an 
i abomination. 


i 

i 


V. 

J. Wo missed you badly at our board last, night. 
A. The loss was mine. I could not get a cub 

Whistling, as you 're aware, is banned by law, 
And when 1 went in person on the quest 
The streets were void of taxis. 

J. And to wliat 
Do you attribute this unusual dearth ? 

K. The general rush to Halls of Mirth and Song, 
Never so popular. The War goes well, 

And London’s millions needs must find a way 
To vent their exaltation—else they Inins t. 

J. But could you not have travelled by the Tube ? 

K. I did essay (lie Tube, hut found it tiluiTetl. 

The atmosphere was solid as a cheese, 

And I was loath to penetrate the crowd 
Lest it should shove mo from behind upon 
Tho electric rail. 


J also saw him pay ‘lid. h r a Dai hi Mail. 

* . : :• >:• $. * 

I got a letter from George just hefoie lie went hack. IIo 
! patronized me delightfully--seemed moio than half a 
] Colonial already. He said lie was glad to have seen us all 
'again, hut was equally glad to he getting hack, as he was 
beginning to feel a little homesick. He hinted we wore dull 
i dogs and treated people we didn’t know like strangers. 

| Didn’t wo over cheer up? IIo booamo very unjust, 1 
'thought, when he said that Franco was at war, hut that 
we had only an Army and Navy. 

incidentally I had to pay twopence on the letter, tho 
postman insisting that George’s neat signature in tho 
bottom left-hand corner of the envelope was an insufficient 
substitute for a penny slump. 


“Tho raiders camo in three suctions.”— Evening Ecu's. 
So that was what blocked tho Tubos. 









THE LETTER AND THE SPIRIT. 

Prime Minister. "YOU YOUNG RASCAL! I NEVER SAID THAT 
Newsboy. “WELL, I’LL LAY YER MEANT IT." 
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Any birds, Sib?" 


Officii- ijmh Jivii' l<’itiui<) " Yus. Thukt: (BashkI); jwo down OUT OF coNTHoi 


THE WATCH DOGS. 

i.xvr. 

My dear Charles, - Hero is a war, 
producing groat men, and liero am J 
writing to you from time to time about 
it and never mentioning one of them. 
I have touched upon Commanding 
Officers, Brigadiers, Divisional, Corps, 
even Armv Commanders; 1 have gone 
so far as to mention the Commander-In- 
Chief once and 1 have mentioned myself 
very many times. But the really great 
men 1 have omitted. I mem the really, 
really great men, without, whom the 
War could not possibly go on, and with 
whom, 1 nrn often led to suppose, the 
decision remains as to what day Peace 
shall ho declared. Take the A.M.L.O. 
at-for example. 

Mow, Charles, he it understood that 
I am not saying anything for or against 
the trade of Assisting Military Landing 
Officers; 1 have no feeling with regard 
to it one w.n or the other. Tor all l 
know it may require a technical know¬ 
ledge so profound that any man who 
can master it is already half-way on 
the road to greatness. On the other 
baud, it niay require no technical know¬ 
ledge at all, uud, tho whole of a Mili¬ 
tary Landing Officer’s duties being 
limited to watching other peoplo work¬ 
ing, the Assistant Military Landing 
Officer’s task may consist of nothing 


more complicated than watching the 
Military Landing Officer watching the 
military land. If this is so, the work 
may lie so simple that, once a man. has 
satisfied the very rigid social test to'be 
passed by all aspirants to so distin¬ 
guished » position, he must simply he 
a silly uss if he doesn’t automatically 
become a great man, after a walk or 
two up and down the quay. 1 repeat, 

I know nothing whatever of the call¬ 
ing of A.M.L.O., and 1 could not tell 
you without, inquiry whether it is an 
ancient, and honourable profession or 
an unscrupulous trade very jealously 
watched by the Law r . J have soniOj 
friends in it and 1 have many Irieiidsj 
out of it, and tho former should not be' 
inllatod wit h conceit nor the latter un¬ 
duly depressed when 1 pronounce the 
deliberate opinion that the host known 
and greatest thing in tho B.L.B. is 
without doubt the A.M.L.O. at-. 

Though it'Ts months since J cast 
eyes on him, 1 can see him now, stand¬ 
ing self-confidently on his own private 
quay, with the most chic of Virginian 
cigarettes smouldering between his 
aristocratic lips and the very latest 
and most elegant of Bond Street Khaki 
Neckwear distinguishing him from 
the' mixed crowd about him. Every 
one el so is distraught; even matured 
Generals, used to the simple and irre¬ 
sponsible task of commanding troops' 


in action, are a little unnerved by the 
difficulties and intricacies of embarking 
oneself militarily. He on whom all 
the responsibility rests remains aloof. 
A smile, half cynical, plays across his 
proud face, lie knows ho has hut to 
flick the ash from his cigarette and the 
Army will spring to attention and the 
Navy will get feverishly to work. He 
has hut to express consent by the in¬ 
clination of his head and sirons will 
blow, turbine engines will operate as 
(bey would never operate for anybody 
else, thousands of tons of shipping 
will rearrange itself, and even tho sea 
will become less obstreperous and more 
circumspect in its demeanour, adjust¬ 
ing, if need he, its tides to suit his 
wishes. 

1 take it my condition is typical 
when 1 am " proceeding ” (one will 
never coma and go again in our time; 
one will always proceed) -when 1 am 
proceeding to tho U.K. The whole 
thing is too good 1o believe, and I don’t 
believe it till 1 have some written and 
omnipotent instructions in my pocket 
and am actually moving towards tho 
sea. The youngest and keenest school- 
hoy returning home for his holidays 
is a calm, collected, impassioimte and 
even dismal man of the world com¬ 
pared to me. I see little and am im¬ 
pressed by nothing; all things and 
men are assumed to be good, and none 











| of thorn is given tho opportunity of 
j proving itself to he tho contrary. As 
for tho A.M.L.O. at any other port but 
this one, 1 remark nothing about him 
except his princely generosity in lotting 
mo have an einhurcation card. Hois 
just one more good follow in the long 
series of good foJ lows who have author¬ 
ised my move. I am borne out to sou 
in a dream—a dream of England and 
all that England means to us, be that 
a wife or a reasonable breakfast at a 
reasonable hour. Not until £ am on 
my way back does it occur to me that 
landing and transport oflicors have 
identities, and by that time l have lost 
all interest in transport and laudiug 
and officers and identities and every¬ 
thing else. 

At the port of -, however, it is 

very different. 1 may arrive on the 
quay in a dream, but 1 'm at once out 
of it when 1 have caught sight of 
Greatness sitting in its little hut with J 
tlie tiokot window firmly closed until 
the arrival of the - hour before which he 
has disposed that it shall not open. 
Thoughts of home are gone; f can 
think of nothing but Him. When at 
last I have obtained Ids gracious, if 
reluctant, consent to my obeying the 
instructions I have, and have got on to 


| the boat, I deposit my goods hurriedly, 
'anywhere, and fight for a position by 
the bulwark nearest the quay, from 
which 1 may gaze at his august Excel¬ 
lency for the few remaining hours dur¬ 
ing which it, is given ns to linger in or 
near our well-beloved France. 

llow came it about, l ask myself, 
that the Might Man got to ho in the 
Might Place? It cannot have been 
merely fortuitous that he was uot 
thrust away into some such obscure 
job as the command of an Expedition¬ 
ary Force or the control of the counsels 
of the Imperial General Stall’. It must 
have boon the deliberate choice'of a 
wise chooser; Major-General Military 
Landing himself, the Secretary of 
State for War on his own, even Hrs 
Majesty in person? Or was a plebi¬ 
scite taken through tho length and 
breadth of the British Isles when l 
was elsewhere, and did Britain, thrilled 
to the core, clamour for him unani¬ 
mously ? 

I watch him keep a perturbed and 
restless Major from the line waiting 
while lie finishes his light - hearted 
badinage with a subordinate. It is 
altogether magnificent in its sheer 
sangfroid. Why is it that such a one 
is labelled merely A.M.L.Q.* when he 


! should obviously he the M.L.O. ? He 
has his subordinate, happily insignifi¬ 
cant. and obsequiously proud to serve. 
1 ait the subordinate be the a.m.l.o., and 
let .It, Itself, he openly acknowledged 
to he It,, Itself. 

1 By the way, where is his M.LO. ? 
i Has anybody ever seen him ? I haven't. 
Does ho exist? . . . lias he been got 
rid of? 

There is a convenient cieviee between 
the quay and the boat with a convenient 
number of feet of water at the Ik it tom 
of it. is the M.L.O. down there, and 
is tho “A.M.L.O.” brassard hut the 
modesty of true greatness ? 

| If tho M.L.O. Ims been thrown down 
i there, who throw him ? 

Was it my idol, tho A.M.L.O., in 
a moment of exasperation with his 
M.L.O. ? 

Or was it the M.L.O., in a moment 
of exasperation with my idol, the 
A.M.L.O. ? Yours ever, Henry. 

* # i -- ■■ ■ — 

“ Naval Officer's (Mincsweopiiig) Wife would 
bo grateful for tho opportunity of purchasing 
a Baby's Layette of good quality at a very 
reasonable price ."—Monthly J’ost. 

Our congratulations to the rnine-sweep¬ 
ing wife upon having captured a Baby 
Mine. 
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BEASTS ROYAL, 

m. 

DiHvK William’s Falcon. A.l). 1005. 
Ul’ON a marsh beside the son,, 

With hawk and hound ami vassals throe,' 
Rode William, Duke of Noiim yndy, ' 
The heir of Rover Hollo ; i 

And ever as his falcon Hew j 

Quoth he : “ Marl; well, by St. M -W'r.oi , ; 
For where she hovers hasten you, 

And where she falls 1 follow.” 

She rose into the misty sky. 

A brooding menace hid oil high, 

Ere she dipped eaithward suddonly 
As dips the silver swallow , 

Then, spurrin" through the rushes 

(hied William, “ Sirs, away, away ! 

For where she hovers is the prey, 

And where she falls l follow.” 

Her tnarhled plume with crimson dight, 
Seaward she soared, and bent her flight, 
Above the ridge of foaming white 
Along the harbour hollow , 

Then, looking giimly toward the strait, 
Said William, “'Truly, soon or late, 
Thore where she hovers is my fato, | 
And where she falls 1 follow.” 

T11E 0A V E-D W1-1LLERS. 

“If you please, ma’am, that funny- 
looking gentleman with the long hair 
has brought his jug for some moie 
water. And could you oblige him with 
a little pepper ? ” 

“ Certainly not,” said my wife. “The 
man’s a nuisance. lie is not even 
respectable-• looks like a gipsy or a 
disreputable artist. 1 ’ll speak to him 
myself.” And she flounced out of the 
room. 

I felt almost sorry for the man , hut 
really tho thing was overdone when, 
not content with overcrowding our vil¬ 
lage, those London people took to living 
in dug-outs on the common. 

Matilda rushed hack into tho room 
with a metal jug in her hand. 

“ Oscar! It’s old Shollield plate, and 
there’s a eoat-of-arms on it. Turn up 
tlie heraldry book; look in tho index 
for 1 hears.’ Perhaps they ’ro somebody 
after all.” 

Matilda is a soeond cousin oneo 
removed of the Drowitts—one of tho 
best, baronetcies in England—and nat¬ 
urally we take an interest in Heraldry. 

“ Yes, here it, is. A cave-bear ram¬ 
pant! Oscar, it’s the crest of the 
Cave-Caiiems, ono of tho oldest families 
in Britain, if not the voi y oldest! Poor 
things, 1 feel so sorry for them. Per¬ 
haps I might oiler him some vege¬ 
tables.” 

"And to think of their having to 
live in a cave again after all those con- 
turios,” said my wife when she returned. 


“Isn’t it pathetic? Oscar, don’t you 
think wo ought to call on thorn ? ” 

We agreed that it was our duty to 
call on the distinguished cave-dwellers. 
But what ought we to wear? They 
dtossed very simply; I had seen him 
in an old tweed suit and a soft felt hat. 

“And his wife,” Matilda said, “is 
positively dowdy. Bnl, that proves they 
are somebody. Only the very Lost, j 
people can afford to wear shabby clothes 
ill 1 liesn times.” 

We decided that in our case it was 
necessary to recognise the polite usagos 
of society. So my wife wore her foliage 
green silk, and I my ordinary Sabbath 
attire. 

A fragrant odour of vegetables cook¬ 
ing led us eventually to tho little mound 
amidst tho gorse where our aristooiatic 
visitors were temporarily residing. 
There was some diflieulty at first in 
attracting their attention, hut this T 
overcame hy tying our visiting-cards to 
a piece of string and dangling it down 
the tunnel that served as an entrance. 
After coughing several times 1 had a 
bite, and the cave-man showed himself. 

“Hallo! ” J heard him say, laughing, 
“it’s the kind Philistines who gave us 
the vegetables.” Then aloud, “Como 
in. Mind the steps.” 

I damaged my hat slightly against 
tho roof, and J am afraid Matilda’s 
dress suffered a little, hut we managed 
to enter their dug-out. Tho place was 
faintly lighted by a sort of window 
overlooking the third hole of the de¬ 
serted golf course. Our host intro¬ 
duced lus wife. 

“ Wo were not really nervous,” said 
the lady, “ but, a fragment of shell 
came through the studio window and 
destroyed a number of rny husband's 
pictures. Ho is a painter of the Neo- 
Impressionistic School.” 

“What a shame!” said Matilda, 
taking up a canvas. “May 1 look? 
Oh ! how piel ty.” 

“ My worst enemy has never called 
my work that,” said the artist. “ Per¬ 
haps you would appreciate it better if 
you held it the other way up." 

Jf is at a moment like this that my 
wife slimes. 

“I should like to see it in a hotter 
light,” she said. “ But how interesting! 
Everyone paints now - a - day's — oven 
Royalty. My cousin, Bir Etlielwyn 
Drewitt, lias done some charming 
water colours of tho family estates. 
Perhaps you know him?” 

Our host shook His head. 

“ A very old family, like your own,” 
said Matilda.. “ Our ancestors probably 
know each othor in tho days of Ktone- 
heuge. 1, of course, recognised the 
coat-of-arms on your plate.” 

“I am afraid you are in error,” said 


the artist. “ My name is Ritts. And 
I don’t go back beyond my grandfather, 
who, honest man, kept a 'grocer’s shop 
i in Dulwich. Tho jug you've been 
! admiring 1 bought in the Caledonian 
Cattle Market for fifteen shillings.” 

Matilda swooned. Tho air was cer¬ 
tainly very close down thore. 

THE WAIt-DREAM. 

I wish 1 did not dream of France 
And spend my nights in mortal dread 
On miry flats where whizz-bangs dance 
And star-shells hover o'er my head, 
And sometimes wake my anxious spouse 
By making shrill excited lows 
Because it seems a hundred “hows” 
Are barniging tho hod. 

J never fight with tigers now 

Or know the old nocturnal maros ; 
Tho house on fire, the frantic cow, 

The cut-throat coming up the stairs 
Would lie a treat; J almost miss 
That feeling of paralysis 
With which one climbed a proeipico 
Or ran away from bears. 

Nor do 1 dream tho pleasant days 
That sometimes soothe the worst of 
wars, 

Of omelettes and estamincts 

And smiling mauls at cottage-doors; 
But in a vague unbounded waslo 
For ever hide with futilo liusto 
From o il's precisely placed. 

And all the time it pours. 

Yet, if I showed colossal phlegm 
Or kept enormous crowds at bay, 

And sometimes won the D.C.M., 

It might inspire me for the fray ; 

But, looking back, I do not soom 
To recollect a singlo dream 
In which I did not simply scream 
And try to run away. 

And when 1 walco with flesh that creeps 
The only solace I can see 
Is thinking, if the Prussian sloops, 
What hideous visions his must be ! 
Can all my dreams of gas and guns 
Be half as rotton as the Hun's? 

1 like to think his blackest ones 

Arc when ho dreams of me. 

. A.P.H. . 

“ Street lamp-posts in Chiswick are all being 
painted white by female labour.”— Times. 

Tho authorities wore afraid, wo under¬ 
stand, that if males were employed 
they would paint the town red. 

“Four groups of raiders tried to attack 
London on Saturday night. If thoro wore 
eight in each group, this meant thirty-two 
Ciothas.”— Mvcmiuj Standard. 

In view of the many loose and in¬ 
accurate assertions regarding the air¬ 
raids, it is agreeablo to meet with a 
statement that may be unreservedly 
accepted. 
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hoth/cv (whu htM numbered )iia lumjut of sugar with lead jnmr.il). "On, TVf it Ft. Jahws, I AM unahi.h jo J"1N1> Nt'MBEKS 3, 7 AND IS." 


THE DOOR. 

Once upon a time there was a sitting 
room, in which, when everyone had 
gone to bod, the furniture, after its 
habit, used to talk. All furniture talks, 
although the only pieces witli voices that 
we human beings can hear are clocks 
and wicker-chairs. Everyono has heard 
a little of the conversation of wicker- 
chairs, which usually turn upon the 
last person to bo seated in thorn ; but 
other furniture is more self-centred. 

On the night with which wo are now 
concerned the first remark was made 
by the clock, who staled with a clarity 
only equalled by his brevity that it was 
one. An hour later lie would probably 
bo twice as voluble. 

It was normally the signal for an 
‘outburst of comment and confidence; 
but let me first say that the house in 
which this sittiug-room was situated 
belonged to an elderly gentleman and 
his wife, each conspicuous for peaceable 
kindliness. Neither would hurt a fly, 
but since they had grandsons fighting 
for England, honour and the world, it 
chanced that they were tho incongruous 
possessors of quite a number of war 
relics, which included an inkstaud 
made of a steel shell-top, copper shell¬ 
binding and cartridge-cases; a Turkish 
dud from Gallipoli to serve as a door¬ 
stop ; a pencil-ease made of an Austrian 


cartridge from the Carso; a cigarette- 
lighter made of English cartridge-cases; 
and several shell-oases transformed into 
vases for flowers. One of these at this 
moment contained some very beautiful 
late sweet peas, and tho old gentleman 
had made a pleasant littlo joke, after 
'dinner, about sweet poaoe blossoming 
in such a strange environment, and 
would probably make it again the next 
time they had guests. 

You may ho sure that, with the 
arrival of these souvenirs from such 
exciting parts, the conversation of tho 
room became more interesting, although 
it may he that some of the stay-at- 
homes began after a while to feel a 
littlo out in the cold. What was an 
ordinary tablo to say when in com¬ 
petition with a -7o shell-case from the 
Battle of the Marne, or a moro Jubilee 
wedding-present against an inkstand 
composed of articles of destruction from 
Vimy Ridge, which bad an irritating 
way of making tho most of both its 
existences—reaping in two fields—by 
remarking, after a thrilling story of 
bloodshed, “ But that’s all behind me 
now. My new destiny is to prove the 
pen mightier than the sword ” ? Even 
though the Jubilee wedding - present 
came from. Bond Street, and had once 
been picked up and set down again by 
Queen Alkxanuha, what availed that ? 
The souvenir held the floor. 


f Jrodually the other occupants of the 
room had come to let the souvenirs 
uninterruptedly exchange war impres¬ 
sions and speculate as to how long 
it would last- a problem as to which 
they were not moro exactly informed 
than many a human wiseacre. Under 
cover of this kind of talk, which is apt 
to become noisy, the humdrum of the 
others, the chairs and tho table and 
tho mantelpiece, and tho pacific orna¬ 
ments, and the mirror, could chat in 
their own mild way : the wicker-chair, 
for example, could wonder for the 
thousandth time bow long it would 
bo before the young Captain sat in it 
once more; and the mirror could re¬ 
mark that that would he a happy 
moment indeed whon once again it 
hold the reflections of the Lieutenant 
and liis Jin nr o’, who was one of tho 
prettiest girls in the world. 

“ Do you think so'? ” the knob of tho 
brass fender would inquire. “To mo 
she seemed too fat and her mouth was 
very wide." 

“But that’s a fault,’' the tongs 
would rojly, “ that you find with 
every one." 

To return to the night of which I 
want particularly to speak, no sooner 
hail the clock made his monosyllabic 
utterance than "lam probably unique,” 
the Vimy Ridge inkstand said. 

I “ How? ” the cigarette-lighter sharply 
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Jlntlei \thr family hitninij come thnni to the /.itclirii dunny on oil i.inl). " 1 Yht::i,i\—\ s mils nK\N(>\ I don't oiijmct to. Hut what 
I CAN'I' STAND is IlItAVADO." 


inquired, uniqueness being one of bis j 
own chief claims to distinction. 

“Strange,” said the inkstand, “the! 
blacksmith who made me was not blown 
to pieces. The usual tiling is for the 
shell to he a live one, and no sooner 
does the blacksmith handle if than lie 
and tho soldiers who brought it and 
several onlookers go to glory. The 
papers aie ftdl of such incidents. Hut 
in my easo • no. I remember,” the ink¬ 
stand was continuing— 

“Oh, give us a rest,” said the shell 
door-stop. “If sou know how tired I 
was of lioaring about the War, when 
there's nothing to do for ever but stop i 
m this study room. And to mo it’s 
particularly galling, because I never 
exploded at all. I failed. For all 
tho good we are any more, we- -we 
warriors—we might as well bo mouldy 
old fossils liko tho homo-grown things 
in this room, who know of war or excite 
lnent absolutely nothing.” 

"That's where you're wrong,” said 
a quiet voice. 

“ Who's speaking?” the shod asked. 

“ I am,” said the door. “ You 're 
quite right about yourselves • you War 
souvenirs. You’ve done. You can still 
brag a hit, hut that’s all. You 're out 
of it. Whereas I—1 'in in it still. 1 
can make people run for thoir lives.” 

“ How '! ” asked the inkstand. 

"Bocauso whenever I hang,” said the 
door, “ they think 1 'm an air-raid." 


CUSS-CONTROL. 

I found myself, some time ago, 
drawing too fond of cuss-words, so 
I made a vow to curb my passions 
And put my angry tongue on lations. 

As no Coni roller yot exists 
To frame, those necessary lists, 

I had myself to pick and choose 
The words that 1 could safely use. 

Four verbs found favour in my sight, 
17*., “drat” and “dash” and “blow" 
and “ blight ” ; 

While"blithering" and “blinkin' " were 
My only adjectival pair. 

I freely own that “dash " and “drat” 
At times sound lamentably Hat; 

And “ blight ” and “ blow ” don’t some¬ 
how seem 

(,hiite adequate to every theme. 

When you are wishful to ho withciing 
'Tis hard t<? ho confined to “ blither- 
»"g.’ 

And to express explosive Blinkin' 

One longs for some relief from 
“ blinkin’.” 

Still Mr. Balfour, so I hear, 

Seldom goes furtlior than “ O dear 1" 
While moments of annoyance draw 
“ Bother ” at worst from Bon Ait Law. 

Hence, if our leaders in their style 
Are able to suppress their bile, 


| And practise noble moderation 

In comment and in objurgation, 

i 

j Why should not 1, a doggerel hard, 
j All i'utile expletives discard, 
i \nd discipline my restive soul 
1 With salularv cuss-control? 


Errare est Diabolicum. 

From the Indian author of an Anglo- 
vernacular text-hook: — 

j “ As the kook had to go through the press in 
1 haste 1 ain sorry to write to you that there are 
some printers’ devils, especially in Knglish 
sjudling." 

" Nelson himself being a Suckling on his 
mother’s side.’’— Observer. 

We can not know too much about the 
early history of our heroes. 

“Captain William Redmond, son of Mr. • 
John Itodmond, has been awarded tho D.S.O. 

11c was commanding m a fierce light, and 
was blown out of a shell hole, sustaining a 
sprained knee and ankle. He rallied his moil, 
and by promptly forming a defensive flanlc 
saved his part of tho lino.”— Daily Hxyress. 

This must have been in Sir Walt hr 
Scott’s proleptie mind when ho wrote 
(in Jiokeby ): -• 

“ Young Bodmond, soil'd with smoko 
and blood, 

Cheering his mates with heart and 
hand 

Still to make good their desperate 
stand.” 




















































PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.— Octoheb 10, J9I7. 


. feS} 






>'■. v 


RV VC.-,- <y 




\ yj 






l-.., A 


f' fl 




.'V: 5 




82/ 






iU 


Mr, 






Win 


&>.# 




A^ 






If 


tS^g'.V’- ' 


’24?' 


iHI 'i I' 


,- ..- £»■ ^ _ 




S^> // 


«*' 

C 

,£> ' 


^//« 




I 




I! I 


■ 




H! 


m 


?$% 




1 ".!■ :.•?* 


S»VTn 


t' 


v»> ; . 


£i'.i 


-Am 


--Sfwv- 


\\ 


- - -; —- 






.'A 


' 'S''- - \ 

a\"\\ 


.‘V'WY 


u>' 


\ Vv > v 


// 


' /■' /- \ N v 


\' A %ii8* 


:"\i 


AUU' 


r-^ 


V v 




■/■.. -n 






At, 


r/,. 


A BIRTHDAY GREETING FOR HINDENBURG. 

F.-M. Sat Douglas Haig (sings). “0 I’LL TAK’ THE HIGH ROAD 

AN’ YE’LL TAK’ THE LOW ROAD ....’’ 

[Tho enemy has been fighting desperatoly to prevent us from occupying the ridges above the Yprcs-Mouin road, and so 
foroing him to face tho winter on tho low ground.] 



















INFORMATION TO THE ENEMY. 

Wije. "I C'U. IT SlMI'l.Y K'JANDAl.Ot'rt THAT THE I’U’l-.ltS SHOULD BE ALLOWED TO riiBLISII THE DATES WHEN THE MOON IS FIJI.I,.” 


voico calling down celestial fury upon 
thorn, would signalise a hit. 

Tlio Adjutant was for having Oswald 
moved on; we should bo missing things 
presently, he warned—saddle-blankets, 
rifles, horses, perhaps the portcullis. 
However, the O.C. would have none of 
it; ho maintained that this constant 
menace at our gates kept the sentries 
on the qui vive. and accustomed them 
to practically Active Service conditions. 

| loop-holes (through which to pour hot which provided him with companj | So all the summer the wigwam 

i porridge on invaders), an oubliette (for and conversation. remained on the turf-patch and the 

bores) and a portcullis. • The donkey browsed, unfettered, J sentries on the qui tuve. 

In spite ol those conveniences our: about the roadside, taking the weather i IIow Oswald existed is a mystery-- 
fortress is past its prime and a modern as it came; but Oswald and the dog,. probably on manna, for he toiled not 
burglar would treat it as a joke. It is degenerates, sheltered under a wigwam ] noil her span, and if he stole for a living 
so weak in its joints that when the of saplings and old sacks. [ it was not from us. 

wind blows it shakes like a jelly, and The wigwam being four feet long j He spent his mornings in bod, liis 

wo luue to shave with safety-razors. and Oswald six, he had to telescope j afternoons reclining on the hank behind 
In a small villa opposite lives Freddy, like a tortoirfb to got fully under cover; j his residence, pufling at his dudheen and 
our married subaltern, and Mrs. Freddy, sometimes ho forgot his feet and left watching our recruits going through 
On a patch of turf up a neighbouring them outside all night in the dew, but, the hoops with tho amused contempt 
lane Oswald and Co. took up their rosi- as ho had no hoots to spoil, this didn’t that a gentleman of leisure naturally 
deuce this summer. mailer much. feels for the working classes. : 

The troopers called him Oswald for Not having any business to attend At the end of September, Freddy, 
some unknown reason, but I doubt if to he lav abed very late. Our troopers, the Benedick, finding himself in the 
that was his baptismal name, and 1 riding at ease cu rontr. to the drill orderly-room and forgetting what had 
doubt if ho was over baptized. grounds, would toss their lighted cigar- brought him there, applied for leave 

Oswald was a tall bony grizzled child ette-ends at the protruding bare feet, as a matter of habit, and, walking out 
of the Open. A grizzled head telescoping out of the again, promptly forgot all about it. 

Years ago he would have been dis -1 other end of the wigwam and a husky Freddy is given*that way. Apparently 


OSWALD AND CO. 

Wn live in a fortress on the crost of 
, a hill overlooking a little Irish town, a 
centre of the pig ami potheen industries. 

! Tho fortress was, according to tradition, 

| built by Ihu.iN Hour, renovated by Sir 
I Wai/ikk IIai.kuih (the tobaelonisl, not 
the professor) and brought, up to date 
by Oi.tvkh OuomwujJj. It has dun¬ 
geons (for keeping the butter cool), 


missed briefly as a tramp, hut we know 
better now ; we have read our Georgian 
poets and we know that such folk do not 
perambulate the country stealing fowls 
and firing ricks from any dislike of I 
settled labour, hut because they have I 
heard the call of far horizons, belles ■ 
cloilcs and great spaces. 

The Co. consisted of a woolly donkey 
which carried Oswald’s portmanteau 
when lie trekked, and a hairy dog 
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the Orderly Room was finding lime 
heavy on their hands that morning, for 
machinery whs set in motion, and in 
duo course the astonished Freddy dis¬ 
covered himself with permission to go 
to blazes for seven days and a warrant 
to London in his pocket. 

He capered whooping homo to his 
villa, told Mrs. h'reddy to pack her 
toothbrush and como along, and the 
mail boro them hence. Next day the 
weather broke, the sky turned upside 
down and emptied itself upon us, the 
parade ground squelched if you trod 
on it, the gutters failed to cope with 
the rush of business, and the roads ran 
in spate. 

The post-orderly, splashing back to 
barracks, report od the disappearance 
of Oswald and Co. 

Wo determined that they must have 
been washed out to sea and pictured 
them astride the wigwam in a beam- 
roll off Kinsale, keeping a watchful eye 
for U-boats. 

We bad seven days of unroliovod 
downpour. On the morning of the 
eighth, Freddy and wife returned from 
leave, and, opening the front door of the 
villa which tlioy discovered they had 
forgotten to lock in the delirium of 
their departure -stepped within. At 
tho sumo moment, Oswald, the lmiry 
dog and tlio woolly donkey heard tho 
call of the great spaces, and, opening 
tho hack door of the villa, stepped with¬ 
out and departed for haunts unknown. 

Freddy in a high state of excitement 
came over (o tho Mess and told us all 
about it. 

Ho himself had been all for slaying 
Oswald on the spot, he said, hut Mrs. 
Freddy wouldn't hear of it. 

“She says lie hasn’t stolen any¬ 
thing,” Froddy explained. “She says 
he was only stalling with us, in a 
manner of speaking, and was quite 
right to take his poor old dog and 
donkey under cover during that rotten 
weather, she says -so that's the end 
of it.” 

Rut it wasn't the end of it; Freddy 
had reckoned without his other O.C. 
Here was a hoaveu-sent opportunity 
of training tho men under practically 
Activo Service conditions, scouring the 
country after real gamo ~ Ho! toot the 
clarion, bolt the drum! Root and 



linnicut Lilllll “OS COEKS1’. I UNIIKIISTVM) MUX MUST MUSIC WIIII.K DOINli si CIl HOT 
AND HEAVY WOHK. BUT MUST IT KB Dim It ? CAN’T TULA - MUNK \V Vl'Ull" 

Mechanic. “ I'us, i,u>v, Tirr.v can duink watch, m it (eonfntentiallg) IT muss ’em So 
CUDDY.” 


to the description of our friends tho Journalistic Candour. 


enemy, and returning them, dead o 
alive, to our little fortress, will he hand 
somely and gratefully rewarded, 

Pati,ani>ek. 

1 Bo heat at hearth anil to slril. 

occasionally.’’ - Sheffield Daily Telegraph. 

A case for tho N.S.P.C.C. 


“T\T. Kerensky lias announced Unit all 
loaders of tho revolt will bo tried by eourt- 
martin 1, and lias indicated that a determined 
end will Iw pill to tho present state of allairs 
by tho most drastic means. Add Russian 
Fudge matter. ulikwtStdbelo ” 

Adelaide Itegisler. 

Wo have lately read a good deal of 
“Russian Fudge matter.” 


saddle 1 Hark away ! 

So now we are out scouring the 
country for Oswald and Co., one hun¬ 
dred men and horses, caparisonod like 
Christmas-trees, soaked to tlio skin, fed 
to the teeth. And Oswald and Co.— 
where are they ? Wo cannot guess, and 
we are very vory tired of practically 
Active Service conditions. 

Oyez, Oyez, Oyez I Anyone finding 
three children of tho Open answering 


Appended to a quotation from The 
Globe on Gorman intrigues with the 
Vatican:— 

“[Note: Tho above is obviously from tho 
pen of Mr. I,. J. M.ixse, tho editor of the 
National licriew, who, ns recently announced, 
lias become associated with tlm editorial 
direction of tho Pope.| ’’ 

Manchester Evening Chronicle. 
In pursuance of this arrangement His 
Holiness will in future take the stylo 
of Pontifex Maxseinus. 


“ I’umiEN \dk Coni;euts, Queen's Haul. 
Sir Hear) J. Wood, Conductor. 

Mondays—Wagner. -?-?—?-- 

Tuesdays - Russian. eymfwypo——- 

Wednesdays—Symphony, cmfwypemfwvfg 
Thursdays—Popular. cui f wypcm fwy epp wf 

Fridays - Beethoven. cmfwypomfwyy 

Saturdays— Popular. cmfwypoinf-’’ 

The Star. 

A sporting offort to reproduce tho effect 
of the barrage obbligato. 
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Footpad. “I UK AH A CYCLIST COMINH. I’LL II’SLT 
HIS HIKE, AND THEN-” 


JiUT IT VVAH Mil. TUHKH-CaINK, THE ALLOTMENT ENTHUSIAST, llETUKNlMi 
FROM HIS LA BOOHS. 


TO AN INFANT GNU. 

Thomas (that may not bo thine actual name 
But it will serve as well as any oilier), 

There be coarse souls to whom all flesh is game, 
Who do not hail tlieo as a now-born brother 
But merely as a thing at which to aim 
Their fratricidal guns; they simply smother 
The senso, which 1 for one cannot eschew, 

Of soul relationship 'twixt man and gnu. 

’Tis not, O surely not, for such as these 

Those baby limbs are flung in lightsome capers; 
Those puny hloatings wore not meant to please 
Facet ions writers for the daily papers; 
l/ot baser beasts inspiro tho obvious wheeze, 
Wombats and wart-hogs, tortoises and tapirs; 
These lack the subtle spell thy presence flings 
About tho spirit tuned to higher tilings. 

Well could I picture thoo, a dusky sprite, 

With Dryad hoofs on Thracian ledges drumming, 
When day is slipping from tho arms of night 

And all the hushed leaves whisper, "Bail is coining! 
And thou before him, leaping with delight, 

Stirring all birds to song, all bees to humming 
And buds to blossoming—but lo! at band 
A tablet reads, “ ('. Gnu. Nyusmiluiul." 

Tims they’ve described thy formidable sire, " 

A whiskered person with a chronic liver. 

1 feed him biscuits to appease liis ire; 

TIo eats the gift but fain would bite the giver. 

His oye is red with reminiscent fire, 

Ilis thoughts are by the great Zambesi River 
Where hides the hippopotam, huge as sin, 

And slinking leopards with the dappled skin. „ 

No couches of the nymph and Bassarid, 

Or thymy meadows such as Simois glasses, 

Lured his exulting feet, my jocund kid, 

But veldt and kloof and waving jungle grasses, 


Whoie lurk the python with unwinking lid, 

And tho lean lion, growling, as ho passes, 

Jlis futile wrath against the hoarse baboons 
That drape tho rocks in chattering platoons. 

Free of tho waste he snuffed tho breeze at morn, 

The fleet-foot peer of sassahy and kudu ; 

The hunting leopard fearod his bristling horn, 

The foul hyierut voted him a hoodoo; 

Browsing on tender grass and cariiol-thoru 

lie roamed the plains, as all right-minded gnu do ; 
But now he eats the bun of discontent 
That once was lord of half a continent. 

And thou, my child, to whom harsh fate lias dealt 
A captive’s birthright—thou wilt never scamper 
With winged feet across tho windy veldt, 

Where are no crowds to stare nor bars to hamper ; 
Thou wilt not ring upon the rhino’s pelt 

In wanton sport. But there—why put a damper 
On thy young spirits by recounting what 
Africa is but Regent’s Bark is not. 

, It would hut grieve tlieo, and, moreover, I 

Note that thy young attention’s growing looser. 

A pioee of cake? O lie 1 my Thomas, lie! 

The keeper said, " Please not to food the gnu, Sir.” 
And yet it seems a sliauio to pass thee by 
Without somo slight confectionery douceur ; 

So here’s a bun ; and lot this thought obtrude: 

What matter freedom while there’s lots of food! 

_ALGOL. 

Pro-Germanism in Kensington. 

“At St. Mary Abbot’s, in Kensington, tho organist played hymns 
for two hours during tha Sunday raid, in which the congregation 
.joinod.”— Daily Mirror. 

| The rumour that in consequence of the recent invasion 
| of a popular sea-coast resort by denizens of the East End 
; the local authorities have decided to change its name to 
j “ Brightcliapel ” is at present without foundation. 
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TRIALS OF A CAMOUFLAGE OFFICER. 

C. Officer. “Now then, what’s the meaning of this?" 

C. Painter. "I WAS TELLING ’IM ’E DIDN’T KNOW NOTHING ABOUT CAMKRFI.AUOP., Sill, AND ’E RAYS, ‘HO, DON’T 1? I ’JX BOOM SHOW 
YEK. I’LL MAKE YICll SO’S Y10U OWN MOTHER WON’T KNOW’ YEU’; AN’ ’E VI'S WITH THE l'AINT-UUCKET ALL OYER ME, Sill." 


L’AGENT PROYOCA TE UR. 

A short while ago the following 
advertisement appeared in the “ l’er- 
sotial’’ column of The Times 

“Artist (88), literary, travelled, mentally 
isolated, would appreciate brilliant, interest¬ 
ing correspondents ; writers’ anonymity ob¬ 
served." 

Now thereby hang many tales (nono 
of them necessarily time). Here is one 
of them. 

The . Colonel of the Blank-blank 
Blankshires exclaimed (as all proper 
Colonels arc expected to do), “ Ha!” 
Carefully marking with a blue pencil a 
small paragraph on the front page of 
The Times, he threw it on the table 
among the attentive Mess and suorted. 

“ Ha ! A Cuthbert — a genuine 
shirker! I think some of you might 
oblige the gentleman.” 

Then he stepped outside and wont 
into the seventh edition of his impres¬ 
sionist sketch, “ Farmyard of a French 
Farm," with lots of BBB pencil for the 
manure heap. He was a young C.O. 
and new to the regiment. 

The Mess “ curried on " the conversa¬ 
tion. 

“ I ’ll write to the blighter,” shouted 


the Junior Sub. “I’ll be an awf’lly 
‘ interesting correspondent.’ ” 

“ And a brilliant one V ’,’ queried the 
Major. 

“ A Verey brilliant one, Sir,” assorted 
the Sub., giving a sample. 

“ Tliis sort of slacker,” said the 
Senior Captain bitterly, as with infinite 
toil ho scraped tho lust of the glaze 
from the insido of the marmalade pot, 
“is the sort that doesn’t realise that 
there's a war on.” 

“ Don’t you make any mistake,” said 
tho Major, “he knows, poor devil! 
1 ’m going to write to him and say, 
‘When I think of the incessant strain 
of the trench warfare carried on with 
inadequate support by you civilians of 
military age against the repeated brutal 
attacks of tribunals, I marvel at tho 
indomitable pluck you display. In your 
placo I should simply jack it up, plead 
ill-health and get into tho Army.” 

“I 've got an idea," said the Junior 
Sub. joyously. 

“ Consolidate it quickly,” said the 
Adjutant, “ and prepare to receive 
counter-attacks. Yes ? ” 

“ I’ve never yet been allowed to ex- 
| plain my side of that confounded affair 
: of the revetments. I '11 tell it all to 


Cuthbert. He 'll sympathise with me. 

1 ’ll tell him all that the C.O. said ami all 
that I should have liked to say to tho 
C.O. To pour out one’s troubles into 
a travelled literary bosom — what a 
relief! ” 

“ That's rather an idea,” said the 
Senior Captain. “ 1 nurse a private 
grief of my own beneath a camouflage 
of- of persiflage. I think 1 shall ask 
Cuthberl's opinion, as an artist, of a 
brother artist wlfo himself does per¬ 
fectly unrecognisable sketches of farm¬ 
yards he waved a golden - syrup 
spoon towards tho Colonel and the 
manure-heap — “ and yet demands a 
finnieking and altogether contemptible 
realism in tho matter of trench maps. 
Pass the honey, please.” 

“It seems to me," said tho Major 
reflectively as ho rose from table, 44 that 
‘Artist, 33, literary, travelled, montally 
isolated’ (one) is going to he buried 
beneath the weight of the world’s i 
grievances—or the grievances of this 
battalion, at any rate.” 

“ It’s tho same thing,” observed the 
Senior Captain gloomily. “ Isn’t there 
any preserved ginger ? Lord, what a 
Moss 1 ” 

Weary Williams, a time - expired 
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Second Lieutenant.--a tickot-of-leavo 
man, as it wore, without a ticket-of- 
leavo—who had onco commanded the 
remnants of two companies with honour 
but not with acknowledgment, poised i 
a fountain-pen, inquiring casually, 

“ What was it the O.O. said about the 
destruction of Ypres? Ah, yes ” (and 
lie began to write), “a llrobdniijniujnni 
act of brarliyccjdiuhc brutality. . . 

At breakfast about a week later tho 
Colonel seemed to ho enjoying his 
immense pile of eoi respondenco so 
heartily that many of the Mess, com¬ 
paratively letterless as they were, 
directed glances of injured interest to 
wards him of rather deeper interest 
than was warranted hv military discip¬ 
line or civilian brooding (which are, of 
course', the same virtue in diffeionl 
forms). 

Then, presently, as ho put down one 
letter and opened another, tho Major 
was soon to stiffen and the .1 tinier Sub, 
to wilt. The attention of the table 
became as fixed and frigid as that of 
the midnight sentry at a loophole. The 
Colonel toyed happily with another 
lottor (while tho Senior Captain made 
a careful census of the grounds at tho 
bottom of Ids coffee-cup), took tho 
range of the manure-heap outside the 
window from the angles of the table- 
legs, rose, and departed with his cor¬ 
respondence, summoning Williams to 
follow him. 

Outside tho Weary Olio waited 10 
spoctfully for tho Colonel to speak. 

“So you saw through my camou¬ 
flage?” said tho latter thoughtfully. 

“ Yes, Sir.” 

“ How did you do it ? ” 

“ Well, Sir, to mention only the 
internal ovidonce—an ‘Artist’” — 
Williams waved his hand expressively 
towards the manure-heap, “‘thirty- 
throe’--Olio of flic youngest C.O.’s in 
the Army, J believe?” Tie bowed 
politely. *' 

“Ha! ” said the Colonel. 

“‘Literary’- l remombor your stop¬ 
ping Captain Jones’s leave for a split, 
mlinitivo in a ration return. ‘Tra¬ 
velled’ -you have travelled in Turkey, 
l think, Sir ? ” 

The Colonel, who had been blown 
out of a trench at Krithia, nodded 
shortly. 

“ ‘Mentally isolated’ -I’m afraid,Sir, 
our Mess doesn’t afford very much for 
a mind like yours to bite on. I’m 
afraid, too, that such correspondence 
as— as mine, for instance—can hardly 
lie called either brilliant or interesting.” 

“ 1 don’t know,” said tho Colonel. 
“That was a very good bit about the 
destruction of Ypres. What was it?’ 
—Ha, yes— A lliobdnignagian act—” 


“-—of brachyccphalic brutality, Sir. 
But that w r as not original.” 

“If you can’t be original your¬ 
self,” said the Colonel kindly, “ tho noxt 
best thing is to ([lioto from thoso who 
can.” 

“That’s what 1 thought, Sir.” 

“Ila! Well, of course tho writers’ 
anonymity must he observed—that’s a 
point of honour. Still, 1 think, Wil¬ 
liams—1 have been asked to recom¬ 
mend mi intelligent officer for a staff 
appointment—that if I wore to name 
you I should not go far wrong. And— 
or if you are ever asked for an opinion 

of the destruction of Ypres-” 

“1 shall remember to give the refer¬ 
ence, Sir. Thank you, Sir.” W. U, 

A TROPICAL TRAGEDY. 

On the tesselated slopes 
Of the Isle of Tapioca, 

Whe.ro tho azure antelopes 
Haunt tho valley of Avoca, 

Dwelt the maid Opoponax, 

Only child of Ibex lvoax, 

Far renowned in song and saga, 
Ruler oi ten million blacks, 

Emperor of Larranagn. 

She could play the loud jamhoon 
With a fervour coryhantic; 

She could hurl the macaroon 
Far into the mid-Atlantic; 

Moic self-helpful than a Smiles, 

She could ride on crocodiles, 

Catch the fleetest llying-iishes ; 
She could cook, like Eustace Miles, 
Wondrous vogetariau dishes. 

In the cool of eventide, 

Gracefully festooned with myrtle, 
Tn her sampan she would glide 
Forth to spear the snapping turtle; 
And her voice was blinding sweet, 
J’leiomg as the parrakcot,, 

Fruity as old Manzanilla, 

Willi a xoupcon of the bleat 
Of tho African gorilla. 

Eligible swains in shoals, 

\ letims to her fascination, 

'L asted her in flowing howls 
Far beyond all compulation ; 
There was valorous llupu, 

Xingnlong and Tiinbalu, 

Aiuftho peerless Fopocotl, 

Who had gained a triplo blue 
For Ins prowess with the boltlo. 

But Opoponax, whoso mind 
Soared above her native tutors, 

Importurhahly declined 

All these brave and dusky suitors. 
Finally she hailed a tramp 
And, contriving to decamp 
To tho shores of Patagonia, 
Finding them too chill and damp, 
Perished of acute pneumonia. 


In an even darker doom 
Tapioca’s greatness ended, 

For her father to tho tomb 

By swift leaps and bounds de¬ 
scended ; 

Xingalong and Timhalu 

Both wore slaughtered hy llupu, 
Who was slain hy Popocoll, 

Who himself soon after slow 
With an ompt.y whisky bottle. 

Every lalo, we often hear, 

Ought to have a wholesome moral; 

And this truth is just as clear 
In tho land of palm and coral; 

For this liagedy in tones 

Louder than a megaphone’s 

Warns us that two things arc 
risky, 

If you dwell in torrid zones 

Change of climate, love of whisky. 

What to do with our Spare Teeth. 

From the window of an emporium of 
ivory in tides :— 

“ IVsroMUKK’ Own Ti sks ]\[oi:ntii>.” 

“ llailv morning housework; wanted at 
once, temporarily respectable person.’’ 

Jl/n Idlesc.r County Turn's. 
Everything is temporary in war-time. 

From a drapery firm’s advertise¬ 
ment :— 

“ We are the liub-lml> of the Universe." 

A distinct infringement of tho Kaiser’s 
prerogative. 

“Tho pilot of lliu Sopvvith single-seater 
aeroplane dropped bis bombs and made off 
safidy through a hail of uuli aireraft shells, 
but lmt befmo his observer bad been wounded 
in the arm .”—Daily K.rpwss. 

It is inferred that the observer, in 
default of other accommodation, was 
sealed upon the pilot's knoe. 

“ Many an Englishman who disliked hunt- 
ing or shooting in .Inly, JIM4, would have 
chuerfulJ} pressed a hut ton if lie could thereby 
kill 100,000 Germans of militant iigo in July, 
1015 .”—The English llevivie. 

But then, of courso, thero is no close 
time for Germans. 

‘ 1 We were pleased to meet here lately Captain 

-, K.E., who him been in franco sinco 

near a couple of years and 1ms scon consider¬ 
able service m 11 ,M. forces. Uo left last woclc 
on routo for hi hello l'Tancaiso. Wo wish the 
gallant olficor all future military success.” 

bicatch l’aper. 

Our best wishos for tho lady, too. 

“ Wo have sunk more German submarines 
than over before. Tho Admiralty has bogun 
to see its way to reduce the danger to propor¬ 
tions, normal and negotiable, liko other 
dangers. If that is done within tho next 
months the British flee will have gained tho 
most memorable, though the least evident, 
victory in all its annals."— Observer. 

Good old insect! But what an odd 
way to spell it. 
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A CONSIDERATE FOE. 

"Is IT SAFK NOW, MlKTKIt?" “ VkS IT WAS ALI, t'l.KAK AT S.20." 

“CiOOll ON 'JIM ! Jkst cave my oi,e man time to hit ’is finai ." 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Stuff of Learned Clerks.) 

Mrt. Stephen McKenna, with tho blushing honours of 
Soilia still fresh upon him, has now turned his pen to a 
tale of farcical advotituro, the result being Ainety-Sir 
Hours' Leave (Methuen), and T could find it in my heart 
to regret it. Bocauso, to speak frankly, tho present volume 
will do little to add to the reputation so deservedly won by 
tho other, it is a tangle of complications, which, since they 
havo nothing solid to rout upon, begin by baffling, and end 
by boring, tho roador who strives to keep pace. with thorn. 
A young officer, wishful to dine at a smart hotel and 
having no appropriate clothes, is struck with the idea of 
protending to bo a foreign royalty, and thus incapable of 
sartorial indiscretion. And, as all sorts of assassins and 
undesirable aliens happened to bo waiting about to kill the 
man whose stylo ho borrowed, you can make a fair guess at 
tho subsequent action. There is much dialogue, most of it 
sparkling, though oven hero 1 have to report criticism from 
a young friend to whom 1 introduced tho story, lie said, 
“People don’t talk like that really.” Which happens to 
bo undeniably true. Thus, while giving Mr. McKenna 
credit for an active invention and somo really witty turns 
of phrase, I fear I must repeat my warning that as a 
farceur he is below bis best form. 

The clever lady who elects to call hersolf “ High Aim I)eman ” 
has already secured a deserved reputation as a writer of 
short stories. Her new book, Under the Hermes (Heine- 
mann), gives us a further selection of tales of various lengths, 


from one that is not quite a novel to others that are as 
brief as ten pages. The themes and settings are equally 
varied ; but all—or almost all- -show tho writer at her best 
m the vigorous, swift and exciting development of some 
dramatic situation. Tho exception, 1 may say at once, is 
the title tale, to my mind a stilled and- in a double sense 
—obviously "studio piece,” quite unworthy of its position 
at the opening of so attractive a volume, where indeed it 
might easily discourage a questing leader. "Mr. Behan” 
is far more fairly represented by such ImIJiunt little minia¬ 
tures of historical romance as (to select throe at random) 
"A Speaking Likeness," "A (lame of Faio” and “Tho 
Vengeance of the Cherry Stone '--slight sketches ranging 
from Prance of the Revolution to mediirval Bologna, but 
each most effective in its vivid colouring and well-handled 
climax. Sinco one of these has lmgcicd lor many years in 
my recollection from some else forgotten magazine, I suspect 
that most of tho tales in the volume may ho making a 
second appearance. Jf so, it is in every way deserved. 

Trench Pictures [row Fumce (Melhosk) is by tho late 
Major William Redmond, M.P., and The Ways of War 
(Oonstahek) is by the late Professor T. M. Kettle, M.I\ 
Both these books arc momoriufe raised to their authors by 
the pious zeal of relations and friends who thought it sharno 
that so much nobility of purpose and generous -ardour 
should go unrecorded in a tribute more permanent than 
tho fleeting memories of contemporary survivors. Both 
Willie Redmond and Tom Kettle wore Irishmen and 
members of the Nationalist Party and were lo that extent 
foes of the British Government; yet, when they were 
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compelled to look the Prussian menace in tho face, neither failed wheu trying to deal with contemporary events I 
the older man nor tho younger hesitated for a moment, cannot he too thankful that this novel is laid in a period 
Each, though there were many reasons that might linve hefore the Germans became an uncivilised nation. Olive, 
pleaded against such a course, “joined up” in an Irish the heroine, a dolightful girl, is the supposititious child of 
regiment, each in duo time went to Branco and each made Sir James Wenboroiujh, whose wife, in his absence and 
the supreme sacrifice, falling with his face to the foe. without his knowledge, secured her as a substitute for 
Neither doubted for a moment that he was serving the their own ehild, who died at its birth. The secret is 
cause of Ireland in lighting against I’russianisni and all disclosed by an unscrupulous minx, who uses tho know- 
that it implies. Their enthusiastic approval of the justice ledge she has oblainod to push her way into tho Wenboroiujh 
of our cause should 1)0 to us a great assurauco. I knew household. Men are not Madame Aubaneki’b strongest 
them both and can say with the most complete sincerity points, but in Ilode.nc.k (liu/e. and Michael Wcnhorovgh we 
that I never know two men bettor lovod by all who had to have well-contrasted characters, and tho worst that can be 
do with thorn or more worthy of this universal affection, said of the n is that they belong to rather stock types. 
It is in every way right that they should he com- Altogether a hook which many people will describe as 
memorated for future generations. Wiui.ih Richmond's “ perfectly sweetbut, because of its sympathetic qualities 
book consists of a series of sketches of the War contributed and sound workmanship, it deserves a more distinctive label, 
by him to The Daily Chronicle. They are written with --— 

great charm and, even in tho gloomiest surroundings, reflect When the loan brown hero with the hawk lip extends an 
the sunny nature of tho man. Them Is a most appro- arm of steel from the six-cylinder Rolls-Royco in which he 
ciative biographical memoir by E. M. Smitu-Rampier, and is lounging and snatches the beautiful mannequin from 
in an appendix will he found the memorable and splendid between tho very jaws of an omnibus, wo realise that wo are 
speech delivered by Wini.ii-: Redmond in tho TTous > of in tho presence of Romance in its purest form. A spin in the 
CormnonsonMareh7th i Bark and a cosy dinner 


of this year—a true j 
salutation in view of 
death. Kettle's hook 
is in the main a reprint 
of articles that reveal a 
brilliant and versatile 
mind.. Mrs. Kkttj.i: 
contributes a very in-; 
teresting and sympa¬ 
thetic account of her 
gallant husband’s life. 
It would have been 
impossible for such a 
man not to have hated 
the German tyranny. 








in a Soho restaurant 
: aro quite sufficient to 
i convince hero and hero¬ 
ine that they are each 
l other’s own. Some 
novelists would let it 
i go at that, but not Air. 

I Arthur Ajtlin, who 
j Ims only got to chap¬ 
ter Tl. and wishes to 
give us value for our 
I money. What’s to 
come is, as Shakspuaue 
says, still uusuro, hut 
j apparently the heroine, 
I who has gone to break 
; the happy news to a 
j poor hut respectable 
I aunt in Devonshire, is 
: met at the country 


Mr. Stacy Aumonikr ■ ’ 1 __ .—- — gSSii ; the happy news to a 

takes for his theme tho ~ ~ — ! poor but respectable 

development of a clever i “° H - vuu AWtul ‘ m,v ,)“ l ’ vl; Ll;I T ' mli in mu uoai>, and now me | aunt j„ Devonshire, is 

neurotic, Arthur Oaffyn , 1 TAI< *’i±_ 0ET A mnc-tuhe. ___ ... 'met at the country 

who stands, in relation to normal life and normal foelings, station by a chauffeur, who calls her “Lady Alice” and 
Just Outside (Methuen)-- -a common modern type, perhaps a waves her towards a largo Limousine. She knows she isn’t 
commoner typo in all ages than the obvious records show. Lady Alice and has no car to meet her, but she hops in 
Tho author handles with real subtlety tho phases of A rthur's nevertheless. She doesn’t know where she is going, but 
marriage with a woman much older than himself, a marriage she is on her way. There is a smash, and when the 
in which the hunger of the woman for love was a greater heroine comes to she is being called Lady Alice in an 
factor than the not deeply stirred passion of tho man. Then, ancestral castle. Everything has been obliterated from 
with the appearance of tho destined mato, beauty and youth her memory, including her own identity and that of the 


analysis of motive are remarkable. The author lias a real j Who Was Not (Ward, Look), but there is no compelling 

gift for portraiture. In particular he touches in his minor i reason why you should. 

folk with extraordinarily deft defining linos. Perhaps in I - -----—-— 

general there is a little hesitancy in craftsmanship,U slight | Air-Raid Fashion* at Manchester. • 

quavering between tho fashionable modern realism and an “Monday commences tho final week of Sir Thomas Beeuham's 
older romanticism. Rut tho seriousness of his artistic Reason of Nrjhtv Pbomwnade Concerts." - 

intention, the solidity of his work (which is by no moans --- Varus tester City ress. 

to say stodginoss, quite the contrary) will commend “ Wensluydale Blue-Faced Sheep-Breedf-iib' Show." 

Mr. Aumonikr to all who cave to listen to people who have Yorkshire Post . 

the one thing necessary, something to say; and (die other Wo cannot conceive why these breeders should look blue 
thing desirable, a pleasant way of saying it. „ with prices at their present height. 

In its quiet unobtrusive way When Michael Came to Town War-time Frugality. 

a nxenllant srwlnmn nf Madame “ Before an interested and applauding public on tho verandah of the 

(Hutchinson) is a most excellent specimen ot Madame olub . houg6 Mre- MacDonald, who had also provided tea, distributed. 

Alranesi b art. No sound of war is to bo heard m it, ana ^ CU p San d other insignia of victory to tho auccessful competitors.” 
when 1 think how completely some of our novelists have Standard (Buenos Aires). 






CHARIVARIA. 


aboriginal priest now claiming the as "the well-known inventor and pbil- 
Throne has been accustomed to oat anthropist.’’ Ho still invents (his latest 
the flesh of tigers, wolves, leopards, &c., is a gas-thrower,. reportod by the Ber- 


Thb mutiny of the German sailors at the flesh of tigers, wolvos, leopards, &c., is a gas-thrower,, reportod by the Be.r- 
Kiel is now explained; They preferred also the human heart. It is, however, liner Tageblatt to be "a veritable mon¬ 
death to another spoech from the only fair to our own restaurateurs to ster of destruction'’), but has dropped 
Kaiser. * stato that, though China is alleged to the other job. ;; 

* bo on the eve of war, there is as yet no * 

A Constantinople poet lias translated food-control in that country. A swallow-tail butterfly which es- 

the plays of Bhakspeare into Turkish. *..* capod from the Zoo has been re captured 

The rendering is said to be faithful to An unusual scarcity of wasps is ro- at Eastbourne. When caught it gave 
the text, and it is assumed that a keen ported from various parts of tho country, j the policeman to understand that it 
appreciation of Turkey’s military no- Nothing is being done about it. 1 would go quietly, 

oessities alone accounts for his reference *... •' * 

to the “ Swan of Avon ” as the “ Bulbul A calf has been sold for two thousand Two men, we read, took twenly- 
of Potsdam." * ... seven hundred guinoas in Aberdeen- j two hours to chisel a liolo through 

* shire. The plucky purchaser is under- jtlie throe-foot flint concrete roof of the 
The use of flour as an ingredient of stood to have had for some time past Condon Opera House. Tlio report that 

sausages is now forbidden. Young a craving for a veal cutlet. they did this to avoid tho Entcrtain- 


sausages which have 
hitherto been fed on 
broad and milk must 
either ho broken to 
bones or killed for tho 

table. ... * 

1 * 

An optimist writes to 
express the hope that 
by this elimination of 
flour tho dreadful secret 
of the sausage may be 
at last revealed. 

* >e 

* 

The German Govern¬ 
ment has created a Pulp 
Commission. Wo have 
always said they would 
he reducod to it in time. 

* . * 

Tho King of Siam’s 
royal yacht has been 
turned intoacargoboat. 
Reports that the Sacred 
White Elephant has 
been commandeered for 
use as a floating dock 
are still unconfirmed. 






... 

£ 1 / 












The IFif. "Ah, now you 'nr fob it, Ai.bert?” 

Tractor-Driver. “Wot’8 THE MATTER ? " 

The Wit . "Why, you’vk bken and conk and comb on parade 

YOUR SPURS." 


mont Tax has now been 
contradicted. 

* % 

“The American 
Winston Churchill," 
i says The Daily Express, 
i “ has to plod through 
i life without a middle 
name.” Wo all liavo 
our little cross to bear. 
[Even tho Minister op 
j Munitions lias to plod 
through life with tho 
J knowledge that there is 
[another Winston 
j Churchill loose about 
the world. 

* * 

» * 

It is proposed that 
Parliament shall sit 
I from JO a.m. to 5 p.m., 
instead of from 3 to 
11 p.m. We do not care 
for this crude attempt 
to mix business with 
polities. * * 


are still unconfirmed. TA« 1T.A “Why, you’ve been and gone and come on farade without i The Boundary Cora- 

%* I-----_ . - — —-- 1 mission Report advo- 

For giving corn to phoasants a lino A new form of frightfulness is ovi- cates the creation of thirty-one new 
of ton pounds has been inflicted on a dently being practised upon thoir guards M.P.’s. It will boa bitter disappoint* 
merchant of Now York (Lines,) The by our interned IIuus. “ Some of ment for those who wore sanguine 
removal en bloc of this villago from thorn,” says a contemporary, “purchase enough to hope that Redistribution 
the mouth of the Hudson river to its a hundred cigars with a portion of tho would spell Reform, 
present sito should finally convince the one pound a day which is the miserable r . ; i;; 

sceptics of the magnitude of America’s maximum they may spend on luxuries." Tho Government has commandeered 
war effort. .. tit all stocks of rum. Tho rigours of war, 

* “Pooplewho speak of suicide seldom it seems, must ho suffered even by our 
The Vacant Land Cultivation Society do anything desperate,” says a well- little tots. 

offers a prize of ten shillings for the known mental export. So that tho . 1 ■■ 1 

heaviest potato. Some of our most Kaiser’s throat to fight England to “The bridegroom, G ft. U5 ins. in height, 
notorious potato-tellers are expected to the death may be taken for what it is was wearing tho full-dress uniform of » captain 
compete. „ * worth. ** m the Army.' ’-(treat iarmoHlh Independent. 

* * JIo would need it all. 

The provision of steel helmets for the An extraordinary meeting of Gorman -. ----- 

Metropolitan Felice is all right so far Reichstag Members has arrived at the Headline to a description of a recent 

as it goes, but the Force is still asking decision that the Germans cannot hope push:— 

why ft cannot be furnished with some for victory in the field. We see noth* “VONDEllFUL RESULTS." 

protection for its other extremities. ing extraordinary in this. Evening Paper. 

* * *„* The "Hidden Hand’’in tho composing- 

From China It is reported that an Professor Bergen was once described room ’? 


von, own. 


a 
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THE INNOCENTS ABROAD. 

C" StrdfiMilness and righteousiM-ss are the qualities winch tho 
German people value in flio highest degree, and which lune liruiight 
it a good and honourable reputation in the whole world. When wo 
j make experiments in lies and deception, intrigue and low cunning, 
j we slider hopeless and brutal failure Our lies are coarse and im- 
i probable, onr ambiguity is pitiful simplicity. The history of the 
I War proves this by a hundred examples. When our enemies poured 
all these things upon us like a hailstorm, and we eonvineod ourselves 
1 of the effectiveness of such Indies, we tried to imitate them. But 
j these, tactics will not lit the German. We are rough hut moral, wo 
! are credulous hut honest.”- - Iteir l'r.nsnrin,, m “Deutsche Vohht i.”| 

In Eilon bowers, so fair fo him', 

There dwelt, wlnm sin was yet to be, 

A guileless Serpent up a tree, 

Sniffing the virgin breezes; 

Till Eve (the huzzy!), one fine day, 

With ovil purpose came his way, 
j And led that simple worm astray 

i By low and wicked wheezes. 

A Wolf there was, quite sweet and good, 

Till in his path lied Riding-Ilood 
Wont camouflaging through tho wood— 

A brazen littlo terror; 

i Large teeth she had and bulgy eyes 

! And told tho most amazing lies, 

And taught him, in a flowery guiso, 

! The downward route to error. 

1 Of Fritz’s nature, fresh as morn, 

Pure as a babo that’s just boon born, 

Clean as a poodle lately-shorn, 

Those are symbolic aamplos; 

Tho Wolf unversed in specious vice, 

The Serpent with a taste as nice 
As anything in Paradise— 

Debauched by had examples. 

England seduced us. ’Neath her spell, 

Mistress of lies, we fell and fell 
Into tho poisoned sink, or well, 

Of faked and fabulous rumour; 

And tlioro, as wo wore hound to do, 

NVe failed, because we loved the True, 

And loathed tho False as alien to 
Our artless German humour. 

T speak as one who ought to know ; 

Mysolf I triod a trick or so 
i In U.S.A. and had to go, 

Looking absurdly silly; 

| And now against us, big with fate, 

; That Hemisphere has tin-own its weight, 

Both North and South (though up to date 
Wo haven’t heard from Chili). 

Laughter wo’vo earned—a noliln shame! 

Built to achieve a higher aim, 

Wo honest Huns can’t play tho game 
Of shifty propaganda's; 

Henceforth we’d hotter all got hack 
On to tho straight and righteous track 
And help our Hint>eniu:hu to hack 

(If not loo late) through Flanders. 

B .. - o. s. 

"Keil heels were much in evidence, botl* Lady D -and Lady 

C-affected them, and they were to be semi in other unexpected 

places.”— Observer. 

Certainly their use as ornaments in tlfo small of the back 
surprised us a good deal. 


THE CARP AT MIRAMEL. 

flu tho following article all actual names, personal, geographical 
anil rugiiuoiitnl, have been duly camouflaged.) 

The carp that live in the moat of tho Chateau do Mirarnol 
(in tho zono of the armies in France) are of an age and 
ugliness incrodihlo and of a superlative cynicism. One of 
them- local tradition pointed to a one-eyed old reprobate 
with a yellow faco--is tho richer those hundred years past 
by an English peeress’s diamond ring. 

From tho bottom of tho moat one world-war is like 
another, and none of them very different from peace. It 
is but a row of grinning red healthy faces over tho coping 
and a shower of bread and biscuit. 

. When the nightmare of Bonai’Ahtk was ended in the 
Autumn of 1H15, the 22nd K.Tt. Lancers, commanded by 
an English peer, billeted themselves in and around tho 
Chateau do Mirarnol. The English peer, finding time hang 
heavy on his bunds, or my lady’s letters proving insistent, 
senL for her to como out to him at Mirarnol, You could 
do Wat sort of homely thing in 1H15. 

Strtny lady comes to Miramel, and the very first day, as she 
leans out of window in tho round tower, mishandles her 
diamond ring (gift of my lord) and drops it into tho moat. 
Her host, the good Comte do Mirarnol, dredged and drained, 
but no trace of the diamond ring was ever found. But old 
Cyclops, the carp, grinned horribly. 

In duo course my lord and lady went homo to tho Islo of 
Fogs, and thence they sent their portraits to their host as 
a souvenir of their stay. Here indeed the portraits still 
hang, very graceful in tho style of tho period. And to tho 
appreciative visitor Madame do Mirarnol (of to-day) shows 
a raissivo of thanks, written in indifferent bad French, in 
which my lady refers sorrowfully to “ via batjuc diamantee." 

* * * .\i * * 

Once again the 22nd K,R. Lancers arc billet,od in 
Miramel. Tho other day 1 noticed on a worn stone pillar 
at tho great door the following half-obliterated words; -- 

“ E 1 ’ WYNN, pikoman of tho dashing SK2 , > 4 King's Ityol riilgnmet 
of limners. Sept. 1H1D ” ; 

and freshly scratched above the inscription :— 

“ Better at piking than at spoling. 

22 ,,J K.lt. Lnm-ors. Jab. Baiiskt. Sopt. 19X7.” 

Tho old carp seems to be right, and one war is very like 
another. There is no radical change in tho orthography 
of tho 22nd King's Royal Lancers, and somo-ono elso’s wall 
is still the medium for self-expression. 

Old Cyclops must bo throwing his mind hack a hundred 
years or so. There is a rain of bread and biscuits into the 
moat and a ring of red grinning faces above tho coping. 
Yesterday I threw a disused safety-razor blade over tho old 
scoundrel's nose. And “ Bless my soul! ” ho said, as he 
lazily bolted it, “ there hasn't boon such a year for minnows 
sinco 1H15.” 

But Armageddon 1917 holds surprises even for those 
who live at the bottom of a moat. For very early this 
morning a bauble fell into tho meat that Cyclops himself 
couldn't digest. Tho old cynic was found floating, scarred 
holly upwards, on tho surface of the water. 

Tho mess-waiter took charge of tho pcmt-moi tern. Like 
tho Duke of Plaza Toro, he ‘‘likes an interment” and rarely 
misses a last rite. A keon fisherman, ho had little difficulty 
in extracting an exhibit for the Court’s inspection, which 
he unhesitatingly pronounced to bo a diamond ring in an 
advanced state of decomposition. 

The mess-cook, on tho other hand, identified the relic as 
tho stopping, recently mislaid, from one of his back teeth. 

In any case there seems little room for doubt that a 
Hun airman lias avenged the long-dead lady. 






ENIGMA: 

Policeman (on duty at St. Stephen's). “STAND ASIDE, PLEAS! 
Mn. Punch. “WHAT’S HAPPENING?” 

Policeman. “PARLIAMENT REASSEMBLING." 

Mb. Punch. “WHY?” 
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K-r-llim-drirer {in in the. roiidlcsn ::»iui). “’Nine's oj.b rice' uiiu.Y up aiiin-f.vik m tub 'iohth ok thk season." 


I 


THE MUD LARKS. 

Arm the world has marvelled at “ the 
irrepressible good humour ” of old 
Atkins. Every distinguished tripper 
who comes Cook’s-touring to the Front 
for a couple of days dovotes at least a 
chapter of his resultant book to it. 
“ llow in thunder does Thomas do it ? ” 
they ask. “ What the mischief does he 
find to laugh at?" Listen. 

Years ago, when the well-known War 
was young, a great man sat in his 
sanctum exorcising his grey matter. 
He said to himself, “There is a war 
on. Men, amounting to several, will 
bo prised loose from comfortable sur¬ 
roundings and condemned to get on 
with it for the term of their unnatural 
lives. They will ho shelled, gassed, 
mined and bombed, smothorod in mud, 
worked to the hone, bored stiff and 
seared silly. Fatigues will he unend¬ 
ing, rations short, rum diluted, reliefs 
late and leavo nil. Their girls will for¬ 
sake them for diamond-studded muui- 
tioneers. Their wives will write saying, 
‘Little .limmie has the mumps; and 
what about the rent ? Yon aren't spend¬ 
ing all of five hob a week on \oursolf, 
are you ?' This is hut a tithe (or else 
a tittle) of tho things that will occur 
to them, and their sunny natures will 
sour and sicken if something.isn't done 
about it." 

The great man sat up all night chew¬ 


ing penholders and pondoring on the 
problem. The bio idea came with the 
end of tho eighth penholder. 

lie sprang to his feot, fires of inspira¬ 
tion flashing from his eyes, and boomed, 
“ liot there be Funny Cuts ! ”—then 
wont to bed. Next morning he created 
“ I.” (which stands for Intelligence), 
carefully selected his Staff, arrayed 
them in tabs of appropriate hue, and 
i told them to go tho limit. And they 
; have been going it faithfully ever since, 
j What the Marines aro to the Senior 
j Service, “ 1." is to us. Should a Snb- 
! altern come in with tho yarn that the 
j spook of Hindenburo accosted him at 
! Bloody Corner and offered him a cigar, 
or a balloon cherub buttonhole you 
with the story of a Bosch tank fitted 
with rubber tyres, C-springs and hot 
and cold water, that he has seen climb¬ 
ing trees behind St, Quentin, wo retort, 
“ Oli, go and tell it to * I.’ ” and then sit 
hack and see what the inspired official 
organ of tho green tabs will mako of it. 
A hint is as good as a wink to them, 
a nudge ample. Under the genius of 
tlieso imaginative artists the most 
trivial incident burgeons forth into a 
Lk Qukux spell-binder, and the whole 
British Army, mustering about its 
Sorgeant-Majors, get* selected cameos 
road to it every - morning, at roll-call, 
laughs brokenly fnto the jaws of dawn 
and continues chuckling to itself all 
day. Now you know. ; 


Our Adjutant had a telephone call 
not long ago. “ Army speaking,” said tt 
voice. “ Will you send somebody over 
to Rataplan and see if there is a Town 
Major there ? " 

The Adjutant said he would, and a 
N.C.O. was despatched forthwith. Here- 
turned later, reporting no symptoms of 
one, so the Adjutant rang up Exchange 
and asked to hp hooked on to Army 
Headquarters. “ Which branch ? ” Ex¬ 
change inquired. “ Why, really 1 don't 
know—forgot to ask,” tho Adjutant 
confessed. “ I 'll have a try at ‘ A.’ ” 

“ Hollo," said “ A." “ There is no 
Town Major at Rataplan," said the 
Adjutant. “You astound me, Fair 
Unknown,"said “ A.” ; "butwhatabout 
it, anyway ? ” The Adjutant apologised 
and asked Exchange for “Q.” depart¬ 
ment. “ Hollo,” said “ Q." “ There is 
no Town Major at Rataplan,” said.the 
Adjutant. “ Sorry, old thing, whoever 
you aro,” said “ Q.,” “ but We don’t 
stock ’em. Rations, iron ; perspirators, 
box ; oil, whale, delivered with prompti¬ 
tude and civility, but not Town Majors 
—sorry.” The Adjutant sighod and 
consulted with Exchange as to who 
possibly could have rung him up. 

Exehango couldn’t guess unless it 
was “ I."—no harm in trying, anyhow. 

“Hello!" said “I.” "There is no 
Town Major at Rataplan," the Adjutant 
droned somewhat wearily. " Wha-t l ” 
“I.” exclaimed, suddenly interested. 
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Say it again, clearer. “ Kat-a-plan— 
No— Town--Ma-.iok,” the Adjutant 
I repeated. There was a pause; then 
he heard the somebody give off an 
awed “Good Lord!” and drop the 
receiver. Next morning in Funny Cuts 
| (the organ of Intelligence) \vc learned 
that “ Corps Headquarters was heavily 
shelled last night. The Town Major 
is missing. This is evidence that the 
enemy lias brought long-range guns 
into the opposite sector." Followed 
masses of information as to the prob¬ 
able make of tho guns, the sizo of 
shell they preferred, the life-story of 
the Battery Commander, bis favourite 
flower and author. 

The Bosch, always on the alert to 
snaffle the paying devices of an opposi¬ 
tion firm, now has his “ I.” staff and 
Funny Cuts as well. From time to 
time we capture a copy and read this 
sort of thing:— 

“ From agonised screeches hoard by 
one of our intrepid airmen while pa¬ 
trolling over the enemy’s lines yester¬ 
day, it is evident that the brutal and 
relentless British are bayonetting their 
prisoners.” 

A Highland Division, whose star 
pipers were holding a dirge and lament 


contest on that date, aro now ticking 
off the hours to tho next offensive. 

Tho Antrims had a cordon bleu by tho 
: naino of Michael O’Callagan. He was 
1 a sturdy rogue, having retreated all tho 
| way from Mons, and subsequently ad- 
I vanced all the way back to tho Ysor 
with a huge stock-pot on his back, 
from which ho had furnished mysteri¬ 
ous stews to all comers, at all hours, 

, undor any conditions. For this, and 
for tho fact that lie could cook under 
water, and would turn out hot meals 
when other chefs were committing 
suicide, much was forgiven him, but 
ho was prone to look upon the via 
when it was rou/je, and was habitually 
coated an inch thick with a varnish of 
soot and pot-black. One morning he 
calmly hove himself over the parapet 
and, in spite of the earnest attentions 
of Hun snipers, remained there long 
enough to collect sufficient debris to 
boil his dixies. Next day tho Bosch 
Funny Cuts flarod forth scareheads;— 

“ Savages on the Somme. 

The desperate and unprincipled Brit¬ 
ish are employing block cannibal Zulus 
in the defence of their system. Yes¬ 
terday one of them, a chief of incredi¬ 


bly depraved appearauco, was observed 
j scouting in the open." 

| The communique ended with a trea¬ 
tises on the Zulu, its black man-eating 
habits, and an exhortation to “ our old 
Brandonburgers ” not to bo dismayed. 

Patlandeu. 

More Sex Problems. 

From a stock-auction report:— 

“ THE IH'1,1, CAI.VES. 

Till'. HULL CAI.VES. 1 ' 

(Uasqtm Herald. 

Notwithstanding the repetition of this 
statement wo find great difficulty in 
believing it. 

“ SOIiDTEKK’ CHRISTMAS GIFTS. 
Hosting Hates con Jum'T and Salonika.” 

Times. 

It sounds a little like consigning coa' 
to Newcastle. 

“Am Raids. — Peaceful country reutory, 
Hampshire, well out of danger none, can 
receive three or four paying guests. Large, 
garden, beautiful scenery, high, bracing. 
Simple life. * AslO each weekly.”— The Times. 

This enterprising parserr seems to have 
borrowed his recipe for the simple life 
from Guay’s Elegy :— 

Along the cool sequester’d vale of life 
They kept the noiseless tenner of their way. 
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BEASTS ROYAL. 

IV. 

King Henry's Stag-Hound. A.I). 1536. 
Ten pull's upon my mas tor's toos, 

And twenty on Lis sleeves, 

Upon his hat a Tudor rose 
Set round with silver leaves ; 

But never a hunting-spear, 

And never a rowel-spur; 

Who is this that lie calls his Dear ? 
I think 1 will hark at her. 

The Windsor groves weie fiesh and 
green, 

Dangling with Hummer dew, 

When my master rode with his Spanish 
queen, 

And the huntsm n erie I, “ Halloo ! " 
Now never a horn is hoard, 

And never the lances stir . 

Who iH this that he calls his Bird 
1 think 1 will follow her. 

To-night my master walks alone 
In the pleached pathway dim, 

And tho thick moss reddens on the 
stono 

Where she used to walk with him. 
When will lie shout for the glove 
And tho spear of the verdorer 
Where is she gone whom lie called 
his Love'.' 

Bor I cannot follow her. 


SECOND CHILDHOOD. 

I must make a confession to some¬ 
one. I havo wasted raw matei lal which 
is a substitute for something else indis¬ 
pensable for defeating tho Hun, and 
probably traitor is the right name for 
me. I<ot me explain. 

Somewhere in Nutshivo there is a 
place called Cotlcrham. It is one of 
i those little villages which somehow 
nobody ox poets to meet nowadays out¬ 
side tho pages of a Kate ( i keenaway 
painting hook. There is the village 
groen, with its pond and geese and 
absurdly pretty cottages with gardens 
| full of red bergamot and lads'-love, and 
i a little school where tho children are 
I still taught to curtsey and pull their 
\ forelocks when the Squire goes l>y. 
i And beyond the Creon, at the end of 
| Plough Lane and after you have crossed 
! Log-o’-Mutton Common, you come to 
Down Wood, and if you don’t meet 
Little Hed Hiding-Hood on tho way or 
eotuo on Snow White and her seven 
dwarfs, that is only because you must 
have taken the wrong turning after you 
came through tho kissing gato at the 
bottom of Lovers' Lane. I am a native 
of Cottorham, and in my mom reflective 
moinonts I wonder why such an idyllic 
place should havo produced anything 
so unromantic as myself, His Majosty’s 
Deputy Assistant Acting Inspector for, 


All Sorts of Unexpected Explosives. 
Cotterliam still has a large place in my 
affections, and it gave me a consider¬ 
able shock tho other day to get a lotter 
from the Squire, who is an old friend, 
asking me down for a week-end, and 
adding, “You can do a little profes¬ 
sional job for me too. You really will 
ho interested to see what splendid work 
is being done here in your lino of fire. 
The output is some of the best in the 
district. But there lias been trouble 
lately and the leaders of the two biggest 
shifts wore found to have appropriated 
a substantial part of the output to 
their own uses. I shall rely on you 
to straighten things out and suggest 
the right penalties.’’ 

So they were even making munitions 
in Cotterliam. T conjured up visions 
of interminable rows of huts, of thou¬ 
sands of overalled workers swamping 
Plough Lane, trampling the Croon 
brown, scaring the goose, obliterating 
tho immemorial shape of Leg-o'-Mutton 
Common by a mushroom township, 
laying Down Wood low, and coming 
to mo with some miserable tale of 
petty pilfering for my adjustment. I 
must own 1 got out of the train at 
Muddlehampstoad and info the station 
fly feeling distinctly low-spirited. It 
was some consolation to lind that the 
railway still stopped seven miles shoifc 
of my village,though 1 reflected gloomily 
that the place itself was doubtless a 
network of light railways by this time. 
We howled along in stately fashion up 
Plough Lane and past Halfpenny Cross 
to the Manor House with its thatched 
roof and Yirginia-oreepcr all over tho 
porch. The Squire carried me off at 
once for the professional part of my 
visit, hut we foil to talking of Idling, 
which had been good, and cubbing, 
which had been had, and were on to 
Leg ii’-Mutton Common before 1 re- 
mom In-rod to speak of munitions. 

“Not much sign of war here," 1 
saiil with a relieved sigh. “J was 
afraid they'd havo spoilt the dear old 
heath for a certainty. Only don’t say 
it’s Down Wood they 'vo gone to, for 
that 'd be more than 1 could stand. J 
thought there were fairies there long 
after L ought to have been a hard- 
headed young man of six, and if they ’vo 
gone and desecrated that wood with 
factories- 

The Squire smiled. 

“I don’t think I should worry. 
Amongst all your Unexpected Explo¬ 
sives do you happen to condescend to 
have heard of tho gentle horse-chestnut 
and tho school-children that collect 
them 1’ Here are the two delinquents 
1 wrote to you about, and wo 'vo 
caught them in the act. Just look at 
them wasting tho precious things.” 


Two small boys wore playing at 
conkers, two small boys t with very 
earnest faces and grubby clothes which 
never figured in Kate Greenaway's 
pictures, wasting precious material 
which livo-and-thirty other scholars 
were diligently collecting and stuffing 
into sacks. I ought to havo given 
them a lecture on patriotism—the army 
behind tiio Army. But we each of us 
keep one childish passion untamed, 
oven if we are imrouianlic old bachelors, 
and I, 11 in Majosty’s Deputy Assistant 
Acting Inspector for All Sorts of Unex¬ 
pected Explosives and his very loyal 
subject, who have lived for nearly 
half-a-century of Octobers in London 
town—1 borrowed the bigger conker 
and systematically and in deadly 
earnest I fought and defeated the other 
small hoy. 

They say that treason never suc¬ 
ceeds; so perhaps 1 can’t be a traitor 
after all. ■ 

THE UNDISMAYED. 

i s a world of insecurity and change 
if is good to have one bedrock certainty 
upon which tho mind can rest. Thrones 
totter and full; Oommandors-in-chief 
are superseded ; Admirals of tho High 
Fleet are displaced ; in politics leaders 
come and go and reputations pass; in 
ordinary life a thousand mutations are 
visible. But amid all this flux thero 
remains mercifully one resolute piece 
of routine that nothing can alter. 
Whatever may be. happening elsewhere 
in the world—mutinies in the German 
Navy, i evolutions in Russia, advances 
in France, advances in Flanders- - 
Leicester Square keeps its head. Arma¬ 
geddon may ho turning tho world upside 
down, hut it cannot cause those old 
antagonists, Stevenson and Reece, to 
cease their perpetual contest; and if 
the War lasts another ten years you 
will read in The Timex of Oetohor 17tli, 
1!)27, a paragraph to the effect that 
“at the close of play yesterday in tho 
billiard match of 10,000 points up be¬ 
tween Stovenson and Reece, ut the 
Grand Hall, Leicester Squaro, the 
scores were; Reeco (in play), 4,676; 
Stevenson, ‘J,837.” 

Not Cannibals after all. 

" Tim first contingent of tins American troops 
brought food for six months, and hence tho 
fears of tho peasants in France lest they 
should he eaten up are groundless.” 

Adelaide Advertiser. 

“ If tho public continue to spend the same 
Bum of money on bread at 9u. as they did 
when it was Is., it is easy to see that the con¬ 
sumption will rise by a quarter or 25 per 
coat.”—Glasgow Evening News. 

We are always timid about questioning 
a Scotsman’s arithmetic, but we make 
the increase a third, or 33$ per cent. 







CROSS-TALK WITH PETHERTOH. 

Patber£on and I have just emergod 
from another bombardment. Certain 
correspondence in The Surbury Gazette 
and North Herts Courier gave me a 
welcome excuse for firing what I may 
term a sighting shot. I wrote to my 
genial neighbour as follows:— 

Dear Mit. Petherton, —No doubt 
you have soon the recent letters in the 
local paper anent the remains of the old 
Cross, which are at once an ornament 
to Castle Street, Surbury, and a stand¬ 
ing monace to the peace of mind of the 
local antiquarians. 

1 am exceedingly interested in the 
matter myself and feel that the views 
of ono who, I am sure, adds a wide 
knowledge of archaeology to the long 
list of bis accomplishments, would be 
both interesting and instructive to my- 
solf and (if you would allow your viows 
to be published) to our little com¬ 
munity in general. 

If therefore you will write and let 
mo know your opinion on tho matter I 
shall take it as a friondly and cousinly 
(vide certain eighteenth-century docu¬ 
ments in the Record Office) act. 

Yours sincerely, 

Henry J. Foudyoe. 

Potherton replied with a whizz-bang 
as thus:— 

Sir, —I bavo read tho idiotic corre¬ 
spondence to which you refer, and am 
informed that you are the author of 
the screed which appeared in last 
Saturday's issue of the paper. If my 
informant is correct as to the author¬ 
ship of the lottor 1 can only say it is a 

S that, with apparently no know- 
w o of the subject, you should venture 
into print. Anyone enjoying the least 
acquaintance with the rudiments of 
English history would bo perfectly 
aware that the remains have no con¬ 
nection with Queen Eleanor what¬ 
ever. The whoroabouts of all the 
crosses put up to her memory are 
quite well known to archaeologists. 
Yours faithfully, 

Frederick Pethkuton. 

I replied with light artillery:— 

Dear Petherton,—Y ours re the late 
Mrs. Edward Plantaoenet to hand. 

Though not a professed archaeologist 
I do know something of the ruin in 
question,having several times examined 
it and having heard, perhaps, most, if 
not all, the various theories concerning 
it. I have been here a good deal 
longer than you have, I believe, and 
cannot think that you know more of 
the subject than I. 

Have you read Wycherley's treatise 
oh the Eleanor Crosses ? [I invented 



Hr [ cuniio'uscur of wines ). “ Wli STAY HI > SEVERAL DAYS AT an inn in A UTILE 

Gloucestershire villaok, as we found they had such an excellent cellar. ' 
She , "Really! X had no idea the raiders had got so far west as that." 


this monograph for the purpose of in¬ 
ducing Petherton to reload.] If not, 
why not '! Perhaps you would like to 
dispute tho existence of a castle on the 
site where the Castle Farm now stands, 
and whero such shameless profiteering 
is carried on in eggs and butter ? 

liy tho way, how is your poultry ? I 
notice that your seizi&me sidle. rooster 
Wants his tail remodelling. Perhaps 
you aro not worrying about new plum¬ 
age for him till after tho War, though 
it seems like carrying patriotism to 
absurd longlhs. 

Yours sincerely, 

Henry J. Fordyce. 

I hope you will allow your letter to 
be published in The Gazette. 

In reply to this Petherton discharged 
with;— 

Sir,—I am not concerned with the 


castle, which may or may not have 
existed in Surbury, nor am 1 interested 
in your friend's monograph on Eleanor 
Crosses. Other people besides your¬ 
self have tho impudence to rush into 
print on matters of which they are 
sublimely ignorant. 

Perhaps I had better inform you that 
Edward I. reigned at the end of the 
thirteenth and the beginning of the four¬ 
teenth centuries (1272-1307), not in the 
fifteenth, and a very slight knowledge of 
architecture would convince you that 
the Surbury relies are not earlier than 
the fifteenth century. 

Trusting you will not commit any 
further absurdities, though 1 am not too 
sanguine, 

I am, Yours faithfully, 

Frederick Petherton. 

My views are not for publication. I 
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Excitable Lady Ulescribiny to wounded Tummies the appearance of a bomb-hole on the London Front. “You COULD 1IAVM BUltnso A 
HORSK IN IT. Toil NF.VKll RAW SUCH A T1IINO IN YOUR WFK ! " 


prefer not to be mixed up in such a j founded ruin (probably only a simple 
symposium. market-cross) proclaims the dato of its 

It was evident that my neighbour's birUl - Even brokcn , bnial 1UU ] tUo 
weapon was beginning to got heated, tvvo crockets lying on the ground ox- 
so 1 tlickod him with some more light j’ 0 *® your ignorance. Eleanor Cross, 

artillery to draw him on, and loosed 1,11,1 ■ ,, _ 

off with: _ Yours Illy., F. Petiiertox. 


I)eah old Man,- -What a historian 
you arc! You have .Ioiin Hichard 
Green beaten to his knees, Froude 
and Gardiner out of sight, and oven 
the authoress of tho immortal Little 
Arthur could not have placed Eddy J. 
with greater chronological exactitude. 
In fact there seems to bo no subject on 
which you cannot write informatively, 
which makes mo sorry that you will 
not join in the literary fray in tho 
local paper, as it deprives tho natives 
of a groat treat. 

But—there is a but, my doar Fred— 
I cannot admit your claim to superior 
knowledge of the Surbury relics. He- 
member, 1 have grown up with them 
as it were. Yours ever, 

Harry Fohdyce. 1 

Sir (exploded Petherton), — What 
sonsoloss drivel you write on the least 
provocation! Whother you grow up 
with the Surbury relics or not, you 
have certainly decayed with them. 
Every stone that’s left of that con-. 


1 thought it was time to emorge from 
my literary camouflage and lot off a 
heavy howitzer; which 1 did, with the 
following 

1 >kak Freddy, —I am afraid you have 
got hold of the wrong end of the stick 
and laid an egg in a mare's nest. |Those 
mixed metaphors were designed to 
tease him into a further barrage. ] 1 

did not write, and 1 do not romomber 
saying that 1 had writton, tho letter to 
the paper which seems to linvo given 
you as much pleasure as it has given 
mo. 1 had no hand in tho symposium, 
but tho way ^ou havo brought your 
Chesterfield battery into action has 
boon so masterly that I, for one, can 
never regret that you were misinformed. 
I believe tho particular letter to The 
Gazette was writton by one of tho staff, 
a native of tho placo, who probably 
carved his name on tire base in his 
youth, and has felt a personal interest 
in the Cross ever since. I hope with 
this new light on the affair you will 


favour me with your furthor views on 
history and archa'ulogy. 

Yours ever, Harry. 

How lovely the blackberries aro look¬ 
ing after the rain! 

But 1 couldn’t draw J’otherton’s fire 
again, for his gun had been knocked 
out by this direct hit. 

Sugar Control. 

Thanks to tho now sugar regulations 
wo now expect half a pound of sugar 
per head per week instead of half a 
pound of sugar per head por-haps. 

“HOtiS STILL SOARING.” 

Headline in Canadian Paper. 

Tho shortage of petrol seems to havo 
driven them from the roads. 

“Sir John Hare declares that there is no 
truth in the statement that ho is saving ~ 1 
to the stage ."—Bournemouth Echo. 

Personally, we nover bclioved that lie 
would bo guilty of such language. 

“ The only thing which will actually bring 
puaoo is an army of occupation standing on its 
own flat foot, either in Germany or oa the 
German frontier .”—Weekly Dispatch. 

But why this preference for the flat- 
footed ? Are not the hammer-toed to 
havo a chance ? 
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Officer. “1 SAY—LOOK HEBE. I TOI,t> VOl TO <»0 TO I’ADDJSOTON, A NO YOU ’»K KOI NO IN THE OPPOSITE DIRECTION." 

Taxi-Driver. “OBI, BiniiT— mtr, uiuht! You'be u ciiv to ukt a cab at auu, instead op crumblin' abaht where yeh wants 

TER CO TO!" 


THE NEW MRS. MARKHAM. 

CONVERSATION ON CHAPTER LX. 

Mary. I wisli, Mamma, that there 
were not so many shocking stories in 
history. 

Mrs. M. History is, indeed, a sad 
cataloguo of human miseries, and one 
is glad to turn aside from the horrors 
of war to the amenities of private life. 
Shall I tell you something of the do¬ 
mestic hahits of the English in the 
early twentieth con tiny? 

Mary. Oh do, Mamma; T shall like 
that very much. 

Mrs. M. The nobility and the well- 
to-do classes no longer lived shut up 
in gloomy castles, but made a point of 
spending most of their time in public. 
They never took thoir meals at home, 
but habitually frequented largo build¬ 
ings culled restaurants, fitted up with 
sumptuous and somi-Sultanic splen¬ 
dour. In these halls, while tho guests 
sat at a number of tables, they were 
entertained by minstrels and singers. 
It was even said that thoy acquired 
the habit of eating and drinking in 
time to the music. They wore waited 
upon for the most part by foreigners, 
who spoke broken English, and what 
with the babel of tongues, the din of 


the music and tho constant popping of 
corks, for alcohol had not yet been 
prohibited, the scene beggared de¬ 
scription. 

Itichanl. Well, T am sure I would 
rattier dine in our neat little dining¬ 
room, with our silent wireless waiter, 
than partake of the most extravagant 
repasts in those sumptuous halls. 

Oeorije. 1 must just ask you, Mamma, 
about one thing that has all along 
puzzled me very much. What was the 
House of Lords about all this time 
that they let the House of Commons 
govern the country and have thoir own 
way in everything 

Mis. M. I am afraid, my dear George, 
that you are animated by a somewhat 
reactionary bias in favour of feudalism, 
which in your own best interests you 
would do v^ell to curb. It is enough 
to sny that some of the peers supported 
tho House of Commons, and tho ma¬ 
jority were too timid to make any 
stand against the numbers and violonco 
of the other House. Nowadays, thanks 
to the wide diffusion of peerages and 
tho fact that they are conferred far 
moro freely -on persons of advanced 
political views, tips lack of independ¬ 
ence has largely l>een eliminated. 

Itichanl. I aia sure we must all 


thank you for the trouble you took to 
explain about Free Trade and Protec¬ 
tion ; but if you are not too tired will 
you kindly tell us something about the 
learned and clever men who lived at 
this time? 

Mrs. M. You know, my dear hoy, 
that 1 am always happy to impart 
information, and am pleased to have 
such attentive listeners. Tho authoress 
of your favourite poems, Mary, lived in 
this reign. I mean Mrs. Ella Wheeler 
Wilcox. The Ilev. II. G. Wells, tho 
famous theologian who abolished tho 
Latin and Greek grammars; the Bar¬ 
oness Corkscrew—to cull her by the 
name under which she was ultimately 
elevated to the peerage—who wrote so 
many beautiful historical romances that 
she quite superseded Si r Walter Scott ; 
Sir John Oxenham, one of England’s 
greatest poets; and Lord Hall-Caine, 
author of Isle, of Man Power, were 
commanding figures in this period. 

Itichanl. Oh, Mamma, did not Lord 
Hall-Caine discover the North Pole?' 

Mrs. M. Not that I am aware of, my 
dear boy, though it is quite possible. 
But you are probably confusing him 
with the Arctic explorer, Dr, Kane. 
Among the scientific men I must men¬ 
tion Sir William Robbbtbon Nicoll, 
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the great Scots agriculturist who first 
applied intensive, culture to the ^ail- 
yard ; General Belloc, the illustrious 
topographer,* and Harold Beobie, who 
discovered and popularized Sir Olivek 
Lodge. 

Bichard. Ah, Mamma, I know enough 
about the Georgians to feel sure that 
you have left out a great many things. 
You have never told us about the 
Marquis of Northultkfe’h discovery of 
America, his introduction of tho potato 
to that Continent, and his building of 
the Yellow House in the Yellowstone 
Bark. 

Gcortje.. And you have not fully satis¬ 
fied our curiosity about Sir Georue 
Bouev, Baronet, Lord Lauder, Sir 
Charles Charlie and othor groat 
Loaders of English Society. 

Mrs. M. Truo, iny dear, but you 
must read their lives in tho Dictionary 
of National Bioifrayhy, for hero is the 
tea, and I must leave off. 

ALLIEAP ASBAS. 

It would bo interesting to know 
more of this great Persian ruler, but 
history being reticent our chance has 
gone, unless it should ho the good 
fortune of soino momber of Sir Stanley 
Maude’s expedition, rummaging in the 
archives of llaghdud, to come upon 
new facts. Meanwhile I off’or the 
name as a terse and snappy one for 
a Persian kitten, such as I saw tlm 
othor day convert several shillings’- 
worth of my aunt's Berlin wool (as it 
is still, L believe, callotl, in spito of 
The Daily Mail) into sheer scrap. 
Knitting however is not what it was 
in the early days of tho War and tho 
tragedy led to no bloodshed, my aunt, 
who has evidently an omulativo ad¬ 
miration for Sir Isaac Newton, merely- 
shaking her finger. But self-control 
among women must ho on the increase, 
for in a hotel the other day I overheard 
a coffee-room conversation in which 
two casos wore instanced of supremo 
heroism under agonising conditions— 
one being when a butler (an old and 
honoured butler too, who had never 
misconducted himself before) fainted 
while carrying round the after-dinner 
coffee and poured most of it over tho 
ample shoulders of a dowagor. This 
lady not only disregarded tho pain and 
the damp, but assisted in bringing the 
butler to. Tho Distinguished Service 
Order has been given for loss than that. 

It was either in this hotel or another 
that I met the Naval officer among 
whose duties is the granting or re¬ 
fusing of permits to amateur photo¬ 
graphers in districts where " Dora ” does 
not wish foil/enemy cameras. Among 
the requirements of the form which 


Vague Tummy (writing Irl(cr). ‘-Wot day is it?” Charm. •Tin: i-orim'.orni.' 

Tommy. “Wot month?” Chorus. “ (Xtoheic.’ Tommy. •• WoT YI'.Aii'."' 



lias to bo filled up is one asking tho 
applicant, in the interests of identifica¬ 
tion, to specify any peculiar skin marks. 
Ono lady, with a conscientiousness not 
excelled by tho actor who blacked him¬ 
self all over to play Othello, stated that 
sho had only an appendicitis scar. 

But I am digrossing. Whore was I ? 
Oh yes, wo were discussing that great 
Persian, Allirap Auras. Those author¬ 
ities who think that ho was a prede¬ 
cessor of Bahham, the hunter, are 
wrong, for thero was never any Persian 
of the name at all. I am sorry to 
have deceived you, but you must blame 
not me but a certain domestic remedy. 
If one bright oart, drawn by a mettled 
steed and ^dispensing this medicinal 


beverage at a penny a glass, will insist 
upon being outside Westminster Abbey 
and another at the top of Coclcspur 
Street every working day of tho week 
for ever and ever, how can one help 
sooner or later spoiling its staple pro¬ 
duct backwards and embroidering a 
little on tho result ? 

But what J want to know is—who 
drinks sarsaparilla, anyway ? 

“What- fine bellows wo might have been 
had wo lived in those bygone times. Wo too. 
perhaps, would have inllucnecd history and 
our names might have boon inscribed in tho 
book of immorality."— New Ireland. 

We understand now why they call it 
Sin-Fain. 
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LAMENTABLE LARCENY IN A BOARDING-HOUSE. 


A DECLARATION OF WAR. 

This is the yarn that M’Larty told by the brazier firo, 

Whoro over tho mud-filled trenches the star shells blaze 
and expire— 

A yarn he swore wus a true one; but Mae was an awful 
liar:— 

“ 'Way up in the wild North Country, a couple of years ago 

1 hauled Hank out of a snowdrift - it was may he thirty 
‘ below,’ 

And I packed him along to my shanty and I took and 
thawed him with snow. 

“He was stiff as a cold-store bullock, I might have loft 
him for dead, 

But I packed him along, as I've told you, and incited him 
out instead, 

And I rolled him np in my blankets and put him to sleep 
in my bed. 

"So he dwelt in my humble shanty while the wintry gales 
did roar, 

While tho blizzards bowled in the passes and the timber 
w : olves at the door, 

And ho slept in my hunk at night-time while I stretched 
out on the floor. 

“ITe watched me frying my bacon and lie said that the 
smell was grand : 

lie watched me bucking the stove-wood, but lie never lent 
me a hand, 

Ami ho played on my concertina the airs of his native land. 

“And one month grew' into two months and two months 
grew into three, •* 

And there ho was sitting and smiling like a blooming Old 
Man of the Sea, 

Eating my pork and beaus up and necking my whisky 
and tea. 

“ You say, ‘ Why didn’t I shift him ’.’ ’ For the life o’ me 
1 dunno; 

I suppose there’s something inside mo that can’t-tell ft 
fellow to go 

I hauled by the heels from a snowdrift at maybe thirty 
‘below.’ ... I 1 


“But at last, when the snows were going and the blue 
Spring skies were pale. 

Out after hoar in the valley I met a chap on the trail— 

A chap coming up from the city, who stopped and told 
me a tale— 

“ A tale of a rod war raging all over the land and sea, 

And when bo was through I was laughing, for the joke of 
it seemed to be 

That Hank was a goldarn German— and Hank was rooming 
with me! 

“ So off I hiked to the shanty, and never a word I said, 

I floatod in liko a cyclone, I yanked him out of my bed, 

And I grabbed the concertina and smashed it over his head. 

“ I shook him up for a minute, I stood him down on the 
floor, 

I grabbed the scruff of his trousors and ran him along to 
the door, 

Atul I said, ‘This hero, if you got mo, is a Declaration of 
War!’ ‘ ‘ 

“And I gave him a hoist with my gum-boot, a kind of a 
lift with my toe; 

But you can’t give a follow a hiding, as anyone sure must 
know, 

When you hauled him out of a snowdrift at maybe thirty 
•below.’” _ C.f?. S. 


A Good Say’s Work. 

“ Hu loft Flanders on leavo at one o’clock yesterday morning and 
was in Loudon after fourteen mouths' fighting before sundown.” 

Daily News. 

“ Why can't we find machies for lorig-distunco raids since Germans 
can ?”—-Evening News. 

Personally, if distance is required, we prefer a brassie. 
We can only assume that tho iron club is chosen in conse¬ 
quence of tho number of bad lies there are about. 


On the German Naval mutiny:— 

11 They may be divided into two camps. One bolds that it is not an 
affair to which too much importance oan lie attached; the other that 
it is an affair to which one cannot attach too much importance. “ • 

Skat. 

We oannot help feeling that these two footiona might safely 
be accommodated in the same camp, 





AT THE PLAY. 

“One Houu of Life.” 

In Captain Desmond Coke’s extrava¬ 
ganza a group of philanthropists adopt 
the time-honoured procedure of Rohin 
Hood and his Greenwood Company, 
robbing Dives on system to pay Laz¬ 
arus. Their economics are sounder than 
their sociology, which is of the crudest. 
They specialize in jewellery—useless, 
barbaric and generally vulgar survivals 
—which they extract from shop and safe, 
and aiSll in Amsterdam, distributing the 
proceeds to various deserving charitable 
agencies. In this particular crowded 
hour of life tho leader of the group, a 
fanatical prig with hypnotic eyes, ab¬ 
ducts the beautiful Lady Fenton, with 
ten thousand pounds' worth of stuff 
upon her, from one of the least am¬ 
bitious of Soho restaurants. 

How came she there, thus bedizened? 
Well, her husband, eccentric peer with 
a priceless collection of snuffboxes and 
a chronic deficiency of humour, had 
arranged the little dinner to effect a re¬ 
conciliation, away from the prying eyes 
ol their' set. It was not a success. She 
felt that she sparkled too much, was 
piqued, and dismissed her lord. Enter 


j the hypnotic prig, who adroitly conveys j 
her to his headquarters, preaches to j 
her and converts her to the point of! 
surrendering hor jowols without a pang, 
and offering to assist in tho lifting of 
the snuffboxes. T can’t say more with¬ 
out endangering the effect of Captain 
Coke’s ingenious shifts and spoofs. 

Tho author seemed to uie to tempt 
Providence by placing his perfervid 
philanthropist and his serious doctrines 
against a background of burlesque. 
But he succeeded in entertaining his 
audience. Miss Lillaii McCauthy, 
looking her very best as Lady Fenton, 
and Mr. Cowley Weight, looking quite 
plausible as the irresistible chief of the 
General Charities Distribution Bureau, 
shaved the chief honours of tho evening.! 

.. ... ... T. ! 

"" 1 ' I 

“ The views expressed by Mr. liooxevolt me 
crystallising everywhere, and arc bearing ex¬ 
cellent fruit.”— Daily Layer. 

How does ho got his sugar ? 

“Two million troubles arc now standing to 
Rostovsky's account m retrngrad hanks.” 

liangitikei Advocate {N.Z.). 

We knew conditions were very trying in 
Russia, but had no idea any one man 
hod such a burden as this. 


! RHYMES EOR THE TIMES. 

i 

Thkuk was a false Pasha named Bono, 
Who sank in iniquity so low 
That tho dirtiest work 
Of the Hun and the Turk 
Never made him ejaculate Nolo ! 

There was a stout fellow called Yait, 
A great Red Triangular chap , 

Now he's working still harder 
To stock the State larder, 

And never has time for a uap. 

The manners and customs of Clare 
Have long boon admittedly “quaro,” 
But the tolorance shown 
To sedition full-blown 
! Is enough to make Cadhuky swear. 

i Politicians unstable and vague 
| May well take example from IIaig, 
Who talks to the Huns 
In the voice of his guns 
Till they dread him far worse than tho 
plague. f 

Renowned for her fine macaroni, 

And also for Signor Makconi, 

Now Italy sends, 

To enrapture her friends, ' ; 

(And to finish these rhymes), the Cap- 
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MISSING. 

“Ho wan last soon going over the parapet into the German trenches.” 

Wiiat did you find after war’s fierce alarms, 

When the kind earth gave you a resting place, 

And comforting night gathered you in her arms, 

With light dew falling on your upturned face? 

Did your heart boat, remembering what had boon? 

Did you still hear around you, as you lay, 

The wings of airmen sweeping by unseen, 

The thunder of the guns at close of day ? 

All nature stoops to guard your lonely bed ; 

Sunshine and rain lull with their calming breath ; 
You need no pull, so young and newly dead, 

Where the Lost Legion triumphs over death. 

When with the morrow's dawn the bugle blew, 

Lor the first time it summoned you in vain; 

The Last Post does not sound for such as you; 

Hut (iod's Jleveille wakens you again. 


SUGAR. 

“ Francesca,” 1 said, " you must bo very deeply occupiod; 
for ten minutes I have not board your silvery voice." 

“ l am attempting,” she said, “ to fill up our sugar form.” 

“ Is if a tremendous struggle? ” 

“ Yes," she said, “ it is a regular brain-smasher." 

“Clive me the paper, and lot mo have a go at it." 

With a haggard face, hut without a word, sho handed 
mo the bull' form, and sat silently while 1 road the various 
explanations and directions. 

“ Francesca,” I said, “you are doing wrong. It says 
that the form must bo filled up and signed by a responsible 
member of the household. Now you can say that you To 
brilliant or amiable or handsome or poworful or domineer¬ 
ing, but call you honestly say you ’re responsible? No, you 
can’t. So I shall keep this form and fill it up myself in 
due time, and leave you to look after tho liens or talk to 
! the gardener." 

i “ Anybody,” she said, “ who can wring a smile from 
! a gardener, as I have, this morning, is entitled to ho con¬ 
sidered responsible. Infirm of purpose! hand me the paper.” 

"Very well,” I said, "you can have the paper; only 
remember that, if wo get fined a thousand pounds for trans¬ 
gressing tho Defence of tho Itealni Act, you mustn't ask 
me for tho money. You must pay it yourself." 

“ I ’ll chance that," she said, as F handed back tho paper, 
j “Now then, we shan't bo long. Which of these two 
: addresses shall we have? ” 

J " IIow do you mean ? ’’ 

j " Why, they toll you to fill in the address in capital 
letters, and then they give you two to pick from. Ouo is 
1000, Upper Grosvcnor Street, W. 1— 

” It is a longor street than 1 bad supposod.” 

“And the other,” she continued, “is 17, Church Lane, 
Middlowich, Cheshire.” -•> 

“ Let it be Middlowich," I said. “ Sinco boyhood’s hour 
I have droamt of living in Middlowich. As for the other, 
I simply couldn’t live in a street of a thousand houses. 
Could you ? ” 

“ No,” she said, “ I couldn't. Wo ’ll bo Middlewichians. 
. . . There, it’s done. Capital letters and all.” 

“Don't slack off',’’ 1 said. “Fill it all up now that 
you ’ve got started.” _ r , 

“ 1 suppose I’d better begin with myself.” 

“ Yes,” I said, “ you may have that privilege. Put it 
down quick: Carlyon, Francesca; ago blttnk, because they 


don’t want ages over eighteen; F for female, and Married 
Woman for occupation. Then treat me in the same way, 
putting M for F, and 2nd Lieutenant of Volunteers instead 
of Married Woman.” 

“ Why shouldn’t I put Married Man as your occupation ? ” 

“ Bimply because it isn’t done. It’s a splendid occupation, 
hut it isn’t recognisod as such in formal documents.” 

“ Another injustice to womon. I shall enter you as 
Married Man.” 

“ Enter mo as anything you like," I said, “ only let 's 
got on with tho job.” 

“Very well; you’re down as Married Man.” 

“ Now got on with the children. Muriel first. What 
about her? ” 

"Jfut she’s away having her education finished.” 

“ Yo3,” 1 said, “ but sho ’ll bo hack for the holidays, and 
sho'll want her sugar then, like the rest of us. And 
Frederick is away at his school, probably getting much 
hotter sugar than wo are. He'll be wanting his ration in 
tho holidays. You'd bettor put a note about that.” 

“A note?" she said. “There’s no room for notes on 
this.form. All they want is a bald statement. And that's 
just what they can’t get. They ’ll have to take it with the 
hair on. I Yu cramming in about tho holidays, and 1 hope 
Lord Hhonoda will bo pleased with all the information lie’s 
getting about our family.” 

“ Keep going,” I said; “you’ve still got the servants to 
do." 

“ Yes, but the kitchcnmaid's gone, and I haven’t engaged 
another one yet.” 

“Don’t let that worry you,” I said. “Writedown— 
* Kitchcnmaid about to be engaged. Name will ho supplied 
later.’ ” 

“ You ’ro quitp brilliant to-day. There, that’s finished, 
thank Heaven.” 

" Not yet. You've got to address it to the Local Food 
Office.” 

“ I3ut I haven’t tho remotest where the Local Food 
Office is. it can't have been there more than a short time, 
anyhow.” 

“ Hurrah ! ” T said, looking over her shoulder at the 
document. “ It says if you are in doubt as to tho name of 
the district of your Local Food Office you are to inquire 
of any policeman or special constable.” 

“That’s all very well,” she said, “hut how are wo to 
find a policeman in this remote and peaceful place? I’ve 
never seen one. Have you ? ” 

“ Yos,” 1 said, “ i think 1 saw one last year on a bicycle.” 

"Well, lie’s probably arrived somewhoro else by this 
time. Ilo's no good to us.” 

“No, but we might find a special constable.” 

“ 1 ’ll tell you what,” she said, “ old Glumgold is a special 
constable. I heard him complaining bitterly of having 
boen hauled out of bed during the last air-raid on London. 
‘ No niglior to we nor forty mile,’ he said it was. He’s sure 
to be among tho cabbages. Be a dear and dash out and 
ask him.” 

So I found Glumgold in among the cabbages and asked 
him whero the Local Food Office was, and he said he’d bo 
gingered if he knew, he or his old woman either; and that 
was the question tboy was a-going to arst of us, because 
to-day was the last day for sending in. So I advised him 
to chance it with Nebsbury, which happens to be eight 
milos off and possesses a High Street; and then I went 
back to Francesca and told her that Glumgold advised 
Nebsbury—which was cowardly, but one can’t spend a life¬ 
time over a fiddle-headed document like that. Anyhow, 
we folded it up and posted it, and we’ve heard nothing 
since. B. C. L. 
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ECHOES OF THE AIR-RAIDS. 

First Hotivrnir hunter. “ Found anyfink, ’Ebb?" 

Sr.rond ihtti>. “No; but that ’ll bis all imuiit. They’he sube to come ah a in’ teumoiuikh nhhit.' 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Not for a groat while have 1 met a story at once so mov¬ 
ing and so simply made as Summer (Macmillan). Of 
course at this time the art of Edith Whauton is no new 
discovery; but to my thinking she has never dono better 
work than this tale of a New England village, and the 
wakening to love of the girl who was drowsing away her 
youth there. It is all, as I say, so simple, and written with 
such apparent economy of oflort, that only afterwards does 
the amazing cleverness of Mrs. Whakton’h method impress 
itself upon' the reader. Charity lloyall was a waif, of worse 
than ambiguous parentage, brought up in a community 
where her passionate and violently sensitive nature was 
stifled. Two men loved her—dour middle-aged Lawyer 
Royall, whose houso she kept, and Lucius Harney, the 
young visitor from the city, the fairy-prince of poor Charity’s 
one groat romance, through whom came tragedy. You see 
already the whole stark simplicity of the theme. What I 
cannot convey to you is that secret of Mrs. Whakton’h that 
enables her by some exquisitely right word or phrase so to 
illuminate a scone that you see it as though by an inspira¬ 
tion of your own, and fool that thus and thus did tho thing 
in fact happen. There are episodes in Summer -- for ex¬ 
ample tho Fourth of July firework evening, or tho wildly 
macabre scono of the night funeral on tho mouutain—that 
seem to me to come as near perfection in their telling as 
anything I am over likely to read, and when you have en¬ 
joyed them for yourself I fancy you will bo inclined to join 
me in very sincere gratitude for work of such rare quality. 

Those who admired (which is the same as saying those 
who read) that excellent book, The Retreat from Mons, will 
bo glad to hear that its author, Major A. Cobbbtt-Smith, 


has now continued his record in a further volume, called ] 
The Marne and After (Cassell). In it you will find all 
those qualities, a satio and soldier-like common-sense, an 
entire absence of gush, and a saving humour in the midst 
of horrors, which made tho earlier instalment memorable. 
Above all else 1 have boon impressed by t he first of these 
characteristics. Major Cokuktt-S&uth writes from the view¬ 
point of one to whom even this ghastliest of wars is part of 
tho day's work. That ho sees its human and hideous sides 
by no means impairs this quiet professional outlook. I 
rocall one phrase iu his chapter on the secret agents of the 
enemy: “ At tho Aisue German spios were a rogular 

plague”—just as one might speak of wasps or weather— 
which somehow convoyed to mo very vividly tho secret of 
our original little army's disproportionato influence in the 
early weeks of the War. Tho operations which we call the 
actual Battle of the Marne (surely fated to lie the most 
fought-agaiu engagement in history) are hero very clearly 
described, with illustrative plans; whilo one other chapter, 
called suggestivoly “ KuUur," may bo commended to those 
super-philosophers amongst us who are already beginning 
an attempt to belittle tho foul record of calculated crime that 
must for at least a generation plaeo Gormany outside the 
palo of civilization. For this grim chapter alone I should 
like to see Major Cokhett-Smith’s otherwise cheery volume 
scattered broadoast over the country. 

June (Methuen) is saturated^witb tho simple sentiment¬ 
ality in which American authors excel. I do not know 
whether British novelists could writo this sort of book 
successfully if they would, but I do know that they don’t. 
Miss Edith Barnard Delano, liowovor, succeeds in getting 
considerable charm into her story, and if if leaves rather a 
sweeter taste in the mouth than somo of us relish there are 
others who like their fiction to bo strong^/ sugared. June, 
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an orphan child, was looked after by nigger servants, and 
by one, Mammy, in particular, 8he possessed a house and 
a valley; and a young man prospecting in the lattor mot 
with an acoidont and was discovered by the child. Hence 
complications, and the removal of June from her homo to 
be educated with some cousins. Then poverty, hard times 
and plenty of pluck. But the clouds began to lift when 
June discovered that an emerald cross of hors was worth 
four thousand dollars; and finally tho sun burst forth 
when, through the agency of tho accidental young man, 
her property was found to be very valuable, and she more 
valuable still—to the young man. It sounds ingenuous, 
doesn’t it ? But not nearly so easy to write as it seems, 
for to produco anything as artless as June is an art in itself. 


Since the practice of writing first novels is becoming 
increasingly popular with young authors it was inevitable 
that a “First Novel Library’’should find its way on to tho 
market. Whether the classification is to be construed as 
an appeal for forbearance for tho shortcomings of tho 
neophyte, or as a warning which a considerate publisher 
feels is due to the public, is not for mo to say!' But the policy 
of charging six shillings for these maiden efforts—all that 
is required of us for the mature masterpieces of our Maurice 
Hewlett’s and Arnold Bennetts— is open to question. 


The Puppet, by Jane Harding (Unwin), is* not with¬ 
out merit, but the faults of the beginner are present in 
manifold. Tho heroine tells her story in the first person— 
a difficult method of handling fiction at the best— and in 
the result we find a young lady of no particular education 
or apparent attainments holding forth in the stilted diction 
of a rather prosy early-Victorian Archbishop. The effect 
of unreality produced goos far to spoil a plot which is 
wound and unwound with considerable skill. Miss Hard¬ 
ing will write a good novel yet, but she must loam to 
make her characters act the parts she assigns to them. 

We all must bo writing hooks about tho War. It is natural 
enough to supposo ono’s own share of war-work is worthy of 
record, and indeed, when we come to think of it, tho historian 
of tho future will get his complete picturo of tho time only 
when lie reaiisos how every scrap of the national energy was 
absorbed in the ono master purpose. That being so it is 
arguable that Mr. Ward Muir was thinking far ahead in 
compiling his hospital reminiseoncos, Observations of an 
Orderly (Simvkin). Ono hastens to make it clear that the 
last thing intended or desired is to disparugo the usefulness or 

, thostark solf-sacrificoof 
the men who are serv- 
! ing in menial capacities 
in our war hospitals, 
hut to tell tho truth this 
account of sculleries 
and laundry - baskets, 
polishing paste and 
nigger minstrels, bath¬ 
rooms and pillow-slips, 
has not much intrinsic 
intorest about it, nor 
are the author’s gonoral 
reflections very differ¬ 
ent from what ono 
j could supply oneself 
: without much effort. 
His notes on war slang 
are about the best thing 
in the volume, and I 
liked the story of tho 
blinded soldiers—feeling anything in the world but mournful 
or pathotie—who played pranks on the Tube escalator; hut 
on the whole this is a book which will be of considerable 
interest only to the writer’s fellow-labourers. Tlioy, beyond 
any doubt, will ho glad to read this history of their 
familiar rounds and common tasks. 


Wanted, a Tortoise-Shell (Lane) would have made an 
excellent short story, but to pursue its farcical develop¬ 
ments through throe hundred pages requires a considerable 
amount of perseverance. The scone of Mr. Peter Blun¬ 
dell’s book is laid in tropical Jallagar, where the British 
Resident was keener on cats than on his duties. A male 
tortoise-shell was what ho fanatically and almost feroci¬ 
ously dosired, and to obtain it ho was ready to barter his 
daughter to ono lump, who is tersely described as “a fat 
Swede.” I conceived a strong distasto for this large and 
perspiring man, and can congratulate Mr. Blundell on 
having created a character odious enough to linger in the 
memory. For the rest thero are some gleams of real fun 
whore a beach-comber tries to palm off a dyed cat. as the 
long-doforrod tortoise-shell, and the exit of this animal from 
a world too covetous to hold it is thoroughly sound farce. 
But on the whole I failed to get many of those quiet gurgles 
of delight which are the best tribute one can pay to ft funny 
man's work. 


In The Book of the Happy Warrior (Longmans) a chivalrous 
modern knight holds up to our youngsters tho patterns of 
an older chivalry to teach them courage, clean fighting and 
dovoted sorvice. Sir Henry Nkwholt claims that the 
tradition of the public schools is tho direct survival of tho 
mediaeval training for knighthood, and incidentally defends 
flannelled and muddied youth from hasty aspersions. Rolan r> 
and his Oliver, 

Richard Lton-iieaut, 

Edward tho Black 
Prince and Chandos, 
du Guesclin and Bay¬ 
ard, if they revisited 
this tortured earth, 
would be dismayed by 
tho procedure and the 
chilling impersonality | 
of modern war. Per¬ 
haps in the glorious j 
single combats of the 
Flying Corps they: 
might recognise some 
faint semblance of their 
anciont method. Sir 
Henry, rightly from his 
point of view, chooses 
to ignore the wholesale 
horrors of to-day’s war¬ 
fare and to emphasize the ideal of fighting service as a fine 
discipline and proof of manly worth. He shows an obvious, 
honest, aristocratic bias, hut ho does not forgot anothor side 
of the matter, as a fragment of an imaginary conversation 
between a young lord and a squire present at tho great 
tourney at St.Inglobert’s between the Gentlemen of England 
and of Franco pleasantly shows. The Englishmen were 
worsted and took their defoat in a fine sporting spirit. “ How 
is it we 're boatou ? We always win the battles, don’t we ? ” 
asks tho hoy. " Tho archers win them for us,” says tho 
Squire, Ouito a characteristic little touch of subaltern 
modesty I One thought occurs to mo especially. It is 
unthinkablo that a book like this should appear in tho 
Germany of to-day. It will bo worth your while giving 
it to your hoy to find out why. 



Chairman at Farmers ' Ordinary . “Now, okntlemen, fill 111 * VO i'll 
BOXES TO THE VERY GOOD HEALTH OF THE CATERER." 
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Attempts to destroy livestock destined A German prisoner named BomjT 

CHARIVARIA. f or the Allies are being investigated, lms escaped from lieigh internment 

Those who. think that people in says] a New York paper. Only a few camp. It is statod that he would 

high positions live a life of ease and days ago., it will be remembered, a cer- have experienced no additional diffl- 

eomfort received a rude shock last tain Legation discovered that its seals culty in escaping if ho had been called 
week. It is said that, while visiting had been tampered with. by any other name, 

the Royal Enfield Works canteen, the %* *** 

Duke of Connaught drank two glasses It is announced that the War Office “ Wo want no patched-up poaoo," 
of-Government ale. has taken over “ the greater part ” of says Mr. Ramsay Macdonald. But if 

*.r- : the now London County Hall. Our the assaults upon pacifist meetings con- 

Britons havo no monopoly of pluck, casualties were insignificant. tinue wo feel suro there will bo some 

it seems. Last week a Basuto soldier %* patched-up poacemongers. 

attached to a labour battalion offerod Wearo Rorry to say that Mr. Charles *** 

the Lord Mayor's coachman a cigarctto. Hawtrey’h latest success, The Savin -/ Twopenny dinners are the speciality 


tinue wo feel suro there will bo some 
patched-up poacemongers. 


Two German bankers, formerly of Yard. * * 

London, have been arrested in New * 

York as dangerous aliens. Neither of There is no foundation for the report 
thorn is a member of our I’rivy Council, that, the recent postponement of the 

production of Cask an Delivery at tlio 


Hawtrey’h latest success, The Savin*/ Twopenny dinners are the speciality 
Grace, is not dedicated to Sir Arthur at a Northern munition works’canteen. 
Yard. * * We havo long been used to twopenny 

* meals, but of course much more was 

There is no foundation for the report charged for thorn. 


* * 

* 

It is understood that the 
Spanish Government has 
addressed a note to the 
Allies explaining that all 
possible precautions will 
have been taken against the 
forthcoming escape of U23. 
** 

The Premier has recoived 
the magnificent gold casket 
containing the freedom of 
the City of London con¬ 
ferred on him last April. 
A momentary oxeitement 
was caused by the rumour 
that the Corporation had 
thrown off all rostraint and 
filled it with tea. 

* v * 

A .Brigadier-General has 
beenfined for shooting game 
on Sunday in Hampshire. 
Sir Douglas IIaio, wo un- 




• i 








'divert/ at the | There appears to bo no truth in the 
■ ~ 1 report that, a burglar has 

•- • '3'Sv:-'.••to' been fined for infringing 

the Dofonce of the Realm 
jt^ 1 ’ Bogulations by using an 
'wh/i* --1 Jsi'iiiunshaded lantern. 



MR 

i; 

K ’ 



(Sympathetic rauer-by. " What’s the matter with your little 
BROTHER?" 

The. Sister. " Please, Miss, ’e’s wokhvin 1 about Kusbia." 


: An application is to be 
' made to the Lord Cjian- 
c elixir for a County Court 
for the Hendon district, 
j thougii a contemporary re- 
I marks that it is doubtful 
whethor thero is sufficient 
1 work to be done there. But 
: surely this is just the sort 
i of case that could be met by 
i a little judicious advertising. 
* * 

! # 
i Parliament is to be asked 
to pass a vote of thanks 
j to the Naval and Military 
! Forces of the Crown. And 
’it is thought that the latter 


dorstand, has generously arranged to Palace was due to the fact that a now will reciprocate by thanking Parliament 
close down the War on the first Wed- joke was alleged to have been lot loose for giving them such a jolly little war. 
nesday in every month, in order that in Mr. Justice Darling’s court. *** 


the Higher Command may assist in 
supplying the hospitals with game. Extravagant funerals have boon con- announcement that bees ore entirely 

demnod by Sir John Paget at the Law without winter stocks. Wehaveplea- 

Seven lunatics have escaped from a Society Appeal Tribunal, and under- sure in recording a gallant but un- 

South Wales Asylum. It is assumed takers are complaining that in conso- availing attempt to remody the situation 


Much concern has been catiBedby the 
announcement that bees are entirely 


that the} 
selves as 


lot away by disguising them- 
ierman prisoners. 


It has been decided that Counsel may 
appear before the High Court dressed 


takers are complaining that in conso- availing attempt to remody the situation 
quence many of their best customers on the part of two dear old ladios, who 
have decided to postpone their inter- thought the paper said “ socks.” 
rnent till better times. ,r 1 

* * .V. . _ M.VI ... ... u 


“ Cats should be brought inside the 


as Special Constables. It seems almost house during air-raids,” says the Feline 


flMmcb’s IRoU of txmour. 

. Wo regret to hear that Captain 


certain that this news was withheld Defence League. When left on the L- G.V. Knox, Lincolnshire Regmufnt, 
from Sir John Simon until he had roof they are liable to lie mistaken for has been wounded. 1 ho many friends 
definitely consented to join Sir Douglab aerial torpedoes. * * of “ Lvoe will wish hmS a speedy and 

Haig’s Staff. , „ * complete recovery. 

* According to the Cologne Gazette # ■ .. - ■ == 

Two million pounds of jam per week, Gorman soldiers on the Western Front “ Batches of one of its regiments w °r®in 
«the sweater Dart strawberry." are have formed “Wilhelm Clubs,” the 1 .... 1: k.L.. i r^nr. ( f ktif 


“the greater part strawberry," are have formed “Wilhelm Clubs ” the —"reS ** 

being. it is stated, delivered to the Army, members of which are compelled on tlioy loft without giving the newcomers infor- 
Gnly the fact that the Army Service oath to undertake’the work of gaining jwep jo ams em ao ouq ?noq« noiq-sm 
Corps’ labels all happen to be "plum information about the British lines. Paper. 

and. apple ” prevents the stuff being We understand that the terms for life- The line seems to have been seriously 
distributed to our brave troops.memfeewhip are most moderate. disorgaaised in oonsequmiee- 
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PRATT’S TOURS OF THE FRONT. 

The Last Word in Sensation. 

By special arrangement Pratt's are 
able to offer their patrons unique op¬ 
portunities of witnessing the stirring 
ovents of the (heat Struggle. 

Don’t miss it; you may never see 
another War. 

Come and see Tommy at work and 
play. 

Come and he shelled- a genuine 
thrill! Same as during London’s Air¬ 
raids, hut less danger. 

At the conclusion c4 the Tour pations 
will he presented with a Handsome! 
Medal as a souvenir of their exploits. I 


to the present, one sick (sugar satura¬ 
tion). 

* * * * * 
Pratt’s Brief Tours for Busy 
People. 

(Saturday to Monday.) 

Very short. Very moderate terms. 
Five guineas each tour or throe for 
tsvehe and a-half. Bring the hoy. 

Special Attraction.’ 
Magnificent Switchback Bailway up 
and down the Messines Mine Craters. 
Spot whero Mr. Winston Churchill 
lost his httlo Ilomhurg hat under fire 
will he shown. 


The following is a list of Tours that 
Pratt’s offer you : -■ 

Pratt's Tours of the Back. 

(One week.) 

Very cheap. Very safe. Headquarters 
at the historic town of Amiens. 

Itinerary includes: Battlefields of the 
Somme and Ancre, Bapaumo, Arras, 
Vimy Ilidge, Ypres, etc. Guidos will 
take parties round the old British Front! 
lines. The German Defeuco System j 
will ho explained by harmless Huns 
actually taken at those places. 

Special Attractions. 

Lanteiu Lecture by Captain Crump at j 
Thiopval Clulteau. Bechorche Suppers 
at Scrro Sucrerie. 

-it m ; + 

Pratt's Tours of Trenches. 

(Four days.) 

See the real thing. Live it yourself. 
Dine in a dugout. Drink rum as the 
Tommy drinks it. See Staff Officers 
at work (if it can ho arranged). 

Bestrirtions. 

I. Loud laughing and talking is dis¬ 
couraged. 

II. Sunshades and umbrellas must 
not ho put up when in the front lino. 

III. Don’t talk to the man at the 
periscope. 

• Gas Warning. 


The Vi'res Carnival. 

(Three days.) 

All the fun of the fair. Souvenirs 
supplied while you wait. 

Splendid Side-show Features. 

I, How our lads keep fit. Regimen¬ 
tal sports. Bi\et your sides and see 
the Bread and Jam Baco. 

II. Obstacle Baco. Lorry versus 
Staff' Car (with French carts, traffic 
control and G.S. wagons as obstacles). 
Very amusing. Language real. 

For the Youngsters. 

Pick-a-back rides on the Highland 
Light Elephantry. 

Accommodation. 

Bedrooms (en pension) ■ 

Ground Hour.One guinea. 

First floor (below) . . . Three guineas. 
Socorid floor (very safe) Ten guineas. 

* 

Pratt’s “ Battle ” Tour. 

Extraordinary offer. Thrills guaran¬ 
teed. 

By special arrangement Pratt’s are 
enabled to offer their patrons a first- 
class view of the British Weekly Bush 
“ Koine where in France (or Flanders).” 

Attention is called to the following 
specially attractive items (there may 
bo others): - - 


Iu case of gas put on the respir¬ 
ator; otherwise breathe out continu¬ 
ously. 

Special Attraction. 

Official Photographers in attendance 
during Christmas week. 

If possihlo visitors will ho given the 
opportunity of witnessing a practice 
barrage on the Enemy’s front line. 

Back seats (in ammunition dumps), 
two guineas. Front seats (firing lino), 
sixpence. 

Terms inclusive for the four days, 
twenty guineas. ~ Good food. Sugar 
ad lih. All reasonable precautions 
taken. Casualties amongst visitors up 


1. View of Preliminary Bombardment 
from an absolutely proof 12-inch O.P. 
The surrounding country and tho ob¬ 
jectives of -tho next attack will he 
explained by a specially trained Staff 
Officer. 

2. The Battle. 

Visitors aro earnestly requested to 
ho in time, as space in the Observa¬ 
tion Post is limited and late arrivals 
cause a great jieal of discomfort to all. 
Ladies are respectfully requested to 
le novo their hats. 

■ 3, The. Aftermath. 

(a) Spoeial Shelters are ereclod at 


cross-roads for visitors to witness the 
getting-up of guns, ammunition, etc., 
after the attack. Please don’t feed the 
men as they go by or ask the Gunners 
questions. 

(b) Breakfast in Boschland. Lunch 
in a Listening Post. Supper in a Sap- 
head. 

(e) A Special Narrow-gauge Bailway 
will take Visitors to the newly-acquired 
forward area (not obligatory). This 
part of tho programme is liablo to 
variation. 

Terms, fifty guineas. An Insurance 
Agent is always in attendance. Casual¬ 
ties up to tho present, one Conscientious 
Objector missing, believed joined up. 

Jfc 

Bombardments arranged at tho 
shortest notice. For live pounds you 
can fire a 15-inch. Write for Free 
Booklet and apply for all particulars to 
Pratt’s Agency, London, Paris, etc., etc. 


Vi rrous. 

When I was very ill in hod 
The fairies came to visit mo ; 

They danced and played around my 
head, 

Though other people couldn't see. 

Across the end a railing goes 

With bars and halls and twisted rings, 
And them they jiggled on their toes 
And did the wonderfullest things. 

They balanced on the golden halls, 
They jumped about from bar to bar, 
And then thoy fluttered to tho walls 
Where coloured birds and roses aro. 

1 watched thorn darting in and out, 

1 watched them gaily climb and cling, 
While all tho roses moved about 
And all the birds began to sing. 

And when it was no longer light 
I felt them up my pillows creep, 

Arid there they sat and sang all night-— 
I heard them singing in my sleep. 

B. F. 


Another Sex Problem. 

“ From Lord Rosebery's herd at Mentmore, 
Mr. Ross got a show cow of tho Lady Dorothy 
family, Riving every appearance of boing u 
great milker and a tip-top hull call.” 

Aberdem Free Press. 


From a Gorman cnmmuniqiU :— 
“Our naval forcos had encounters with 
Russian destroyers and gungoats north of 
Oesel.” —Westminster Gazette. 

Tho Bussian reply to tho ewe-boats, 
wo suppose. 

“ Kugolmann, Ludwig, of Canterbury Road, 
Canterbury, grocer, has adopted the namo ol 
Love Wisdom Power .”—Auttialian Paper. 

Who said the Germans had no sense 
of humour? 
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BURGLAR BILL. 

TftE Potsdam Pihcheh. "SURELY YOU AIN’T ASKIN’ ME TO GIVE UP MY SWAG ARTER 
ALL THE TROUBLE I’VE HAD GETTIN’ IT, AN* ALL THE VALIBLE BLOOD I’VE SPILT/’ 
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The A.P.M. didn’t know anything which was still behaving as such, 
THE MUD LARKS. about Franco or its little shops, and and the feabe got a room. He re- 

The Babe went to England on leave, didn’t intend to investigate; at any mained in that room all the evening, 
Not that this was any new experioneo rate not while there was a war on beneath the bed, having his meals 
for him; ho usually pulled it off about there. “ You will return to the pushed in to him under the door. A 
once a quarter—influence, and that sort Front to-morrow,” said he. The Babe prowling A.P.M. sniffed at the keyholo 
of thing, you lmow. Ho went down to graspod his hand from him and shook but did not investigate further, which 
the coast in a carriage containing soven- it warmly. “Thank you—thank you, was fortunate for the Babe, who had 
teen other inen, hut he got a fat sleepy Sir,” ho gushed; “I didn't want to no regulation pyjamas, 
youth to sit on, and was passably come, but they made me. 1 ’in from Next morning, crouched on the bot- 
coinfortahle. Ho crossed over in a Fiji; have no friends hero, ami London tom boards of another taxi, be was 
wobbly boat packed from collar to attic is somehow so different from Suva it taken to his tailor, poured himself into 
with Bed Tabs invalided with shell makos my head ache. I am broke and the faithful fellow's hands, and only 
shock, Blue Tabs with trench fever, couldn’t afford leave, anyway. Thank departed when guaranteed to be abso- 
and Green Tabs with* brain-fag; you, Sir -thank you.” lately A.P.M.-proof. He wont to the 


and Green Tabs with * brain - fag; 

Mechanical Transporters in r. 

spurs and stocks, jam merchants 
in revolvers and howio-kuives, 
Military Police festooned with / 

pickelliaubi'x, and here and Lhero ’/k 

a furtive fighting man who had j 
got away by mistake, and would j 
bo recalled as soon as lie landed.: W& 
The leave train rolled into jwfjL 
"Victoria late in the afternoon, yam 
Cab touts buzzed about the ow 
Babe, but ho would have none n/jSm 
of them; lie would go afoot the WWp 
better to see the sights of the y//tm 
village—a leisurely sentimental 'Jmfnk 
pilgrimage. Ho had not covered |j2yj 
one hundred y aids when a ducky -"J yj 
little thing pranced up to him, 
squeaking, “ Whore are your vSK 
gloves, Kir?” “I always put Wm 
’em in cold storage during sum- jffln 
ruer along with my muff and ffJmt 

boa, dear,” the Babe replied 'igf 

pleasantly. " Moreover, my 
mother doesn’t like mo to talk , 
to strangers in the streets, so ta- r 
ta.” The little croaturo blushed 
like a tea-rose and stamped its 
little hoof. “ Insolonce! ” it 
squeaked. “ You—you go back 
| to Franco by the next boat t ” the i 
■ and the Babe perceived to his nAVK 
i horror that he had boon witty to ^ 
; an Assistant Provost-Marshal! L. 

' He flung himself down on his knees, 


, Hir -thank you.” Mutely A.P.M.-proof. He wont to the 

“Bolero” for lunch, ordered 
i id-- some oysters for a start, polished 

'y fgS - them otj and bado the waiter 

Mi/A penceworth of food and you’ve 

|| . 

' w/l / That afternoon lie ran across 

" ' will a lady friend in Bond Street, “ a 

oiiT OF XlKACH. War Toilbr onormously inter- 

"Jrsr ask Jm. Jones to bun hound to my place iiioht ; n f|,„ w,,," ( a0 n t.liA mir. 

AWAY. Oirn COOK 'H FALLEN DOWNBTA1KS, BHOXE 11*11 LEO ; eStU “ U ‘ 1 10 Wtt , r \ UC °. CU \ 

the housemaid's uot chickeN'pox ; and my two BOY'S rent number ot oocitU oimps). 
have been knocked down by a taxi.” She had boon at Yvonne's trying 

"I’M Why, Sib, bit the uoctoh was blown up in on j, ur Kauzc f ov the Boccaccio 

YESTKBDAY' S AIH-IU .D AND HE WON ’ T BE DOWN KOU A WEEK. q[ tho Armenians 

Ahem—in that case 1 Yviil revoke i and needed sotno relaxation. So she 


licking the A.P.M.’s boots and crying my decision,” said the A.P.M. “Buy j engaged the Babe for the play, to be 
in a loud voice that bo would be good yourself an officially - sanctioned cap followed by supper with herself and 
and never do it again. and carry on.” her civilian husband. Tho play (a War- 

The A.P.M. pardoned the Babe (lie Tho Babe bought one with alacrity; drama) gave the Babe a fine hunger, 
wanted to save the polish on his boots) then, having tasted enough of tho dan- but the Commissionaire (apparently 
on condition that be immediately pur- gors of the streets for one afternoon, a Major-General) who does odd jobs 
chased a pair of gloves of the official took a taxi, and, lying in tho bottom outside the Blitz took exception to 
cut and hue. The Babe (lid so forth- well out of'’’sight, sped to his old him. “ Can’t go in, Sir.” “Why not?” 
with and continued on his way. Ho hotel. When lie reached his old hotel tho Babe inquired; “ my friends have 
had not continued ten yards when bo found it had changed during his gono in.” “Yessir, but no hofficers 
anothor A.P.M, tripped him up. " That' absence, and was now headquarters are allowed to obtain nourishment 
cap is a disgrace, Hir !” ho barked. “ J j of tho Director of Bones and Dripping, after 10 p.m. under Defence of the 
know it, Sir,” the Babe admitted, “ and! He abused the taxi-driver, who said he Realm Act, footnote (a) to para. 14004.” 
I’m awfully sorry about it; but that! was sorry, but there was no. telling He leaned forward and whispered bo- 
holo in it only arrived last night—[these days; aj hotel was a hotel one hind his glovo, “ There's a HayPeeHem, 
shrapnel, you know—and I haven't moment, and the next it was some- under the portico watching youpmotrs* 
had time, to buy another yef. 1 don't j thing entirely different, Motion pic- ments, Sir.” The Babe needed no fur- i 
Cave for tho style they sell in those j tures weren’t in it, he said, fchcr warning; he dived into hisTtiends' 


little French shops—do you ? ” 


Finally they discovered a hotel j Limousine and burrowed under the rug, 





October 34 , 1917 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 






m £ 













III! 
1 I ; ! 


AT BRIGHTON. 

Tommy [to atim Visitor about la run up la Town for the tiny). “This is Till'. Vicroiu.v rouiloK, Old Hcuutski. 
IiONDON UninimoviTUH.” 


llllJHBtt UJP Fon 


Sometime lator the door of the cur; 
was opened cautiously and the moon- 
face of the Major-General inserted itself j 
through the crack. “ Hall clear for the ' 
moment, Sir; the Hay Poe Hem ’ns; 
gorn orf dahn the street, chasin’ a | 
young hoflicer in low shoes, ’hire, 
tyke this; I’m a hold soldier meself.” 
He thrust a damp banana in the Babe’s 
band and closed the door softly. 

Next morning the Babe dug up an old 
suit of 1914 “civies” and put them on. 
A Woman in tho Tube called him “Cuth- 
bert” and informed him gratuitously 
that her husband, twice the Babe's age, 
bad volunteered the moment Conscrip¬ 
tion was declared and had been fighting 
bravely in the Army Clothing Depart¬ 
ment ever since. Furthor she sup¬ 
posed the Babe’s father was in Parlia¬ 
ment and that bo was a Conscientious 
Objector. In II) do Park one urchin 
addressed him as “ Daddy ” and askod 
him what he was doing in the Groat 
War; another gambolled round and 
round him making noises like a rabbit.. 
In Knightsbridge a Military Policeman 
• wanted to arrest him as a deserter. The 
Babe hailed a taxi abd, cowering on the 
floor, fled back to his hotel and changed 
into uniform again. 

.That night, strolling homewards in 

the dark immersed hi thought, he in¬ 


advertently took a pipe out of his 
pocket and lit it. An A.P.M. who had 1 
boon sleuthing him for half-a-milo leapt 1 
upon him, snatched the pipe and two 
or three teeth out of his mouth and : 
roturnod him to France by the next 
boat. 

i; * * * * 

His groom, beaming welcome, met 
him at the railhead with the horses. 

“ Hello, old thing, cheerio and all tho 
restof it,” Huntsman whinniod lovingly. 

Miss Mullet rubbed her velvet muzzle 
against his pocket. “ Brought a lump 
of sugar for a little girl ? ” she rumbled. 

lie mounted her and headed across 
country, Miss Mullet pig-jumping and 
capering to show what excellent spirits 
she enjoyed. 

Two brigades of infantry were under 
canvas in Mud Gully, their cook fires 
winking like red eyos. The guards 
clicked to attention and slapped tlieir 
butts as tho Babe went by. A subaltern 
bobbed out of a tont and shoutod to 
him to stop to tea. “ We’ve got cako,” 
ho lurod, but the Babe went on. 

A red-hat canterod across the stubble 
before him waving a friondly crop, 
’‘Pip” Vibart the A.P.M, homing to 
H.Q. “ Evening, boy! ” he holloaed ; 
“come up andBridge to morrow night,” 
and swept op over the hillside. A flight 


of aeroplanes, like flies in the amber of 
sunset, droned overhead cn route for 
Ilunland. The Babe waved his official 
cap at them: “Good hunting, old dears.” 

They had just started feeding up in 
the regimental lines when he arrived; 
tho excited neighing of five hundred 
horses was music to his ears. His 
brother subalterns hailed his return 
with loud and exuberant noises, made 
disparaging remarks about the smart¬ 
ness of his clothes, sat on him all ovor 
tho floor and rumpled him. On sight¬ 
ing the Babe, Tho O’Murphy went mad 
and careered round tho table wriggling, 
like an Oriental dancer, uttering shrill 
yelps of delight; presently ho bounced 
out of the window, to enter someinimites 
later by the same route, and lay tho 
offering of a freshly slain rat at his 
host beloved’s foot. 

At this moment tho skipper came in 
plastered thick with the mud of the 
line, nodded cheerfully to his junior 
sub and instantaneously fell upon the 
buttered toast. 

“ Have ft good time, Son ? ” he mum¬ 
bled. “ How's memo England? ” 

“ Oh, England’s all right, Sir,” said 
the Babe, tickling The O’Murphy’fl Up¬ 
turned tummy—“ quite all right; but 
it’s jolly to be home again among One's 
ain folk.”- PatUMDBH. 
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BEASTS KOYAL. 
v. 

Kino Louis’ I’eacock. A.D. 1078. 
The paven torraco of Versailles 
With tub and orange-tree, 

And Thau's fountain tossed awry, 
•Were planned and made lor mo; 
Since no one half so well its l 
Could grace their synimntrs, 

Nor touch admiring man 
The genuine pa vane. 

1 know that v hen Kino Louis wears 
A Homan kilt and casque 
Hi s smile hides many seeiet tears 
In ballet and in masque, 

Since to outshine my pomp appears 
So desperate a task, 

And royal robes look palo 
Beside my noble iail. 

With turquoise and with malachite, 
With hron/e and purple pied, 

I march before him like the night 
In all its starry pride ; 

LlU.ni may twang and Mouk.iik write 
His pastime to provide, 

But seldom laughs the King 
So much as when I sing. 

His fiddles brown and pipes of brass 
May Luni.i now forsake, 

While 1 make music on the grass 
Before the storm-clouds break ; 

He stops his ears and cries “Alas!” 
Because he cannot make 
With all his tiddlers lino 
A melody like mine. 

Lr, Ihtt’N is watching me, 1 know, 
His palette on his thumb, 

To catch the glory mid the glow' 
That daz/lc as L come ; 

Bo he it—-blit lot Moi.ikiu; go, 

And Lunni crack his drum : 

They do but waste their time ; 
Minstrel I am, and mime. 

Mon say the Kino is like the sun, 
And from his wig they spin 
The golden webs that, one by one, 
Draw Spain and Flanders in ; 

He will grow proud ore they have 
done, 

A most egregious sin, 

And one to which my mind 
Has nover yot declined. 

Queer Cattle. 

“Of (lie 117 slit'iqi sold at tile Sunderland 
Shut, \ex4'i'dny, there was a very largo per¬ 
centage of heifoi.s and bullocks." 

AVii raxtle 1 huh/ Journal. 

News from the Russian Front; Pop 
goes the Oesel. 

"Chauffeur Gardener wanted, titled gentle¬ 
man.” —(llaigmc Herald. 

We have often mistaken a taxi-driver 
for a lord. 


PBESENCE OE MIND. 

The train came to one of those 
sudden stops in which the hush caused 
by the contrast between tho rattle of 
the wheels and their silence is almost 
painful. During those pauses one is 
conscious of conversation in neighbour¬ 
ing compartments, without however 
hearing any distinct words. 

There woro several of us, strangers 
to each other, who hitherto had been 
minding our own business, hut under 
the stress of this untoward thing be¬ 
came companionable. 

A man at each window crimed Ids 
body out, hut withdrew it without in¬ 
formation. 

“ I hope*,” said another, " there's not 
an accident.” 

“ 1 have always heard,” said a fourth, 
“that in a railway accident presence 
of mind is not so valuable as absence 
of body ”—getting of! this ancient 
pleasantry as though it were his own. 

The motionlessness of the train was 
su absolute as to bo disconcerting ; also 
a scandal. The business of trains, 
between stations, is to get on. We 
had paid our money, not for undue 
stoppages, but for movement in tho 
diioction of our various goals; and it 
was infamous. 

Somebody said something of the kind. 

“ Better he held up now," said a 
sententious man, “than ho killed for 
want of prudence.” 

No one was prepared to deny this, 
but we resented its truth and availed 
ourselves of a true-horn free Briton's 
right to doubt the wisdom of those in 
authority. We all, in short, looked as 
though wo knew better than engine- 
driver, signalman or guard. That is 
our metier. 

Borne moments, which, as in all 
delays on the line, seemed liko hours, 
passed and nothing happened. Looking 
out I saw heads and shoulders protrud¬ 
ing from overy window, with curiosity 
stamped on all their curves. 

“They should toll us what's the 
matter,’’ said an impatient man. 
“That’s ono of tho stupid things in 
England—no one over tells you what's 
| wrong. No tact in this country- no 
imagination.” 

Wo all agreed. No imagination. It 
was tho national curse. 

“And yet,” said another man with 
a smile, “ wo get there.” 

“ Ah! that’s our luck,” said tho im¬ 
patient man. " We have luck far 
beyond our deserts.” IIo was very 
cross about it t 

•Again the first man to speak hoped 
it was not an accident; and again the 
second man, fearing that someone 
might have missed it, repeated the 


old jest abput presence of mind and 
absence of body. * 

" Talking of presence of mind," said 
a man who had not yet spoken, emerg¬ 
ing from his hook, “an odd thing hap* 
pened to mo not so very long ago— 
since tho War—and, as it chances, 
happened in a railway carriago too— 
as it might be in this. It is a story 
against a friend of mine, and I hope 
he's wiser now, hut J 'll tell it to you.” 

Wo had not asked for his story but 
wo made ourselves up to listen. 

“it was during tho early days of 
the War,” he said, “ before some of us 
had learned hotter, and my friend and 
1 were travelling to the North. IIo is 
a very good fellow, but a little lmsty, 
and a little too much disposed to think 
everyone wrong hut himself. Opposite 
us was a man hidden behind a news¬ 
paper, all that was visible of him being 
u huge pair of legs in knickerbockers, 
between which was a hag of golf-clubs. 

“ My friend at that timo was not only 
suspicious of everyone's patriotism but 
a deadly foo of golf, lie oven wont so 
far as to call it Scotch croquet and 
other contemptuous names. I saw him 
watching tho clubs and tho paper and 
speculating on the age of the man, 
whose legs were, 1 admit, noticeably 
young, and ho drew my attention to 
him too—by nudges and whispers. 
Obviously tins was a shirker. 

“For a while my friend contented 
himself with half‘suppressed snorts 
and other H'gns of disapproval, hut at 
last ho could hold himself in no longer. 
Loaning forward ho lapped tho man 
smartly on tho knee, with tho question, 

‘ Why aren't you in khaki V It was an 
inquiry, you will remember, that was 
being much put at tho time-- before 
compulsion came in. 

“Wo all--there were two or three 
other peoplo in tho compartment—felt 
that this was going too far; and 1 
knew it only too well when tho man 
lowered his paper to see what was 
happening and revealed an elderly face 
with a grey hoard absolutely out of 
Looping with those vigorous logs. 

“To my intense relief, however, he 
seemed to have I won too much en¬ 
grossed by his paper to have heard. 
At any rato lie asked my friend to 
repeat his remark. 

“Hero, you will agree, was, if over, 
an opening for what wo call presence 
of mind. 

“My friend, liko myself, had been so 
taken aback by tho apparition of more 
than middle age which confronted him 
when tho paper was lowered tint for 
tho moment lie could say nothing; the 
other passengers were in an ecstasy of 
anticipation; the man ijimself, a for¬ 
midable antagonist if he became nasty, 
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waited for the reply with a non-com¬ 
mittal expression which might conceal 
pugnacity and might genuinely have 
resulted from not hearing and desiring 
to hear. 

“ And then occurred one of the most 
admirable instances of resourcefulness 
in history. With an effort of self-col¬ 
lection and a readiness for which I 
shall always honour him, my friend 
said, speaking with precise clearness, 

‘ 1 beg your pardon, Sir, but, mistaking 
you For a golfing friend of mine at 
Babbacombe, I asked you why you 
were not in Torquay. I off or my 
apologios.’ 

‘‘At those words the golfer bowed 
and resumed his paper, the other pas¬ 
sengers ceased for the moment to have 
the faintest interest in a life which 
was nothing but Dead Sea fruit, and 
my friend uttered a sigh of relief as lie 
registered a vow never to he a meddlo- 
somo idiot again. But lie looked years 
older/’ ===== ^^ 

THE NEW MRS. MARKHAM. 

ii. 

ConVE iiHATTON on Chapter IV. 

George. I must ask you, Mamma, 
before we talk of anythiiig else, whether 
Withsak and Alldune were beheaded ? 

Mrs, M. No; you will be relieved to 
hear that, although Alfred was greatly 
incensed against them and had resolved 
to proceed to the enforcement of the 
extreme ponalty, they were rescued by 
the intervention of the Archbishop of 
Canterbury aud afterwards granted a 
free pardon on condition of abstaining 
from all participation in public life. 
This magnanimity on the part of 
Alfred is all the more praiseworthy 
as many people firmly believed that 
these two princes had attempted to 
poison him, and that they were respon¬ 
sible for all the calamities which' had 
befallen England from the invasion of 
Julius Cassatt, and which wore des¬ 
tined to befall her till the end of time. 
Indeed a writer in an old saga, known 
as tho Blaokblood Saga, went so far as 
to maintain that tho English climate 
had been permanently ruined by the 
incantations of Prince Alldane. Un¬ 
doubtedly his name was an unfortunate 
one at the time, but, to judge by the 
old portraits I showed you, neither of 
these princes looked capablo of such 
atrocities, and Prince Alldane was de¬ 
scribed as beingtke essence of rotundity. 

Richard. Did not Alfred invent the 
quartern loaf ? 

Mrs. M. Yes; before his time the 
nobles lived exclusively on cako and 
venison, while the peasantry subsisted 
on herbs end a substance named woad, 
which was most injurious to their 


F , •• ,rr k *■ wr&'rwzxv *w**' , * ,, *r 


.. l 


' ’ pt&n, ‘ i h • • 

: 7T c-rr 


285 





UNCENSORED NEWS FROM FRANCE. 


Visitor. '• And js yorn brothkr stiix in Franck ?' 1 
Visitor. “ And what part of Franck js he in? ’ 
Little Girl. “He says he’s in the Pink." 


Little Girl. “Yes . 1 


digestions. Alfred, who among his 
many accomplishments was an expert 
baker, himself gave instructions to tho 
wives of the poor, supplied them with 
flour, tho grinding of which was carried 
out in mills of his own devising, and 
insistod that all loaves should be made I 
of a certain quality and si/.e, with re¬ 
sults most beneficial to the physique of 
his subjects. . The story of his quarrel 
with the woman who would insist on 
baking cakes illustrates the difficulties 
he encountered in effecting his reforms. 

Mary. Was not Alfred called “ Eng¬ 
land’s Darling ” ? 

Mrs. M. Yos, my dear, and no wonder. 
Before his time there .were no proper 
newspapers, the few issued being of 
high price and written in an elaborate 
style which only appealed to the highly 


educated. A lfued changed all this, and 
insisted that they should ho written in a 
“simple, sensuous and passionate style.” 
This was ono of tho causes of his falling 
out with Withsak, who supported tho 
old-fashioned methods, while Alfred 
was in favour of simplicity and brevity. 
You will find all this related in tho 
work of Leo Maximus, a learned writer, 
the friend and admirer of Alfred and 
author of his Life. 

George. IIow much I should liko to 
read it. 

Mrs. M. f*You would find in it some 
inspiring.and interesting particulars of 
Alfred’s conversations and private life. 

Mary. How many things Alfred 
did! I cannot think ho ;v he found time 
for them.all. 

Mrs. M ■ He found time by never 




2-sr, PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [Ootobeb 24, 1917, 



Mother [to email). ‘Anj> no you rkai.ly i>hay foh vouh enemies?" IHhel (ocerhatriny). “i DO, Mummy." 

Curate. " Anti WHAT DO yol. HAY IN A 00 It l’HAYKIt, MY' CHlLlt?” Fillet “i CRAY 'HUT THEY MAY 11E 1IEATHN.' 


wasting it, One-third of his time lie 
dovoted to religious exercises and to 
study, another third to sleep and neces¬ 
sary refreshment, and the other to the 
affairs of his kingdom. The benefits j 
he bestowed on his country woio so] 
great and various that eYon to this day 
we hardly coinprehond them fully, and 
some ungrateful people refuse to regard 
them as benefits at all. 

Itichard. How sad! But thanks to 
you, dear Mamma, we know better. 
When Papa comes in to tea I will ask 
him whou he thinks I shall bo old 
enough to read all the hooks that have 
ever been written about Kino Ai,Fw:n. 
I Yvant to know everything about him. 

II Flauto Mag-ico. 

“The Loiil Mayor formally declared the 
aerodrome opened, and turned on the flute 
diverting the waters of the Cardinal Wolsoy 
river underground ."—Kecmnj News. 

From an interview with Lord Komkut 
Cecil, as reported by The Manchester 
Guardian :— 

“ It is literally true of the British soldier 
that he is tans peur et tans rappiochc.” 

This perhaps explains somo recent 
reflections on the linguistic accomplish¬ 
ments of our Foreign Office. 


MARIANA IN WAll-TIME. 

This tedious and important War 
Has altered much that went before, 
But did you hear about the ehango 
At 3 [ananas Moated Grange? 

You all of you will recoiled; 

The gross condition of neglect 
In which the place appeared to be, 
And Mariana’s apathy, 

Her idleness, her want of tono, 

11 or- -well, her absence of backbone. 
Her relatives, no doubt, had tiioil 
To single out the brighter side, 

Had scolded hoi' about the moss 
And only made her extra cross. 

But Yvlien the War had really conic 
At once the place I wig an to hum, 

And Mariana, bless her heart! 

She threw herself into the part 
Of eooking'for the V.A.I). 

And wholly lost her lethargy. 

She sent her gardeners off pell-mell 
(They hadn’t kopt the gardens well), 
And got a lady-gardener in 
Who didn’t cost her half the tin, 

And who, before she'd been a day, 
Had scraped the blackest moss away. 
She put a jolly little boat 
For wounded soldiers on the moat; 
Her relatives were bound to own 
Ilow practical the girl had grown. 


She often raid, “ I fuel more cheery, 

1 doubt if I can stick this dreary 
Old grange again when peace is rife; 
You really couldn’t call it. life.” 

But something infinitely more 
Than just a European War 
Would have been requisite to part 
.Romance from Mariana's heart; 

Once more she felt within her stir 
The dawn of une affaire de amir ; 

In other words, 1 must confess 
She found her thoughts were centred 
less 

On that young man who never catno 
And more on Captain What's-liis- 
namo, 

Who’d left his othor log in Franco 
And was a model of romance. 

The wedding was a pretty thing; 

I sent the " Idylls of the King,” 

Well bound. And Mariana wrote 
A most appreciative note. 

They live in London now, I 'm told; 
The Moated Grange is let (or sold); 

I only hope they ’ll manage so 
That Tennyson need never know. 

Vergiliana. 

For a certain German Admiral on 
being booted; “ Ite, Capella." 
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iamcm T brutality the terms of his motion do not alone that soar above" are almost as 
ESSENCE OF PAR LIAM ENT. m ake quite clear. Perhaps he has not much out off from the inferior beings 
Tuesday, October 16 th. — To Mr. yet made up his own mind on the below them as they were before Sir 
Punch’s blunt inquiry, “Why?” in subject. Alfred Mond came to the rescue of 

last week’s cartoon different answers 1 feel sure that Mr. Montagu lias a Beauty in thrall. Ifo is rather dis- 
would, I suppose, be returned by sense of humour, and 1 admired the appointed at getting so little change 
various Members. The Chancellor way in which ho concealed its existence out of his “ fiver.” 
of the Exchequer would say that the j when explaining the Indian Govorn- Wednesday, October 17th .— The latest 
reassembling of Parliament was neees-1 ment’s release of Mrs. Besant. As ho recruit to what John Knox would have 
sary in order that ho might obtain u ! read the Vick boy's reference to “ the called tho “ monstrous regiment of 
further Vote of Credit from the ropre- tranquillizing effect of Mr. Montagu’s j Ministers ” is Mr. Waiuile, lately 
sontatives of tho taxpayers. Brigadier- approaching visit” tho House rippled Chairman of the Labour Party. He 
General Page Cboft, inventor and with laughter; and when ho procooded made a promising debut. Mr. Hough 
C.-in-C. of tho now “ National" party,: to say that Mrs. Besant had under- professed to he anxious as to the future 
who has already attached to himself a taken to use her intlueuco to secure of the North-Eastern Railway, which, 
following not inferior numerically to “ a calm atmosphere for my visit," the according to him, had lent all its “genii” 
the little hand which, under Lord Ran- ripple became a wave. But with the to the Admiralty. Mr. Waudle, quick 
j bolvh CHuuumr,Lin the eightios, struck st oicism of tho unchanging East ho to note tho classical accuracy of tho 
terror into tho hearts of the Front read on unmoved. plural, assured him that ho need be 


sary in order that he might obtain a! read the Vice boy’s reference to “ the 
further Vote of Credit from the ropre- tranquillizing effect of Mr. Montagu’s 
sontatives of tlio taxpayers. Brigadier- approaching visit” tho House rippled 
General Page Cboft, inventor and with laughter; and when ho procooded 
C.-in-C. of the now “ National ” parly,: to say tbal Mrs. Besant had under- 
who has already attached to himself a taken to use her inllueuco to secure 
following not inferior numerically to “ a calm atmosphere for my visit," the 


>nd on unmoved. plural, assured him that ho need be 
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IMMEDIATELY AFTER THE HE OPENING OF THE CAMPAIGN ON UCTOBKU 
Kith A CERTAIN LIVELINESS WAS OBSERVER ON THE HIBERNIAN FROST. 


Benchos, longs to prove that, under Ins i Mr. Kennedy Jones, taking up tho ' under no apprehensions -“there are 
brilliant leadership, Lord still some gonii left.” 

Dungannon, Kir Rigitahd Ireland is to have the 

Cooper and Major Row- C'' V/^*' oxtended franchise eon- 

ernment or to enfilade the ' ' commensurate with his' 

ox-Ministcrs who aid and Immediately after the he openino of the campaign on October notion of its relative im- 
abot them. ,,,TH A ™ UTA,N 1JV,;UKE8S WAS OI,SKltVKJ> 0N II,BEltK,AN r “ 0ST - portance - the hon. Bar- 

Then there are those humanized idle of the uewslioy in a recent cartoon, j onot demurred to tikis tempting pro- 
notes of interrogation like Mr. King, invited the Government to givo the; posal, and thought it was a matter for 
Mr. Hoaais and Mr. Pemuekton Big- Gortnans tho monosyllabic equivalent the Government. 
ling. They would like Parliament to for a vory warm time. Mr. Bonar Law Home very pleasant badinage between 
! he in permanent session in order that declined to commit himself to the actual Lord Hugh Cecil and the Home 8ec- 
the world might have the daily benefit term, but announced the intention to betaby as to the relative merits of the 
of their searching investigations. Mr set up a new Air Ministry, and to “om -1 words “dwell” and “resido” for the 
Kino has not yet quite run into his ploy our machines over German towns purpose of defining a voter’s qualifica- 
best form. He had only six Questions j so far as military needs render us free tion was followed by an exhaustive and 
on tho Paper, and actually asked only 1 to take such action.” oxhausting lecture by Major Chapple 

fivo of them—a concession which so] To return to Mr. Punch's question, on how to tabulate tho alternative votes 
paralysed the Ministeu of Keuon- j “ Why ? ” I think tho answer most in a three-cornered oloction. His object 
stiutution, to whom the missing Quos I Members would make would be, “Be- was to demonstrate that under the 
tion was addressed, that, when asked j cause we wauted to see what tho Government scheme the man whom 
where his department was located, hoj Ladies'Gallery would look like without the majority of the voters might desire 
had to confess that he did not know the I tho grille." It must he confessed that would infallibly he rojeetod, while by a 
preciso number, but it was somewhere those who cherished visions of a dull plan of his own, which he had - tried 
in Quoon Anne’s Gate. assembly made glorious by flashing successfully on a couple of wounded 

Eclipsed in Ireland by tho more eyos, white arms, and brilliant dresses soldiers, the host man invariably won, 
spectacular attractions of Kiun Fein, were disappointed. Thursday, October 18 th. — 'The most 

the Nationalists’ only hope of recover- •• stone walls do not a prison make, obliging of men, Sir Alfred Mond never¬ 
ing their lost popularity is to kick up Nor non bars a cage, theleBS draws tho line when he is asked 

the dust of St. Stephen’s. Accordingly wrote Lovelace. ’ Well, the iron bars to look a gift horse in. the mouth. His 
Mr. Redmond gave notice of yet another j have gone, but the »tone walls remain, predecessor at the Office of Works 
Vote of Censuro on the Irish Executive, and! make, if not tv prison, something having offered a site for a statue* of 
but whether for its slackness or its| very like a purdah-; and the “angels President LnceoLN, it is not for him 





to challenge the artistic merit of the 
sculpture, which hasheon picturesquely 
described as “atramp with the enbc." 

I It is thought that the American donors, 

: after an exhaustive study of our out- 
i door monuments, have been anxious to 
! conform to British standards of taste. 

The “Nationals” are beginning to 
move. Their General olicited from the 
Government a promise to introduce a 
Vote of Thanks to His Majesty’s Forces; 
though it is possible that this would 
have been done without bis interven¬ 
tion. His lieutenants wore less success¬ 
ful. Sir Richard Cooper could not 
persuade Mr. Bonau Lwv to publish 
the official report on tho loss of the 
Hampshire, and is now more than over 
convinced that K. ok K. is languish¬ 
ing in a Gorman prison-camp; while 
the Home Secretary intimated that 
he required no instruction from Major 
Rowland Hunt in the business of 
suppressing seditipus literature. 

After all, Ireland is to be redistributed. 
Unless the success of the Convention 
renders the task superfluous, the Gov¬ 
ernment will appoint a Boundary Com¬ 
mission as an act of simple justioe. 
Needless to say the announcement was 


received with frenzied abuse by all the 
Nationalist factions. Abstract justice, 
it seems, is the very last thing that 
Boland wants. 


GADGETS AND STUNTS. 

Dear Mu. Punch, —Aware as you 
must bo of a deplorable confusion now 
prevailing in the public mind as to 
the true inwardness of the expressions 
“gadget” and “stunt," you will agree, 
1 am sure, that the moment has come 
for a clear and authoritativo ruling on 
this voxod point. At a time when tlu: 
pundits of tho Oxford Dictionary are 
coldly aloof, like Gali.io, and tho Army 
Council, though often approaoliod, 
studiously rosorvo their decision, it 
roats- with you Mr. Punch, as Arbiter 
of National Opinion, to give judgment. 

What notion, then, of “ gadget" and 
“ stunt ” is gained by tho young 
subaltern of to-day as he joins his 
regiment and shakes down to the fun¬ 
damental facts of life and (loath? He 
finds himsolf harassed by no end of 
devilish enemy Btunts, to stultify whiob 
a fatherly all-wise War Office has given 
him an infinity of gadgets. For every 


stunt an appropriate countering gadget. 
Does tho foe strafe him with a gas- 
bombing stunt? “Jla, ha!” laughs 
he, and dons that unlovely but priceless 
gadget, his box-respirator. But by no 
means all gadgets have just one peculiar 
stunt to counter; sucli a definition 
would oxelude, for instance, (he height- 
gauge on a piano, which is emphatically, 
wholly and eternally a gadget of gadgets. 
Moreover, gadgets are small things. 
The airman’s “joystick” is a gadget; 
the tank is not. Now are those views 
sound, Kir, or is it permissible, as one 
authority does, to describe persons as 
“ gadgets ” ? 

One final word. A nervous subaltern 
recently appeared before his Adjutant 
and called tho Wurzel - Flummery 
Electro-Dynamical Apparatus, Mark 
IF., “this sky plotter stunt.” "Great 
Heavens! ” gasped the Adjutant, “ what 
is the Service coming to ? Stunt ? 
Gadget, mrfh, gadget 1 " Three days 
later tho hapless hoy found himself de¬ 
sired to resign on the grounds of “ gross 
ignorance of military terminology.” 

I am, dear Mr. Punch, 

Yours solemnly, 

Archibald. 









TRIALS OF A CAMOUFLAGE OFFICER. 

Having camouflaged some coast defences he goes to sea to ansiflHVK the effect. 


HEART-TO-HEART TALKS. 

(The Gebman Kaineti, the Tsar of Uuusaiua, and the 
Saltan of Tvbkey.) 

The Tsar. You must admit that Sofia is a most agreeable 
place. Where else could you find such gonuine and over¬ 
whelming enthusiasm for the War and our alliance ? 

The Kaiser. I don’tlcnow. It didn't seem to me exactly 
violent; bpt then, of course, you know your people better 
than I do, and it may be- 

The Sultan. Uiuph. 

The Tsar. I know just what you are going to say, TM niistmi. 
You feel, rts wo do, that the voice of the People is the true 
guide for a ruler. You feel that too, don't you, Wilhelm? 

The Kaiser. I have never hesitated to say so. It is on 
such sentiments that the greatness of our Imperial House 
is based. 

The Saltan. TTmph. 

'The Tsar. There—I know you would agree with us. 
You heard, Wilhelm? Mkumkd agrees with us. 

The Kaiser. That is, of courso, immensely gratifying. 

The Tsar. Wo will at once publish an announcement in 
all our newspapers. It will declare that the three Sovereigns, 
after a perfectly frank interchange of views, found no sub¬ 
ject on which tlioro was even the shadow of a disagreement 
between them, and are resolved in the closest alliance to 
continue the War against the aggressive designs of tho 
Entente Powers until a satisfactory peace is secured. How 
does that suit you, Wilhelm V 

The Kaiser. Very well. Only yon must put in that hit 
about iny being actuated by the highest and most' dis¬ 
interested motives. 

The Tsar. That applies to all of us. 

The Sultan. Uinph. * 

The Tsar. Again lie agreos. Isn’t it vvondorful ? I ‘ve 


never met a more accommodating ally. It 'a a real pleasure 
to work with him. Now then, we're all quite sure, aren’t 
wo, that wo really want to go on with tho War, and that 
we utterly reject all peace-talk? 

The Kaiser. Htterly—but if they come and sue to us for 
peaeo wo might graciously consider tlroir offer. 

The Tsar. That moans nothing, of course, so there’s no 
harm in putting it in. At any rate it will please tho 1’OPE. 
Wo ‘ro quite sure, then, that wo want to go on with the 
War? Of course 1 'm heart and soul for going on with it 
to the last gasp, but I cannot holp pointing out that at 
present Bulgaria has got all site wants, and my people are 
very iond of peace. 

The Sultan. IJmph. 

The Tsar. lie knows that is so. He’s very fond of peace 
himself. You seo he hasn't had much luck in the War, 
have yon, Mehmkd ? 

The Sultan. The English—— 

The Tsar. Quito true; tho English arc an accursed race. 

The Sultan. The English have a lot of- 

The Kaiser. A lot of vices ? I should think they have. 

The Sultan ( persisting). Tho English have a lot of men 
and guns. 

The Tsar. Well done, old friend ; you've got it off your 
chest at last. 1 hope you ’re happy now. But, as to this 
peace of ours, can't something be done ? I always say it's 
a great thing to know when to stop. So it might be as well 
to talk about peace, even if your talk means nothing. Ir» 
any case, 1 tell you frankly, I want peace. 

The Kaiser. Eerdinand ! 

The Tsar. Oh, it’s no use to glare at me like that. If it 
comes to glaring I can do a bit in that line myself. 

The Sultan. The Americaua- 

The Tsar^ } ( to 9 e ^ ie l r )‘ Oh, curse the Americans 1 
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Postlvthwaite (keenly appreciative of hum of Gotha overhead). “ Listen, Agatha ! Exactly II flat.” j Strikes note to cxtablinh 
accuracy of hie t'di*.] 


STANZAS ON TEA SHORTAGE. 

[Mr. M. (Ihikvh, writing from “Thu Whinn,” Chalfont St. Prior, in 
The Daily Mail of the Tithinst., suggests herb-teas to meet the short¬ 
age, as being far the most healthful substitutes. “They ran also," 
he says, “ ho blomled and arranged to suit tho gastric idiosyncrasies 
of tho individual consumer. A few of thorn are agrimony, comfrey. 
dandelion, camomile, woodruff; marjoram, hyssop, sage, horehound, 
tansy, thyme, rosemary, stinging-nettle and raspberry."] 

Although, when luxuries must ho resigned, 

Bucli as cigars or even breakfast bacon, 

My hitherto “ unconquerable uiiud ” 

Its philosophic pose has not forsaken, 

By one impending sacrifice I find 

My stock of fortitude sevorely shaken— 

T mean the dismal prospect of our losing 
Tho genial cup that cheers without hemusing. 

i 

Blest liquor 1 dear to literary men, 

Which Georgian writers used to drink like fishes, 
When cocoa had not swum into thoir ken 
> And eoffeo failed to satisfy all wishes; 

When tea was served to monarchs of the pon, 

Like JonNSON and his coterie, in “ dishes,” 

And came exclusively from far Cathay—• 

See “ China’s fragrant herb ” in Wobdhwohth’s lay. 

Beer prompted Calvkhley's immortal rhymes, 
Extolling it as utterly eupeptic ; 

But on that point, in these exacting times, 

The weight of evidence supports tho sceptic; 

Beer is not suitable for torrid climes 
Or if your tendency is cataleptic; 

„ But tea ip moderation, freshly brewed, 

Was never by Sir Andbew Clahk tabooed. 


We know for certain that the Guano Old Man 
Drank tea at midnight with complete impunity, 

At least he long outlived the Psalmist’s span 
And from ill-health enjoyed a fine immunity; 
Besides, robust Anlipodeans can 

And do drink tea at every opportunity; 

While only Btoics nowadays contrive 
To shun the cup that gilds tho hour of five. 

But war is war, and when wo have to face 
Shortage in tea as well as bread and hoots 
’Tis well to teach us how wo may replace 
The foreign brew by native substitutes, 

Extracted from a vegetable base 

In various wholesome plants and herbs and fruits, 
“ Arranged and blended,” very much like teas, 

To suit our “ gastric idiosyncrasies.” 

It is a list for future use to file, 

including woodruff, marjoram and sago. 

Thyme, agrimony, hyssop, camomile 

(A name writ painfully on childhood's page), 
Tansy, the jaded palate to beguile, 

Horehound, laryngeal troubles to assuage, 

And, for a etip ere mounting to tho stirrup, 

The stinging-nettle's stimulating syrup. 

And yet 1 cannot, though I gladly would, 

Eorgefc tho Babylonian monarch’s cry, 

“ It may be wholesome, hut it is not good,” 

When grass became his only food supply; 

Such weakness ought, of course, to bo withstood, 
But oh, it wrings the teardrop from my eye 
To think of Polly putting on the kettle 
To brew my daily dose of stinging-nettle 1 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“ Dear Brutus." 

There are groat ways of borrowing, as 
Emerson said, and in his now Fantasy 
Sir James Barrie has given us a very 
charming variation on A Midsummer 
Night's Dream (with echoes of Veter 
Pan and The Admirable Crichton). 

Certainly 1 got far more fun out of his 
deluded lovers in the Magic Wood than 
1 ever extracted from the comedy of 
error’s which occurred between the 
ladios and gentlemen of the Court of 
The setts. 

In Dear 1Indus the contrast between 
irral life and the life of Magic- 
land is sharply accentuated by the 
fact that there is not a separate /'If THt dom g 
sot of characters for each the / UKEt, op°™ N j I 
same men and women figure in ufetimc^v fl 
both, making abrupt transitions 
from one to the other and back 
again. We have a house party of 
actual humans (not too obtru¬ 
sively actual), most of whom, in¬ 
cluding tho butler, imagine that if 
they could have a Second Chance 
in life thoy would upt make such 
a mess of it as they did with tho 
First. One of them thinks lie 
would never have taken to drink 
and lost his solf-iospect and his 
wife's lovo if bo had only bad a 
child ; one that ho would not 
have become a pilferer if bo bad 
stuck to the City; others that 
they would have done bettor to 
have married Somebody Else. 

Well, they are all whisked off into 
the Magic Wood, and thero they 
get their Second Chance. The 
pilferer boemnos a successful 
tradesman in a large and quest¬ 
ionable way; the tippler finds 
himself soboraml attended by the 
daughter of his heart's desire; 
various married folk got re-sorted; 
and so forth. 


enamoured of the bufcler-turned-pluto- side a Barrie play), who is left alone 
crat (of. Titania and Bottom) and in a Magic Wood, scarecl out of her 
subsequently roturns to her sniffi- life, would cry aloud, “ Daddy, daddy, 


ness, cannot bo said to have lost 
much by failing to utilise her Second 
Chance. 

However, one might novor havo 
troubled about Sir James’s logic if ho 
had not declared his moral purpose in 
set terms. T suppose lie had to explain 
his title, which was sufficiently obscure. 
It comes, as Mr. Sothern kindly in¬ 
formed us, from tho linos:— 

" Tho fault, clear Brutus, is not in our stars, 
But in ourselves." 

Bruins, in fact, is tho famous general 



IN' AND OUT OP 


Mr. t'unlir 
Mr. Cniiile 
Mr, Drtnth 


THE WOOD. 

Mr. Sam Soninas. 

Mr. Norman Purses, 

Mr. (Jeualudu Matiiuer. 


o whom certain things were caviare. 


1 don’t want to bo a Might-have-been.” 
The sentiment of tho words was, of 
course, part of the schomo, but it was 
not for her to say them. 

Mr. Norman Forres, in tho Wood, 
was an elderly piping faun and per¬ 
formed with astonishing agility a sword- 
dance over a stick crossed with his 
whistle. Elsewhere as Mr. Coade ho 
playod very engagingly the part of the 
only character who hue] made such good 
use of his First Chanco that he really 
didn't need a Second. Both in name 
and nature he brought to mind 
thelate Mr. Choate, who gallantly 
declared that if he had not boon 
what ho was ho would have liked 
to he his wife’s second husband. 
And no wonder that Mr. Coade 
wanted nothing bettor than to 
remain attached to so adorable a 
creatine as his wife, played with 
a delightful homeliness by Miss 
Maude Mim.ktt, who has lost 
nothing of that charm to which, 
with Mr. Coade, wo retain the 
most faithful devotion. 

Mr. Winn West was admirable 
as a Crichton gone wrong; and 
Mr. Sotheun, as the philanderer 
Purdie, took all his Chanco3 of 
humour, and they were many, 
with tho greatest aplomb. They 
included some very pleasant 
satire on stage manners. I have 
only (o mention the names of 
Miss Hilda Moore, Miss Jessie 
Bateman, Miss Doris Lytton and 
Miss Lyijia Bimirooke for you to 
understand how excellent a cast 
it was, both for wit and grace. 

Finally, Mr. Arthur JIatheh- 
ton, as Lob, the host of tho party, 
a kind of hoary old Puck who 
had a penchant for tilling his 
house every Midsummer Eve with 


Tho moral purpose (if any) of the j lie is the typical man in the audience, people who wanted a Second Chanco, 


interpreted Sir James’s whimsical fancy 
to tho very top of froakishnoss. 

I hope, but doubtfully, that there are 
enough Dear Brutuses in London (so 
many aliens have lately tied) to do 
' ' .0. S. 


author, as convoyed to us through tho j to whom Sir James says; “You, too, 
mouth of tho leading humourist of the Brutus; I’m talking at you.” 
partv, is to show that a man's nature Happily (for my taste, anyhow) the 
would remain tho same even if ho got humour of the play dominates itssonti- 
a Second Chanco. Dnfortunatoly—but menfc. And whore the sentiment of the 

what can you expect in tho realm of child Margaret threatens to overstrain justice to Barrie at iiis best. 

Magic ?—tho scheme does not work out itself vve had always tho healthy antidote 

with any logical consistency. It is true of Mr. Du Maurieh’s practical methods T.« Mot Junto 

that the philanderer and the pilfering to correct its tendency to cloy. IIo was 
butler show little promise of making extraordinarily good both as himself 
anything out of their Second Chance; and, for a rare change, as somebody 
hut, on tho other hand, the childless quite different. Miss Faith Celt.i as 
tippler seems to have undergone reform- his daughter—a sort of Peter Pan girl 

ation and recovered his wife's regard ; who does grow up, far too tall—was 

and, if I rightly interpreted certain delightful in- tho true Barrie manner, 

dolicato indications, thoy propose to It was a pity—but that was not her 

have a pearl of a daughter later on, fault—that she had to end her long and of the town —Provincial Paper". 

Also the dainty and supercilious Lady difficult scone on rather a false note. Very generous of them; but what will 

Caroline, who in the Wood becomes I am almost certain that no child (out- the Board of Liquor Control say ? 


Le Slot Juste. 

“ Tea is very scarce ami that to Irish folks, 
who like it black ami strong, with always 
‘ olio more for tho pot,' is a source of (lamen¬ 
tation ,"—Liverpool Daily Post and Mercury. 

“ Another Army Order provides that an 
ofliecr while undergoing instruction in flying 
shall receive continuous flying pay at tho rate 
of 4s. a day in addition from the public-houses 
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Vicar . "And what weuk void km.nsatlonk when you whm: snui'H'”' 

Wuumlcil Tummy. ' Well, it was dike when the missis cods ykh iib’ind the eau with a hat iiion -kji. Kxrnr." 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. ranch's Staff of Learned doles) 

I have often pitied the lot of the costume novelist, facod 
with the increasing difficulty of providing fresh and unworn 
trappings for his characters. Therefore with all the more 
warmth do I congratulate those seasonod adventurers, 
Agnes and Egehton Castle, on their acumen in discovering 
such a setting as that of 1 Volf-lure (Cassei.l). The name 
alone should bo worth many oditions. Nor do the contents 
in any sort belie it. This remote country of Guyenne, a 
hundrod years ago, with its forosts and caves and subter¬ 
ranean lakes, with, moreover, its rival wolf-masters, Royal 
and Imperial, and its wild band- of coiners, is the very 
stage for any hazardous and romantic exploit. It should 
bo added at once that the authors have taken full advantage 
of theso possibilities. From the moment when tho wander¬ 
ing English youth who tells tho tale wakes on the hillside 
to find himself contemplated by a lovely maiden and a 
gigantic wolf-hound, the adventure dashes from thrill to 
thrill unpausing. One protest however I must utter. Tho 
conduct of tho young and lovely lieroino (as above) and her 
single-minded devotion to her lover may be true to nature, 
but somewhat alienated my own sympathies, already given 
to the first-person-singular English lad who also adarod 
her, and whom both she and her cljpsen mate treated 
abominably. To my thinking, unrequited devotion lias no 
business in a tale of this sort. Realistic pathos may have 
its Dobbin or Tom Pinch, but the wild and whirling episodes 
of tushery demand the satisfactory finish hallowed by 
custom. With this reservation only I can call Wolf-lure 


about tho host adventure-novel that tho present season has 
produced. 


Since the opening pages of Calvary Alley (Hoddeb and 
Stoughton) are concerned witli choir-hoys and a cathedral 
and a rose-window, things to which one gives, without 
sufficient reason, an association exclusively of the Old 
World, I was a little startled, as the action proceeded, by 
tho mention of cops and dimes and trolly-cars. Of courso 
this only meant that 1 hud forgotten, uugratofully, the 
country in which any story by Alice IIkgan Rice might 
ho expected to ho laid. Anyhow, Calvary Alley provos an 
admirable entertainment, a tale of a girl's expanding 
fortunes, from the grim slum that gives its name to tho 
hook, through many varied experiences of reform schools, 
a bottling factory and membership of tho ballet, up to the 
haven of matrimony. Through them all, Nance, the 
heroine, carries a very human and engaging personality, 
so that one is made to see the young woman who is clasped 
to tho heroic breast on tho last page as the logical develop¬ 
ment of tho ragged urchin stamping her hare foot into the 
soft cement of Calvary Alley on the first. Moreover— 
wonder of wonders for transatlantic fiction !—the author is 
able to write about children, andAhe contrasted lives of rich 
and poor city dwellers, without lapsing into sentimentality 
0 si sic omnes! But either American bishops are strangely 
different from tho English variety, or Mrs. Rice, following 
Mr. Wells's example, has permitted herself an episcopal 
burlesque. In either oase tho resulting portrait is hardly 
worthy of an otherwise admirably-drawn collection of 
original characters. 
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Christine (Macmillan) contains a very illuminating pic- have for such purposes, without lotting you fdfel afterwards 
turo of Germany in the months immediately preceding the that it was wasted. Arul as a hospital present the cqI- 
War; but I am perplexed—and a little provoked—by the lection could hardly be beaten. 

way in which it is presented. The hook opens with a -— 

pathetic foreword, signed by Miss Alice Cholmondkley, Miss Mar.iohie Bowen's historical romances usually have 
m which we read : “ My daughter Christine, who wrote mo the merit of swift movement, and that is precisely the 


these letters, died at a hospital in Stuttgart, on the morn¬ 
ing of August Hth, 1914, of acute double pneumonia. ... I 
am publishing the letters just as they came to mo, leaving 
out nothing. . . . The war killed Christine, just as surely 
as if she had been a soldier in the trenches. ... I never 
saw her again. I had a telegram saying she was dead. 

I tried to go to Stuttgart, but was turned back at the 
frontier.” Then follows a Publishers’ note to the effect 
that some personal names have been altered. After this 
ono iS naturally surprised to find the book advertised as ideas of love and his idiotic marriage, the negotiations for 
a “new novel." All 1 can say is that, if Miss Cholmon- which, with the resulting complications, take up so large 
deley's preface is true, her hook is not a novel, and that, a space in a lengthy book. It gives ono tho impression of 
if it is untrue, I do not think the foreword is fair or in good being written not “ according to plan ” but out of a random 
taste. My opinion, for what it is worth, is that Miss Chol- fancy, with so hurried a pen that not merely have irrelevant 
monbulky was herself iii Germany during tho summer of incidents, absurdities of diction, and indubitable longueurs 
1914, and has chosen this way of tolling us what she saw escaped excision, but such lapses from the King’s fair 
and heard. Anyhow the letters are undoubtedly tho work j English as “ save you and 1 ” -and “ I shoot with my own 


quality J miss in The Third Estate (Methuen). It does 
not march—at least not quick enough. You will not need 
to bo told that Miss Bowen has saturated herself con¬ 
scientiously in her period - an intensely interesting period 
too—and has contrived hor atmosphere most competently 
and plausibly. But for all that 1 couldn’t make myself 
greatly interested in tho bold had Marquis de Sarcey 
in those anxious two years before “the Terror,” with 
his insufferable pride, his incredible elegance, his fantastic 


of someone who knows 
Germany and tho inhabi¬ 
tants thereof. And for this 
excellent reason Christine 
should not he missed by 
anyono who wants to know 
in what a state of militant 
anticipation tho Germans 
were living. The strongest 
searchlight has been thrown 
over the Hun, from the 
habitues of a middle-class 
hoarding-house to members 
of tho Junker breod. Whe¬ 
ther these lottcrs ought to 
he classed as fiction or not 
they contain facts, and as 
they are written in a stylo i 



USING I’ETKOL FOlt I'LEASTJRH. 
■lOY RIliKliS CAUGHT 11KD-HANDEP. 
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hand he who refuses.” Even 
a popular author—indeed, 
especially a popular author 
—owes us more considera¬ 
tion than that. 

The Fortunes of Richard 
Mahony (H einemann) is one 
of those pleasant books in 
which tho hero prospers. 
True, the process as here 
shown is vory gradual; so 
much so that the four hun¬ 
dred odd pages of tho pre¬ 
sent volume only take us 
as far as “End of Book 
One." Oloarly, therefore, 
Mr. H. H. Kigiuhdbon has 


at once vivid and engaging my advice to you is to raid more to follow; and, as one should call no hero fortunate till 
them and not worry too much about the foreword. his author has ceased writing, it is as yet too early for a final 

- pronouncement upon ltichard Mahony. My own honest 

The Four Corners of the World (Holder and Stoughton) impression at this stage would be that lie i3 in some danger 
is emphatically what I should call a firesido book. On of outgrowing his strength. This pathologioal phrase comes 
those chill Autumn ovonings, with tho rain or the dead tho more aptly since Richard’s fortune, though begun in the 
leaves or the shrapnel whirling by outside, you could have goldfields.wasnotderivedfromdigging,butfromthepractice 
few more agreeable companions than Mr. A. E. W. Mason, of medicine, and from a lucky speculation in mining stock (I 
when he is, as here, in communicative mood. He has a likod especially tho description of tho day when the shares 
baker’s dozen of excellent tales to tell, most of them with a sold at fifty-threo, and Richard “ went about feeling a little 
fine thrill, out of which he gets the greatest possible effect, more than human ”). The end of the whole matter, at least 
largoly by the use of a crisp and unemotional style that the end for the present, is that, with his wife, and what he 
lets the sensational happenings go their own way to the can get together from the remains of tho mining coup, and 

nerves of tho reader. As an example of how to make the the sale of a somewhat damagod practice, Richard sets forth 

most of a good themo, 1 commend to you tho story pleas- for England. Obviously more turns of fortune are in store 
antly, if not very originally, named “ Tho House of ■Terror.” there for him and Mary and that queer character, his one- 
Beforo now I have been ensnared to disappointment by time inseparable, Purdy. That 1 anticipate their future 

precisely this title. But Mr. Mason’s House holds no with much interest is a genuine tribute to the humanity 

deception; it genuinely does terrify; and when at the in which Mr. Richardson has clothed his cast. Richard 
climax of its history tho two persons concerned see the Mahony, in short, is a real man, whose fortunes take A 
door swing slowly inwards, and “ the white fog billowed genuine hold upon one's attention; though I repeat that 
into the room,” while “ Glyn felt the hair stir and move I could wish his author had told-them less wordily. ond 
upon his scalp,” I doubt not that you will almost cor- —in one glaring instance—with & greater pespect for the 
toinly partake of some measure of his emotion. Naturally, decencies of medical reticence. * 

in a mixed bag such as this, one can’t complain if the 

quality of the oontents varies. Not all the tales reach the Lon g-Distance Medio.il Treatment. 

level of “The House of Terror”; but in every one there Ss •' a telephone massage was received last night by the Scotland 

enough artistry to occupy any spare half-hour you mgy Yard auth«*ties. M —Bristol Times m4 .Mirror, ~ : ., ; 
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Auiiiiuinii hearted boys have already indicated 

CHARIVARI A. * that it will hurt them more thfi,n thoir 

Thb Ministry of Food has informed parents. * ,, 

the Twickenham Food Control Coin- „ !l 

mitteo that a doughnut is not a bun. A female defendant at a London 
Local unrest has been almost completely police court last week was given tho 
allayed by this prompt and fearless do- choice of prison or marriage, and pre¬ 
cision. * * ferred to get married. How like a 

* woman! # * 

Many London grocers are asking 

customers to hand in orders on Mon- A correspondent protests against the 
day to ensure delivery within a week, high prices paid for old postage-stamps 
In justice to a much-abused State at a recent sale, and points out that 
department it must he pointed out stamps can ho ohtainod at one penny 
that telegrams aro frequently delivered each at most post-otlices, all ready for 
within that period without any absurd use. * * 

restriction as to tho day of handing in. 

Vjj* A North of England lady last woek 

No more hotels in London, says Hir climbed to tho top of (.lie chimnoy- 
Alfbed Mono, are to ho taken over at stack of a large munition works ami 
present by the Govern¬ 
ment, which sineo the War 
began has commandeered 
nearly three hundred build 
ings. We understand, how¬ 
ever, that a really specta¬ 
cular offensive is being 
prepared for tho Spring. 

•fc 

Several parties of Ger¬ 
mans who escaped from 
internment camps have 
beeu recaptured with com¬ 
parative ease. It is sup¬ 
posed that their gentle 
natures could no longer 
boar tho spectacle of tho 
sacrifices that the simple 
Briton is enduring in order 
that they may be vvoli fed. 
ss i * 

Tho Globe has just pub¬ 
lished an article entitled 
“The End of tho World.” 

Our rosy contemporary is far too pessi- j affixed 
mistic, we feel. Mr. Churehili7h ap¬ 
pointment as Minister of the Air lias 
not yet been officially announced. 



the method of giving warnings at night 
it will probably bo by gun fire. To 
distinguish this fire from the regular 
barrage it is ingeniously suggested that 
the guns employod for (lie latter pur¬ 
pose shall he painted blue, or some 
other distinctive colour. 

It is reported that Sinn Fein’s 
second-best war-cry, “ Up the Kaiser," 
is causing some irritation in tho Wil- 
holmstrasse, whore it is freely admitted 
that tho K.vis p:h is already far higher 
up than the eircumstaneos justify. 

Tho Lambeth magistrate recontly 
referred to tho ease of a hoy of fiftoon 
who is paying income-tax. Friends of 
the youth liavo since boon heard to say 
that there is such a thing as carrying 
the spirit of reckless bra¬ 
vado too far. 


THU AIR-1.4 Aliy S1SASON. 


Thu BEStJl.T OK A MTTI.F. UNASSUMING AUVlvimslvMK.NT: 
WANTED.— Al’W.Y, K2, —— STHliUT, W." 


Tho Vosmcke Zeitumj reports that 
tho Kaiser refuses to aceopl tho resig¬ 
nation of Admiral von Cai-klee. , Tho 
career of Germany’s Naval chief seems 
to be doggod by persistent bad luclc. 

* * 

* 

Another scoop for The Daily Tele 
graph, “ On October 14, lOtifi, at nine 
said a recent issue, “tho Battle 
of Hastings commenced.” 

V 

We fear that our allotment-holders 
are losing their dash. Ae pumpkin 
grown at Burwaslr Place, which moa- 


a silver coin in tho masonry. 
The lady is thought to be nervous of 

pickpockets. ... * 

‘ * 

A contemporary wit declares that 
nothing gives him more pleasure than 
to see golfers at dinner. lie loves to 
watch them doing the soup course, 

using one iron all the way round. 

’ 

There is no truth in the rumour that 
during a recent air-raid a man was 
caught on the roof of a certain Govern¬ 
ment building in Whitehall signalling 
to tho Germans where not to drop their 
bombs. * * 

It should he added that the practice 
of giving air-raid warnings by notice 


sored six feet in circumference, is still {published in tho following morning s 
a pumpkin and not a potato. papers has been abandoned only after 

the most exhaustive tests. 

The Grimsby magistrates have de *** 

oidad pot to .birob hoys in the future, The Homo Office announces that 
ftofot to fitia .their parents. Several soft-; while it has not definitely decided upon 


“ Karin work is proceed¬ 
ing slowly,’’says a Midland 
! correspondent of the Food 
Production Department, 
i Those who recall tho im¬ 
petuous abandon of Lho pre- 
war agriculturist may well 
ask whether Boloism has 
not boon work at again. 

Tiu.ilway fares in Ger¬ 
many have been doubled; 
hut it is doubtful if this 
transparent artifice will 
prevent the Kaiser from 
going about Hie place 
making speeches to his 
troops on all the fronts. 


' Cku.ak-man | ji j g announced that 
promotion in the IJ.S. ser¬ 
vices will he based solely on fitness, 
without regard to seniority. Thosoaro 
tho sort of revolutionists who would 
cover up grave defects in army organisa¬ 
tion by the meretricious expedient of 

winning tho War. 

*■ •;« 

Inquiries, says The Dali Mull Gazelle, 
disclose a wide-spread habit among 
customers of bribing the assistants in 
grocery shops. Tho custom among 
profiteers of giving thorn their cast-off 
motor cars probably acted as the thin 
end of tho wedge. 

>Jt 

A dear old lady writes that she is no 
longer nervous about air-raids, now 
that her neighbourhood has been pro¬ 
vided with an anticraft airgun. 

Food. Economy in Ireland. 

“ Gloves, stockings, liuoU au<l shoe* betoken 
tho onorgy and meal of tho day, something 
tasty is desirable, and a very economical dish 
of this kind can bo made by ulakiug . . 

Belfast Evening Telegraph. 
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ZEPP-FLIGHTING IN THE HAUTES ALPES. 

To J. M. 

Recall, dear John, a certain day 
Back in the times of long ago — 

A stuffy old estaminet 

Under the great peaks fledged with snow; 

The Spring that sot our hearts rejoicing 
As up the serried mountains’ har 
We climbed our tortuous way Jtolls-Jioycing 
From (lap to Col Bayard. 

Little wo dreamed, though that high air 
Quickens imagination's flight, 

What monstrous bird and very rare 
Would in these parts some day alight; 

How, like a roc of Arab fable, 

A Zopp en route, from London town, 

Trying to find its German stable, 

Would here come blundering down. 

The swallows - you remember? yes? — 

Northward, just then, wore heading straight; 
No hint they dropped by which to guess 
That other fowl’s erratic fate; 

An inner senso supplied their vision ; 

Not one of them contused his scalp 
Or lost his feathers in collision 
Bumping against an Alp. 

But they, the Kepp-birds, flopped and barged 
From Lundvillo to Yaloscuro 
(Where wo of old have often charged 
Tho bunkors of the Goto d’Azur); 

And half a brace so strange and far a 
Course to tho South it had to shape — 

Ts still expected in Sahara 
Or possibly the Capo. 

In happier autumns you and I 
(You by your art and I by luck) 

Have pulled the pheasant off the sky 
Or flogged to death the flighting duck ; 

But never yet—how few the chances 
Of pouching so superb a swag - 
lla\e wo achieved a feat like Franco’s 

Immortal gas-bag bag. O. S. 


PURPLE PATCHES FROM LORD YORIGK’S GREAT BOOK. 

(Special Ttcvieu'.) 

Lord Yorick’s Reminiscences, just published by the bouse 
! of llussell, abound in genial anecdote, in which the “por- 
! sonal note” is lightly and gracefully struck, in welcome 
j contrast to the stodgy political memoirs with which we 
j have been surfeited of late. We append some extracts, 
culled at random from these jocund pages: — 

The Shah’s Romance. 

“1 don’t suppose it is a Stato secret- -hut, if it^ is there 
can be no harm in divulging the fact—that there was some 
thought of a marriago in the ‘eighties’ between the Shah 
of Persia and the lovely "Miss Malory, tho linpal descendant 
of the famous author of tho Arthurian opic. Mr. Gladstone, 
Mine, dh Novikoit and the Archbishop of Canterbury 
were prime movers in tho negotiations. But the Shah’s 
table manners and his obstinate refusal to bo converted to 
the doctrines of tho Anglican Church, on which MissMalory 
insisted, proved an insurmountable obstacle, and the arrange¬ 
ment, which might have been fraught with inestimable 
advantages to Persia, came to nought. Miss Malory after¬ 
wards became Lady Yorick.” 


Practical Joking at Oxford in the “Sixties.” 

“Jimmy Greene, afterwards Lord Havering, whoso rooms 
wore just below mine, suffored a good deal from practical 
jokers. One day I was chatting with Reggio Wragge when 
we hoard loud cries for help just below us. We rushed 
down and found Jimmy in the bath, struggling with a largo 
conger-eel which had been introduced by some of his friends. 
I held on to the monster's tail, while Wragge severed its 
head with a carving-knife. Poor Jimmy, who was always 
nervous and not very ‘strong in his intellects,’ was much 
upset, and was shortly afterwards ploughed for the seventh 
time in Smalls. Ilo afterwards wont into diplomacy, but 
died young.” 

Mrs. Mangold’s Complexion. 

“At one of these dances at Yorick Castle Mrs. Mangold, 
afterwards Lady Rootham, was staying with us. Sho was 
a very handsome woman, with a wonderful complexion, so 
brilliant, indeed, that some sceptics believed it to bo arti¬ 
ficial. A plot was accordingly hatched to solve tho 
problem, and during a set of Kitchen Lancers a syphon 
of soda - water was cleverly squirted full in her face, but 
the colour remained fast. Mrs. Mangold, I am sorry to 
say, failed to see the point of the joko, and fled to her 
room, pursued as far as tho staircase by a score or more 
of cheering sportsmen.” 

Tiik Ordeal of Lady Verbena Sober. 

“ Mr. Gosohen, as he then was, was entertaining a largo 
party to dinner at Whitehall. He was at tho time First Lord 
of tho Admiralty, and an awkward waiter upset un ico-pud- 
ding down the back of Lady Verbena Sopor, sistor of Lady 
' Loofah ’ Sopor and daughter of the Earl of Eatherham. 
The poor lady cried out, ‘ 1 ’in scalded t ’ but our host, 
with great presence of mind, dashed out, returning with 
a bundle of blankets and a can of hot water, which he 
promptly poured on to the ice-pudding. Tho sufferer was 
thou wrapped up in tho blankets and carried off to bod. 
Tho waiter was of course sacked on tho spot, but was 
saved from prosocution at tho express request of his victim 
and assisted to emigrate to America, where 1 believe he 
did well on an orange farm in Florida.” 


IN A GOOD CAUSE. 

There is no War-charity known to Mr. Punch that does 
better work or more quietly than that which is adminis¬ 
tered by the Children's Aid Committee, who provide homes 
in country cottages and farm-houses for children, most 
of them motherless, of our soldiers and sailors, visit them 
from time to time and watch over their needs. Here 
in these homos their fathers, who are kept informed of 
their children’s welfaro during their absence, corno to sec 
them when on leave from the Front, and find them gently 
cared for. Since the War began homes have been provided 
for over two thousand four hundred children. A certain 
grant in aid is allowed by the London War Pensions 
Committee, who havo learned to depend upon tho Children’s 
Aid Committee in their difficulties about children, but for 
tho most part this work relics upon voluntary help, and 
without advertisement. Of the money that came into the 
Committee’s hands last year only about two per cent, was 
paid away for salaries and ollico expenses. 

More than a year ago Mr. Punch appealed on behalf of 
this labour of love, and now ho begs his readers to renew 
"the generous response which they made at that time. Gifts 
of monoy and clothing, and offers of hospitality, will be 
gratefully acknowledged by Miss Maxwell Lyte, Hon. 
Treasurer of the Children's Aid Committee, 50, South 
Molton Street, London, W. 
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STRONGER THAN HERSELF. 

Is an assortment of nieces, totalling 
nine in all—lint two of them, boing still, 
in Sir Walter's phrase, composed of 
“that species of pink dough which is 
called a fine infant’’ do not count — 
1 think that my favourites are Enid 
and, Hannah. Enid boing the daughter 


Jack Crawley, a young farmer and Enid had not only read the'feuilletons 
the one that the Lady Idly loves, in the picture papers but had been to 

the Movies too. But no matter what 
had influenced her, the story promised 
well. 

Judgo thou my surprise when on 


Fanny Slaiiujht, a poor relation and 
tlio Lady Lily’s very closest, friend. 
Webb, the Lady Lily’s maid. 

Such were the characters when the 


story began, and at the end of the first opening the next number of The Attio 


instalment the author, with very great 
ingonuity — or perhaps with only a 


of a brother of mine, and Hannah of a light-hearted disregard of probability— 


sister, they are cousins. They aro also 
collaborators in literature and joint 
editors of a magazine for family con¬ 
sumption entitled The Attic Salt-Cellar. 
Tho word “ Attic ” refers to tho situa¬ 
tion of the editorial office, which is up 


got tho whole hunch of them on a liner 
going to Ainci ica. Tho last seetcnco 
described the vessel gliding away from 
tho dock, with tho characters leaning 


Salt-Cellar I found that the iustal« 
rneut of the serial consisted only of tho 
following:— 

THE PRAIKIB LILY. 

CiiAiTiat II. 

All went merrily on the good ship 
Asturtc until the evening of the third 
day out, whon it ran into another and 


over tho side waving good-bye. Even 

Jack Crawley, tho young farmer, was . - , . , , ,, , , 

a very perilous ladder, and ■« salt-cellar 7 ’ there; hut be was not waving with the ^ « 01 ' sh, l’ 110,1 was 9imk wlUl aU httnds ' 

was a suggestion of my own, which, others, because he did not want anyone o one was saved, 

though adopted, is not yet understood, to know that ho know tho Lady I.ily, * HE Lmi. 

During tho search for pseudonyms or was on board at all. Lord Eustace “ But, my dear,” 1 said, “ you can’t 

for the staff—the pseudonym is an was on one side of tho Lady Lily as write novels like that.” 


essential in home jour¬ 
nalism, and the easiest 
way of securing it is 
to turn one's name 
round—we camo upon 
the astonishing dis¬ 
covery that Hannah 
is exactly the same 
whether you spell it 
backwards or forwards. 

Hannah therefore calls 
herself, again at my 
suggestion, “Pal," 
which is short for 
“palindrome.” Wo 
also discovered, to her 
iutonso delight, that 
Enid, when reversed, 
makes “Dino”—a 
pleasant word hut a 
poor pseudonym. Kho 
therefore calls herself, 
after her pot flower, “ Marigold.” 

Between thorn Pal and Marigold do 
all the work. There is room for an 
epigram if you happen to have one 
about you, or oven an ode, hut they 
can got along without outside contri¬ 
butions. Enid does most of the writing 
aud Hannah copies it out. 



1)0 VI',1,1, MS, l*M’l.l’l, Vl.r. A ROUT THIS l’KUSlrl.AIIR YOU PUT ON YOUR TENTS." 


she waved, and Mr. Ploot on the other, 
and they wore, of course, consumed 
with jealousy of each other. 

Having read tho first instalment, 
with tho author’s oye fixed embarrass¬ 
ingly upon me, and the author giggling 
as she watched, 1 said that it was very 
interesting; as indeed it was. I went 


" Why not, Uncle 
Dick?” Enid asked. 

“liecairso it’s not 
playing tho game,” I 
said. “ After arousing 
everyone’s interest and 
exciting us with the 
first chapter, yon can’t 
stop it all like this.” 

“ But it happened,” 
she replied. “Ships 
often sink, Uncle Dick, 
and this oue suuk.” 

“ Well, that’s all 
right,” I said, " but, 
my dear child, why 
drown everyone? Why 
not let your own peoplo 
besavod? Not the Duke 
and Duchess, porhaps, 
but the others. • Think 
I of all those jolly things 


that wore going to happen in Texas, 

and the duel, and-” 

“ Yes, I know,” she replied sadly, 
“ It’s horrid to have to give them up, 
hut 1 couldn't help it. The ship would 
sink and no one was saved.* I shall 
have to begin another.” 

There’s a conscience for you! There’s 


So much for prelude to tho story of on to ask what part of Aniorica they roaliHin 1 Enid should go far. 

Enid’s serial. Having observed that all j wore all going to, and how it would 1 have been wondering if there are 
tho most, popular periodicals have serial | end, and so on ; an. Enid sketched the any other writers of serial stories whose 
stories she decided that she must write probable course of events, which in- readers would not sutler if similar visi- 
one too. it was called “Tho Prairie eluded a duel for Lord Eustace and tations of inevitability camo to them. 

Mr. Ploot (who turned out to he not 
a. millionaire at all, hut a gentleman 
thief) and a very exciting time for tho 
Lady Lily on a rancho in Texas, whither 
sho had followed Jack Crawley, who 
was to become famous throughout the 
States as “ The Cowboy King.” Ifor- 
LadyLily, their daughter, aged nine- get about the Duke and Duchess, bub 
teen and very lovely. . a ldver was to be found on tho ranche 

Mr. Ploot, an American millionaire for Fanny Starlight; and Bed Indians 

who loves the Lady Lily. were to carry off Webb, who was to be lack of firing (according to our puail 

Lord Enslave Vavasour, tho Lady rescued by the Cowboy King;, and so lanimous critics) was 
Lily's cousin, who loves her. on. There were, id snort, signs that sive. 


Lily," and began splendidly. I give 
the list of characters’ at tho head of 
tho first instalment:— 

The Duke of W eek, an augiy father 
and member of tbeflouso of Lords. 
The Duchess of 'Week, bis wife, once 
famous for her beaut y. 


Another Impending Apology. 

‘Some or the Fueakb Found in Nature 
Doo Mothers Turkeys 
Irish Peeress in Khaki." 

Taranto Star Weekly. 

“ Attracted by unti-aircraft guns the Zep¬ 
pelin bounded upwards.”—Daily Chronicle. 

That was in France. In England the 
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OUR INNOCENT SUBALTERNS. 

The leave-boat had come into port 
and there was the usual jam around 
the gangways. On the quay at the foot 
of one of them was a woary-looking 
officer performing the ungrateful task 
of detailing officers for tours of duty 
with the troops. He had squares of 
white cardboard in his hand, and here 
‘and there, as the officers trooped down 
the gangway, he picked out a young 
and inoffensive-looking subaltern and 
subpoenaed him. 

I chanced to notice a young and rosy- 
cheeked second-lieutenant, innocent of 
the ways of this rude world, and 1 
knew he was doomed. 

As ho passed out on to the wharf I 
saw him receive one of those white 
cards; he was also told to report 
to the corporal at the end of the 
quay. 

1 saw him slip behind a truck, where 
he left his bag and haversack, liis 
gloves and bis cane, and when he re¬ 
appeared on the far side ho had on his 
rain-coat, without stars. Ho had also 
altered the angle of his cap. 

He waited near the foot of the other 
. gangway, nrhioh wES unguarded. 1 
drew oearer to seewhat he would do. 
Eresently down the plank o&uae an 
oldish map-^a h^tenapt with a heSvy 


rnoustacho and two African ribbons. 
My young friend stopped forward. 

“ You arc del ailed for duty." 1 hoard 
him say. “ You will report to the 
N.C.O. at the end of the quay.” His 
intonation was a model for the Staff 
College. 

“Curse the thing! I know I should 
be nabbed for duty,” I heard the veteran 
growl as lie strode off with the white 
card ... 

I met tho young man later at the 

Hotel-, where he had had the 

foresight to wire for a room. As I had 
failed to do ’this, T was glad to avail 
myself of his kind offer to share his 
accommodation. After such hospitality 
1 could not refuse him a lift in my ea', 
as wo were both bound for the same 
part of the country. 

I did not learn until afterwards that 
a preliminary chat with my chauffeur i 
had preceded his hospitable advances. 
Whenever anybody tells me that our 
subalterns of to day lack savoir faire 
or that they are dotieiont in tactical 
initiative, I tell him that he lies. 

“A Bachelor, 88, wisltoi moot Protestant, 
horn 4th Sopt., 1899, or 17th, 18th Sopt., 1880, 
plain looks? poverty no barrier; view lualri- 
Aye. [Melbourne). 

For.so broad-minded a man he seems 
curiously fastidious about dates. 


1IUMOU RS Ob' THE WAR OFFICE. 

The Exchange. 

Captain A. and Captain H., 

The one was in K, the oilier in E, 

Tho ono was rheumatic and shrank 
from wet feet, 

The other had sunstroke and dreaded 
tho heat. 

“ If we could exchange,'’ wrote 11. to A., 
"We should both keep litter (the doctors 
say),” 

And, A. agreeing, they humbly prayed 
The groat War Office to lend its aid. 

Li less than a month they got replies, 
A letter to each of the self-same size; 

A. ’s was: "Yes, you'll exehaugtf with 

B.”; 

B. ’s was: " No, you’ll remain in E.” 


Our Modest Publicists. 

“I felt it to lie lay duty t<> nay that, and 
I said it; and, of course, nobody koi any 
notice.” - Mr. Hubert Uhihftf lit, in "The 
Smuhiii ('Inoypnle." 

“ CjuafcTMNiA, Thursday. 

Bcvcr.il horns’ violent cannonading was 
hoard ia tho Skagerack. 

Norwegian torpedoes prooi oled thither to 
investigate." 

Toowoomba Chronicle (Queensland). 
Intelligent creatures, they poke their 
nosos into everything. 
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r.EASTS ROYAL. 

1 II. 

j K)NU (iEOlU.E'sllAT.MA I'XAX. A.]). 1823. 

j Y Eh low wheels ami mil wheels, and 
wheels that squeak and roar, 

; J1i<T buttons, Inoivn w igs, and many 
capes of hull' . . . 

' Someone "s hound fm Su>‘>e\, in a coacli- 
; und-foui ; 

J And, when the lone whij)s crack, 

I Running at the hack 
1 Larks the swift Dahlia! ian, w ho-.o spots 
are seven score. 

; Whitodusl and gloy dust, fleeting tree 
j and tower, 

I Brass horns and copper horns, hlou- 

! ill" loud and bluff . . . 

Someone, 's bound for Susses, at eleven 
miles an hour ; 

And, when the long hoi ns blow, 
From the wheels below 
Larks the swift Dalmatian, tongued 
i like an apple llower. 

. Big domes and lillle domes, donkey- 
carts that jog, 

j High stocks and low pumps and 
admirable snuff . . . 

! Someone strolls at Lrighton, not very 
| much incog.; 

| And, panting on the grass, 
i Til his collar bossed with brass, 

| Lies the swift Dalmatian, the Kino's 
I plum-pudding dog. 


CAMOUFLAGE CONVEUSATION. 

It ciuiio as a shock to the Brigado 
Major that the brigade on his left had 
i omitted to let him know the time of 
, their projected raid that night. It 
came as a shock all the more because 
; it was the General himself who first 
i noticed tho omission, and it is a golden 
: rule for Brigade Majors that they should 
, always he tho first to think of things. 

“ King ’em up and ask,” said the 
General. ‘‘ Don’t, of course, mention 
the word 1 raid ’ on the telephone. Call 
if—uni—ah, oh,‘call it anything you 
like so long us they understand what 
, you mean.” 

At times, to tho casual eavesdropper, 
slrango things must appear to ho going 
on in tho British lines. It must he a 
matter of surprise, to such a one, that 
tho British troops can think it worth 
i their while to inform each other at 
midnight that “Two Emperors of 
Pongo havo become attached to Annie 
I Laurie.” Nor would it appear that 
i any military object would he served in 
i passing on tho chatty piece of informa- 
| tion that “ there will bo no party for 
! Windsor to-morrow.” This habit of 
; calling things and placos as they most 
emphatically are not is but a conces- 
; siou, of course, to the habits of the 


infamous Hun, who lightly or wrongly 
is supposed to overhoar everything one 
says within a mile of tho lino. 

Thinking in the vernacular propor 
to people who keep tho little know¬ 
ledge they have to themselves, tho 
Brigade Major grasped the hated tele¬ 
phone in tho left hand and prepared 
io say a few words (also in tho ver¬ 
nacular) to his fellow Staff Olliocr a 
mile away. 

"Hullo!” Br rr—Crick-crick. “Hullo, 
Signals! Give mo S-Salmon.” 

“Salmon - / You To through, Sir,” 
boomed a voice apparently within a 
foot of his ear. 

“00!” An oarsplitting crack was 
followed by a mosquito-like voice sing¬ 
ing in the wilderness. 

“Hullo!” 

“Hullo!” 

“ This is Bike.” 

“ This is Possum. II-!itillo, Pike ! ” 

“ Hullo, Possum ! ” 

“ l say, look here, the General w-wants 
to know ” (hero he paused to throw a 
dark hidden meaning into tho wmd) 
•what, time - it — is.” 

“ What time it is?” 

“Yes, what time it. is! It. Yes, 
what time it is lopeated foilissnnn 
ad hh. 

“ Elevon thirty-five.” 

“Eleven thirty-live? Why, it's on 
now, I don’t hear anything on the 
Front?” 

“ No, you wouldn’t.” 

“ Why not ? ” 

“ Because it’s all quiet.” 

“ But \ mi said s-somothing was on ? ” 
“ No, i didn't. You asked me what 
time it was and 1 told you." 

Swallowing hard several limc,3, Pos¬ 
sum girded up his loins, so to speak, 
gripped the telephone firmly in the 
right hand this time, and jumped off 
again. His “Hullo” sent a thrill 
through oven the Bosch listening ap¬ 
paratus in the next sector. 

“ 1 lullo ! L-look bore, Piko, we— 
: want to - know—what tiuio it is." 

“ Eleven thir-" 

" No, no, it — it ! ” 

“ What? ” 

“ T t! You Know what I mean. Damit, 
what can call it? Oh—or, sports', 
what time is your high jump‘l ” he 
added, nodding and winking know¬ 
ingly: “ Well, what time’s the circus? 
When do you start for Berlin ? ” 

“ I say, Possum, are you all right, 
old chap ? ” said a voice full of concern. 

A crop of full-bodied beads appoarod 
on tho Brigado Major’s brow. His 
J fifth t hand was paralysed by the un¬ 
ceasing grip of the receiver. There 
was a strained look in his eyes as of a 
man watching for the ration-party. 

V S-something,” he said, calmly and 


surely mastering his fate—“s-sotno- 
thiug is happening to-night.” 

“ You 're a cheery sort of bloko, 
aren’t you ? ” 

“Good God, are you cracked or what? 
There’s a- -— ” 

“Careful, careful! ’’ called tho General 
from his comfortable clmir in the other 
room. 

“O-oli!" sung tho mosquito voice, 
“ vow 1 know what you mean. You 
want to know what limo our-- or- -ha ! 
ha! you know — tho —or—don’t you ? ” 

“Tho—ha! ha! yos they leered 
frightfully at each other; it was a 
horrible spectacle. No one would think 
that Possum had so much latent evil 
in him. 

“ Wo sent you tho time mid-day.” 

“Well, wo haven’t had it. C-can 
you give me any indication, w-without 
actually s-saying it, you know ? ” 

“ Well now," said the mosquito, 
“You know how many years’ service 
I’ve got? Multiply by two and add 
the map square of this headquarters.” 

“ Well, look here," it sang again, 
“you remember tho number of the 
billot, where I had dinnor with you 
three weeks ago? Well, halve that 
and add two.” 

“Half nine and add two” ( aside.: 
"These midnight mathematics will bo 
the death of mo—ah! that's between 
six and seven ? "). A loud: “ But that’s 
daylight.” 

“ No, it isn’t. Which dinner are you 
thinking of? ” 

With the sweat pouring down his 
face, both hands now clasping the 
telephone -his right being completely 
numbed—ho called upon the gods to 
witness tho foolishness of mortals. 
Suddenly a hidoous cackle of mosquito- 
laughter filtered through and, by somo 
diabolical contrivance of the signals, 
the tiny voice swelled into a bellow 
closo to his ear. 

“ If you really want to know, old 
Possum,” it said, “ the raid took place 
two hours ago I ” 

“ I hope," said Possum, much re¬ 
lieved, hut speaking with concentrated 
venom, " I h-hope you may bo strafed 
with boiling—— Are you there?” 
Being assured that he was he slapped 
his receiver twice, and, much gratified 
at tho unprintable expression of the 
twico-stunnod-one at tho other end, 
went to toll the Geuoral—who, he 
found, had gone to bod and was fast 
asleep. 


“ Tho customary oats were administered to 
tho now Judge ."—Perthshire Constitutional. 

There had been some fear, we under¬ 
stand, that owing to the food shortage 
be would have to be content with 
thistles. 
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- THE OLD FORMULA. 

Private Brown lay upon liia pillows 
thoughtfully Bucking tho new poucil 
given him by his mate in the next bed. 
Propped againBt the cradle that covered 
his shattered knee was a pad, to which 
a sheet of paper had been lixed, and he 
was about to write a letter to his wife. 

It was plainly to bo an effort, for 
apart from the fact that he was never 
a scholar there was the added uncer¬ 
tainty of his long disused right hand 
to be reckoned with ; hut at last lie 
grasped the pencil with all the firm¬ 
ness he could muster and began:— 

“Dhar WitfR,—I got your letter 
about .Tim he ought to gone long ago, 
shirking 1 calls it. This hospital is 
very nice and when you come down 
from London youll see all the flowers 
and the gramophone which is a fair 
treat. My wounds is slow and I often 
gets cramp.” 

No sooner was the fatal word written 
than the fingers of his right handnegun 
to stiffen, tiie pencil fell upon the bed, 
then rolled dejectedly to the floor, whcio 
the writer said it might stay for all he 
eared. 

“You must lot me finish the letter,” 
said 1, when his hand had liecn rubbed 
and tucked away in a warm mitten. 

“ Thank you, Miss; I was getting on 
nicely, and there’s not much moro t.o 
say,” he returned ruefully, scanning the 
wavering lines before bint. 

“ Well, shall 1 go on for a bit and j 
let you wind up," said I, unscrew ing j 
my pen and taking the pad on my j 
knee. 

“ Me telling you what to put like? ” 
he asked witii a look of pleased relief. 

“That's it. Just say what you would 
write down yourself.” 

He cleared his throat. 



Ulinil Lad n (di HI linking (hr lest thing to do in tin air-raid). "WKJ.L, X ALWAYS UUNS 
ABOUT MESKUL Yell SEE, AS MY ’IJHUANI) Sl'.Z, AH’ VKK\ ltEAHONAHLU TOO, A MOVIN’ 
TAUC..IT IS MOllK DIFIICLl.T TO ’lT." 


“ Dm Alt Who:,” lie resumed, “the 
wounds is.. .awful, not letting me write 
at all. The one in my back is as long 
as your arm, aud they says it will heal 
quicker than the one in my knee, which 
has two tubes in which they squirts 
strong-smelling stuff through. The 
foot is a ■pretty sight, as big as half a 
melon, and I doubts ever being able to 
put it to the ground again, though they 
says I shall. I gels very stiff at nights 
and the pain sometimes is cruel, hut 
they gives mo a prick with the morphia 
needle then which makes mo dream 
something beautiful. . . .” 

There was a pause while he indulged 
iu a smiling reverie. 

“ Perhaps wo have said enough about 
your pains,’ I ventured, when, return¬ 
ing from his visions, he pueltered his 
brows in fresh thought. “Your,wife 
might be frightened if-——” 


“ Not her,” jio interrupted proudly. 
“ She’s a rare good nurse herself, and 
it would take more than that to turn 
lirr up." 

I shook my pen; lie shifted his head 
a little and continued:— 

“ I)kak Wifk,—I f you could see n:y 
shoulder dressed of a morning you 
would laugh. They cuts out little 
pieces of lint like a picture puzzle to 
fit the places, and I vo got a regular 
map of Blighty all down my arm; hut 
that's not so bad as my back, which J 
cannot see and which the wound is as 

long-” 

I blotted the sheet and turned over, 
and Private Brown eyed the space left 
for further cheerful communications. 

“ Shall I leave this for you to finish ? ” 
I suggested, thinking of tender mes¬ 
sages difficult to dictate. '• Your fingers 


may be better after tea, or perhaps to¬ 
morrow morning.” 

“ That’s all right, Miss. There's 
nothing more to put excopt my name, 
if you ’ll just say, “ (lood-byo, dear wife, 
hoping this liruls you well as it leaves 
me at present.” 

Fair Warning. 

“A FOI’UTjAR CONCERT 
wiu. me hell in the 

1'lHlTUOUS IIALL, 

On Friday, 2nd Novum bur.” 

Ucateh Paper. 

■ U- - 

OURHAOH JJEETINO. 

Judua.K M. (juirko l 

Elftorioti.M. Wing 2 

Tut TtldddddrnTOTTrrmrrrr aY 

Tut Tut. J. Dinas 8 

Provincial Paper. 

From which it is to be inferred 
The angry printer backed the third. 
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“ Well, upon my woiujI After ai.i. thh tiiooule I had to gist a quarter of a found of butter, tub gook’s bent up 

MARGARINE. I SllOUl.D HATE THE MAIDS TO GO RHOHT, UUT I It0 THINK WE OUOllT TO KlUItF. THINGS.“ 


THE ULTIMATE OUTRAGE. 

I had a favourito shirt for nmny moons. 

Soft, silken, soothing and of tcnderest tone, 
Gossamer-light withal. Tho Hubs., my peers, 
Enviod tho garment, ransacking tho land 
To find a shirt its oqual —all in vain. 

For, when wo tired of shooting at the linn 
And other Batteries clamoured for their sharo 
And we rosignod positions at the front 
To dally for a spaco behind tho lino, 

To Bhed my war-worn vesturo 1 was wont - 
The G.S. hoots, tho puttees and tho pants 
That mock at cut and mar tho neatest leg, 

The battle-jacket with its elbows patched 
And bands of leather round its hard-used cuffs, 
And, worst of all, tlio fuggy flannel shirt, 

Rough and uncouth, that suffocates tho soul; 
And m their stead I donned habiliments 
Cadets might dream of serges with a waist, 
And breeches cut by Blank (you know the man, 
Or dare not say you don’t), long lustrous boots, 
And gloves canary-luted, bright primrose ties 
Undimmed by shadows of Sir Francis Lt.oyd - 
And, like a happy mood, 1 woro tho slnrt. 

It was a woven breeze, a melody 
Constrained by seams from melting in tho air, 

A summer porfumo tethered to a stud, 

The cool of evening cut to fit my form— 

And I shall wear it now no more, no more! 

Thoro came a day wo took it to bo washed, 

I and my batman, aftor due debate., 

A little cottage stood hard by the road 
Whoso one small window said, in manuscript, 


“ Wasehing for soldiers and for ollicers,” 

And there wo loft my shirt with anxious fears 
And fond injunctions to tho Bolgian damo. 

Bo it was washed, i marked it as I passed 

Waving svelte arms beneath the kindly sun 

As if it semaphored to its own shade 

That answered from the grass. 1 saw it fill 

And plungo against its bonds—methought it yearned 

To join its tameless kin, tho airy clouds. 

And as 1 saw it so, I sang aloud, 

“ To-morrow I shall wear thecl Haste, O Time ! " 
Fond, futile dream ! That very afternoon, 

Her washing taken in and folded up 

(My shirt, my shirt I mourn for, with tlio rest), 

Tho frugal creature locked and loft her cot 
To cut a cabbage from a neighbour’s field. 

Then, without warning, from tho empurpled sky, 
Swift with grim dreadful purpose, swooped a shell 
(Perishing Percy was tho name ho boro 
Amongst the irreverent soldiery), ah me ! 

And where the cottage stood there gaped a gulf ; 

The jewel and the casket vanished both. 

Were thoro no other humble homes but that 
For the vile Hun to fire at? Did some spy, 

In bitter jealousy, betray my shirt? 

Wlmt hoots it to lament ? Tho shirt is gone. 

It was not meant for such an one as I, 

A plain rough gunner with one only pip. 

No doubt 'twas destined for some lofty soul 
Who in a deck-chair lolls, and marks the map 
And says, “Push here,” while I and all my kind 
Scrabble and slaughter in the appointed slough. 

But I, presumptuous, wore it, till the gods 
Called for my laundry with a thunderbolt. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, October 22 nd. — Tho fact 
that n, couple of German raiders con¬ 
trived to slip through the North Son 
patrol the other night was made tho ex¬ 
cuse for an attack upon the Admiralty. 
Sir Eric Geodes came down specially 
to assure the House that if it viewed 


newspapers. In one of them he appoars Meanwhile the Sinn Earners have 
to bavo stated that Mr. Asquith’s con- refused to take part in it. And not a 
dition of health was. so precarious that single Nationalist Member dared to 


Both Mr. 
had drawn 


things '‘in the right perspective” it verbal felicity, 
would realise thatsuch isolated incidents 
wore unavoidable. Members gener¬ 
ally wore convinced, I 
think, by tho sight 
of the Fiiiht IjOkd's 
bulldog jaw, oven 
more than by his 
words, that the Navy 
would not looso its 
grip oil tho enemy's 
throat. 

If “ darkness and 
composure ” are, as 
we have been told, tho 
best antidotes to an 
air-raid, where would 
you be more likoly to 
find them tlmn in a 
Cave? The Home 
Secretary's explana¬ 
tion did not, of course, 
satisfy “ P. B.”—ini¬ 
tials now standing for 
" Pull Baker ”—who, 
in a voice of extra 
raucosity, caused by 
his al-jresco oratory 
in East Islington, de¬ 
manded that protec¬ 
tion should bcaffordod 
to - ballot-boxes. But 
he and Mr. .Joynbon- 
HicKsand Mr. Dillon 
—whoso sudden soli¬ 
citude for tho inhabi¬ 
tants of London was 
gently chaffed by Mr. 

Chamberlain — were 
deservedly trounced 
by Mr. Bon ah Law, 
who declared that if 
their craven squoal- 


tlierc was little likelihood of his resum¬ 
ing an active part in politics. It was 
pleasant, therefore, to seethoex-Premier 
in liis place again, and able to contribute 
to the Irish debate a speech showing no 
conspicuous failure either of intellect or 


Kedmond and Mr. Duke 
a very gloomy picture of 


St. 



<-*££.UL> OTTI r jl7 


Mr . Duke . “ Here, I SAY — ■ " 

Mr . lir . dviontl . " Srim an’ I’m sorkv, hut the uiktmwan iicuinw rUMiKii Me. 


denounce them to-night. Mr. T. M. 
IIealy even gave them liis blessing, for 
whatever that may be worth. >,, 
Wednesday , October 21th. — The 
strange caso of Mrs. Bksant and Mr. 
Montagu w as brought boforethe Upper 
House by Lord Sydenham, who hoped 
the Government wore not going to make 
concessions to tho noisy people who 

. wanted to set up a 

little oligarchy in 
India. The speeches 
of Lord I hTjTngton and 
Lord CunzoN did not 
entirely remove the 
impression that tho 
Government are a 
little afraid of Mrs. 
Besant and her power 
of “creating an atmo¬ 
sphere” by the emis¬ 
sion of “hotair." Ap¬ 
parently there is room 
for only one orator in 
India at a time, for it 
was exprossly stated 
that Mr. Montauu, 
who got hack into 
office shortly after the 
delivery of what. Lord 
Lansdowne charac¬ 
terised as an “ intem¬ 
perate ” speech ou 
Indian affairs, has 
givon an undertaking 
not to make any 
speech at all during 
liis progress through 
the Peninsula. 

Thursday, October 
25//i.—Irish Mombors 
have first eut at the 
Question-time cake on 
Thursdays, and em¬ 
ploy their opportunity 
to advertise their nat¬ 
ional grievances. Mr. 
O’Leaby, for example, 
drow a moving pic- 
old man occupying a 
dependent for his 


ings were typical he should despair of present-day Ireland — the former, of 
victory. course, attributing it entirely to the 

Who says that tho removal of the ineptitudes of the "Castle,” and being 
grille lias had no effect upon politics? careful to sav little or nothing to hurt 
Exposed to tho unimpeded gaze of the tho feelings ol the Sinn Feinors, while 
ladies in tho Gallery the House, decided the latter ascribed it to the rebellious 
with great promptitude that the female speeches and actions of Mr. Dk Valf.ua 
voter should not he called upon to state and the other hillside orators whom for 
her exact age, but need only furnish a some inscrutable reason ho loaves at 1 
statutory declaration that sho was over largo. 

thirty. I hope Mr, Asquith was justified iu a week out of the Treasury. 

Tuesday, October 23 rd .—So far as I assuming that-the Siuh Fein excesses According to Mr. Byrne the Lord 
know, the duties of a Junior ljord of tho wete only an expression of the “rhe- Mayor of Dublin lias been grossly m- 
Treasury have never been exactly de- torical and contingent belligerency ” suited by a liigh Irish official, who 
fined. Apparently those of Mr. Pratt always present in Ireland, and that must be mode is apologise or resign, 
include the compilation of a “London in spite of them the Convention would Again Mr, PojtB Was unreoepfctVO, tip, 
Letter,” to bo sent to certain favoured tuakf all things riglft. had seen the Loan Mayor,, Wfyp dt%*. 


turo of a poor 
single room, and 
subsistence on tho grazing of a hypo¬ 
thetical cow; lie had been refused 
a pension by a hard-ltoartod Board. 
Translated into prosaic English by the 
Chief Secretary it resolved itself into 
the caso of a farmer who had dellber- 
| atoly divested liimBolf of his property 
in the hope of “ wangling " five shillings 
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THE UNSEEN HAND. 

Pill. “A 1ULLKB IS THIS IIBR1J l’APEB BAYS AS WE AIN'T PirtrlTtNO THE (1 HUMAN X'EOJT.I’." 

O'/is. “InuredI Dciks the bunkin’ idiot bay who we’ve been or against all this time?" 


claimoil any responsibility for his 
self-constituted champion. Mr. Byrne 
should now ho known as “ the cuckoo 
in the inare’s nest.” 

An attack upon the Petroleum Royal- 
lios was led by Mr. Adamson, the new 
Chairman of the Labour Party, who was 
cordially congratulated by the Colonial 
Secretary on his appointuaout. Mr. 
Long might have been a shade loss 
enthusiastic if he had foreseen the 
sequel. His assurance that thore was 
“ nothing behind • the Bill ” was only 
too true. There was not oven a majority 
behind it; for the hostile amendment 
was carried by 44 votes to 35, and tho 
Lloyd George Administration sus¬ 
tained its first dofeat. “Nasty slippory 
stuff, oil,” muttered tho Government 
Whip. ============s 

"Wanted, at once, throo Slack Carters : 
constant employment .”—Lancaster Observer. 

We fear that intending applicants may 
bo put off by the conditions. 

"WHERE MY CARAVAN HAS 
BESTED—in A flat.” 

Adi't. in Provincial Paper. 
And, in the recent weather, a very good 
place for it. 


WAR-TIME TAGS FROM “JULIUS C/ESAR.” 

A “Take Cover" Constable to a 
“Sbkoial.” .. riUbouti 

And drive away the vulgar from the 
streets; 

So do you too, where you perceive 
them thick .”—Art I. Sc. 1. 

A Wise Man. 

“Good night, then, Casca: this dis¬ 
turbed sky 

is not to walk in ."—Act I. Sc. 3. 

A Rash Man. 

“For my part, 1 have vvalkod about 
the streets . . . 

Even in tho aim and very flash of it.’ 

Act I. Sc. 3. 

To a Munition Striker. 

“But wherefore art not in thy^eliop 
to-day V "—Act I. Sc. 1. 

To a Lady Clerk. 

“ Is this a holiday? 

What dost thou with thy best ap¬ 
parel on ? Act I. Sc. 1. 

To Lord Rhondda 

(with a wheat and potato War-loaf). 

“Till then, my noble friend, chew 
upon this ."—Act J. Sc. 3. 


The Translator sees through it. 

Announcement by a French pub¬ 
lisher : - - 

“Viont do pavuUre:—'M. Drilling com- 
iiiiMU't! iY voir clmr.’ ” 


“ M IJhfCAL* 1NSTWJMKNT8. 

A Large Quantity of Old Bricks for Sale.” 

Dublin Evening Herald. 

Do not shoot tho pianist. Throw a 
brick at him instead. 

Regarding a certain judge :— 

“ HoncT so many reversals by the Court of 
Appeal that, suitors were often more uneasy if 
they lost their ease buforo him than if they 
won it." tush Times. 

We assume that they were Irishmen. 

“Elderly Daily Requires Post, os com¬ 
panion, Secretary or any position of trust, 
would keep clergy man’s wife in Parish, etc.” 

Church Tamily Newspaper. 

But tho difficulty with tho parsons 
wife in some parishes, we are told, is 
just tho reverse of this. 

“ Dunk and drnko (wild) wanted; must be 
tame.”— Scotsman. 

We dislike this frivolity in a serious 
paper. 
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OUR YOUNG VETERANS. 

Olllmlflltllnr. “JllRT HA1> A lOI'IIStl MIT OF HF.W8, OI.I) DEAR. (iKRAl.D ’« WANCIX.ED THU D.S.O." 
(!ninny. “ Absohutfj.x riari.u.nn, or.o thino. Always thoitoht that child was souk mu.” 


THE MUD LARKS. 

Albert Edwill’d and i arc on detach¬ 
ment just now. I can’t mention what 
job weave on because Hindknmuw is 
listening. IIo watches every movo 
made by Albert Edward and mo and 
disposes his forces accordingly. Now 
and again be forestalls uh, now and 
again ho don’t. On the former occa¬ 
sions ho rings up LunKNnoui’K, and 
they make a night of it with boor and 
song ; on the latter be pushes tho boll 
violently for the old German god. 

The spot Albert Edward and J in¬ 
habit just now is very interesting; 
things happen all round us. There is 
a laino balloon tied by a string to the 
■back garden, an ammunition column 
on either flank and an infantry battalion 
camped in front. Aeroplanes buzz over¬ 
head in flocks and there is a regular 
tank service past the door. One way 
and another our present location fairly 
toems with life; Albert Edward says it 
reminds him of London. To heighten 
the similarity wo get bombed every 
night. 

Promptly after Mess the song of the 


bomb-bird is beard. The searchlights 
stall and slash about tho sky like tin 
swords in a stago duel; presently they 
pick up tho bomb-bird-a glittoring 
flake of tinsel—and tho racket begins. 
Archibalds pop, machine gnus chatter, 
rifles crack, and hero and there some 
optimistic sportsman browns the Milky 
Way with a revolver. As Kir 1. New¬ 
ton’s law of gravity is still in force 
and all that goes up must come down 
again, it is advisable to wear a parasol 
on one's walks abroad. 

In view of the heavy lead-fall Albert 
Edward and I decided to have a dug- 
out. Wo cjpg down six inches and 
struck water in massed formation. I 
poked a finger into the water and licked 
it. 4‘ Tastes odd,” said I, “ brackish or 
salt or something.” 

“ We'vo uncorked the blooming At¬ 
lantic, that'a what,” said Albert Ed¬ 
ward ; “ cork it up again quickly or it ’ll 
bob* up and swamp us.” That done, 
vv8 looked about lor something that 
svould stand digging into. The only 
thing we could find was a molehill, -so 
we delved our w|y into that. Wei 
are residing in it lipw, Albert Edward,' 


Maurice and I. We have called it 
“ Men lirjws,” and stuck up a notioe 
saying wo are inside, otherwise visitors 
would walk over it and miss us. 

Tho chief drawback to “ Mon lie}x>s ” 
is Maurice. Maurico is the proprietor 
by priority, a mole by nature. Our 
advent has more or less driven him 
into the hinterland of his home and he 
is most unpleasant about it. He sits 
in the basement and sulks by day, 
issuing at night to scrabble about 
among our boots, falling over things 
and keeping us awake. If we say 
“ Boo! Shoo! ” or any harsh word to 
him he doubles up tho backstairs to 
tho attic and kicks earth over our faces 
at throe-minute intervals all night. 

Albert Edward says lie is annoyed 
about the rent, but 1 call that absurd. 
Maurice is perfectly aware that there 
is a war on, and to demand rent from 
soldiers who are defending his mole¬ 
hill with their lives is the most ridicu¬ 
lous proposition I ever heard of,- As I 
said Wore, the situation is most un¬ 
pleasant, but I don’t see what we can 
do about it, lor digging out Maurice 
means digging down "Mm B«poe," 
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and there ’a no sens© in that. Albert 
Edward had a theory that the mole is 
a carnivorous animal, bo he smeared a 
worm with carbolio tooth-paste and 
left it lying about. It lay about for 
days. Albert now admits his theory 
was wrong ; the mole is a vegetarian, 
he says; he was confusing it with 
trout. He is in the throes of inventing 
an explosive potato for Maurice on the 
lines of a percussion grenade, but in 
the meanwhile that gentleman remains 
in complete mastery of the situation. 

Tho balloon attached to our back 
garden is very tame. Every morning 
its keepers lead it forth from its abode 
by strings, tie it to a longer string and 
lot it go. All day it remains aloft, 
tugging gently at its loash and keeping 
an eye on the War. In the evening 
tho keepers appear once more, haul it 
down and lead it home for tho night, 
it reminds me for all the world of a 
huge docile elephant being bossed about 
by the mahout’s infant family. I always 
feel like giving the gontlo creaturo a 
bun. 

Now and again the Bosch birds 
come over disguised as clouds and spit 
mouthfuls of rod-hot tracer-bullets at 
it, and then the obsorvors liop out. 
One of them “hopped out" into triy 
horse-lines last week. That is to say 
his parachute caught in a tree and he 
hung swinging, like a giant pendulum, 
over my horses' backs until we lifted 
him down. Ho came into “ Mon Hcjms ” 
to havo bits of tree picked out of him. 
This was the sixth plunge overboard 
ho had done in ten days, he told us. 
Sometimes ho plunged into tho most 
embarrassing situations. On one oc¬ 
casion he dropped clean through a 
bivouac roof into a hot bath containing 
a Lieutenant - Colonel, who punched 
him with a sponge and threw soap at 
him. On another he came fluttering 
down from the blue into the midst of 
a labour company of Chinese coolios, 
who immediately fell on tlioir faces, 
worshipping him as some heavenly 
being, and later cut off all his buttons 
oa holy relics. An oventful life. 

Patuandkh. 

A Precocious Infant. 

“Will any kind lady adopt nico healthy 
baby girl, ti weeks old, good parentage; seen 
London.”— Times. 

“ Tho King has given iCIOO to tho Victoria 
Station bee buffet for sailors and soldiers." 

The 'Times. 

In tlie days of Richard I. it was a com¬ 
moner who furnished the King in this 
respect. Vide Sir Walter Scott’s 
Ivanhoe, vol. ii., chop. 9: "Truly, 
friend,” said the Friar, clenching his 
huge fist,I will bestoW a buffet on 
thee.!!-, 
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Prisoner (on his dignity ). “But YOU VOS NOT KNOW voT I AM. I AM A Skuokant-Majob 
IM Dkh Prussian Guard.” 

Tommy. “W’ei.d, wot abaht it? I’m a puivatu in tiik W iwt Kunxr." 


Tho American miracle, Eoitr>, 

By pacificists once was adored; 
Now their fury ho raises 
By winning the praises 
Of England’s groat super-war-lord. 


RHYMES OF THE TIMES. 

There was an old man with otitis 
Who was told it was chronic arthritis; 

On tho sixth operation, 

Without hesitation 
They said that he died of phlebitis. 

A school just assembled for Prop. 

Wore warned of an imminent Zopp, 

But they said, “ What a lark! 

Now we ’re all in the dark .... 

So wo shan’t have to learn any Rep." LauglUiu, Hudson, Paige,.or Owhllac cur, m 

J exchange for 6-crypt family do luxe section, 

Mr. Brisk, with the forename of TWELLH, value $1 ,600, iu Purest town Mausoleum.” 
Against all the bishops rebels, • 'Toronto Daily Star, 

And so fiercely upbraids With some difficulty wo refrain from 

Their remarks on air-raids reviving the old joke about the quick 

That he rouses the envy of Wells, and the dead. 


“Wanted—a Pair of Lady’s Biding Boots, 
black or brown, size of foot, 4, din in. of calf 
14 inches ."—Statesman (Calcutta), 

Great DianaJ 

“ Wanted— Late Model, S-paxacugcr Me- 
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THE NEW MRS. MARKHAM. 

in. 

CONVERSATION ON CHAPTER LXX. 

Mary. Do tell us something more, 
Mamma, about tlio Great Rebellion 
and how it began., 

Mrs. M. Well, my dear, you must 
know that in the previous roign it had 
boon tbo fashion for middle-aged and 
elderly people to behave and dress as if 
they were still juvenile. Mothora neg¬ 
lected their daughters and went to balls 
and theatres every night, where they 
were conspicuous for their extravagant 
attire and strange conversation. Tlioy 
would not allow their daughters to 
smoko, or, if they did, provided them 
with the cheapest cigarettes, Falhors 
of even advanced years wore knicker- 
boelcer suits on all occasions and spent 
most of their time playing a game 
called golf. This at last provoked a 
violent reaction, and the Great Rebel¬ 
lion was tho consequence. Although 
there was no bloodshed many distress¬ 
ing seenos woro enacted and something 
like a Roign of Terror prevailed foi 
several Rears. 

liichccrd. Oh, Mamma, ploaso go on ! 

Mrs. M. Parents trembled at the 
sight of thoir children, and fathers, 
oven whon they woro sixty yoars old, 
stood bareheaded before thoir sous and 
did not daro to speak without permis¬ 
sion. Mothers never sat down in the 
presence of thoir grown-up daughters, 
hut stood in respectful silonce at tho 
further end of the room, and were only 
allowed to smoke in the kitchen. 

George. That cannot have been very 
good for the cooking. 

Mrs. M. The daughters of tbo family 
were seldom educated at homo, and 
when they returned to thoir father's 
roof thoir parents svoro only admitted 
into the presence of their children 
during short and siatod periods. 

Mary. And whon did the English 
begin to grow kinder to their parents ? 

Mrs. M. I really cannot say. Per¬ 
haps a climax was readied in the Baby 
Suffrage Act; but after that matters 
began to improve, and the Married 
Persons Amusements Act showed a 
more tolerant spirit towards tho elderly. 
But ovon so lately as when my mother 
was a child young people woro often 
exceedingly harsh with their parents, 
and she has told me how on one occasion 
she locked up her mother for soveral 
hours in the coal-collar for playing a 
mouth-organ in tho bathroom without 
permission. 

Richard. Pray, Mamma, did tho 
English speak Irish then, as they do 
now? 

Mrs. M. Compulsory Irish was intro¬ 
duced under Alfred as a concession 


to Ireland for tho services rendered by 
that kingdom to art and literature and 
the neutrality which it obsorvod during 
England’s wars. There was a certain 
amount of opposition, hut it was soon 
overcome by Alfred’s wisoly insisting 
on tho newspapers boing printed in 
both languages. Sinco then tho varia¬ 
tions in dialect and pronunciation which 
prevailed in different districts of Eng¬ 
land hnvo largely disappeared, and from 
Land's End to John o‘ Groat’s the 
bilingual system is now securely estab¬ 
lished, though my mother told mo that 
as a child she once met an old man in 
Northumberland who could only speak 
a few words of Irish, and had boon 
dopiived of his volo in consequence. 

Richard. What wore the Thirty-Nine 
Articles? I don’t think I over heard 
of them before. 

Mrs. M. When you are of a propor 
age to understand them they shall bo 
explained to you. They contained the 
doctrines of tho Church of England, but 
wore abolished by Archbishop Wells, 
who substituted seventy-eight of his 
own. But as Mary is looking tired 1 
will now conclude our conversation. 

THE MOTH PERIL. 

[“Fruit growers aro warned to bn on thoir 
guard against the wingless moth, for limo- 
waslung tho trees is almost useless." 

Kvening Paper.} 

If tho brute ignores tho notice," Koep 
off tho trees," order him away in a sharp 
voice. 

Sulphuric acid is a most deadly anti¬ 
dote; hut only the host should be used. 
If the moth ho held over the boLtlo for 
ten minutes it will show signs of col¬ 
lapse and offer to go quietly. 

This post abhors heat. A good plan 
is to bout the garden-roller in tho 
kitchen fire to a white heat and push 
it up tho tree. 

A gramophone in full song is also 
useful. Aft,or a few minutes the moth 
will come out of its dug-out with an 
abstracted expression on its face, arid 
commit suicide by jumping into the 
mouth of tho trumpet. 

A Comforting Thought for use on 
W*r-Time Railways. 

"To travel hopefully is a better thing than 
to arrive.”—li. lj. Btf.vehson. 

From a parish magazine:— 

"I luiow ‘tho war’ still continues but 
those do not explain evorything. Tho largo 
waLer tank at tho schools is for sale—price 
£.5 10s. Tho Bonnons ayd as far as possible 
th 6 music and hymns on 21st (Trafalgar Pay) 
’Will bear on tho work of our incomparable 
Navy." 

It is believod in the village that the 
parson is suffering from a rush of 
Jumble Sales to the head. 


HERBS OF GRACE. 

Sweet Woodruff, 
vii. 

Not for tho world that wo know, 
But tho lovelier world that wo dream 
of 

Dost thou, Sweet Woodruff, grow ; 
Not of this world is tho themo of 
The scent diffused 
From thy bright leaves bruised; 
Not in this world hast thou part or lot, 
Save to toll of tho dream one, forgot, 
forgot, 

Swoet Woodruff, thino is tho scent 
Of a world that was wiso and lowly, 
Singing with sauo content, 

Simple and clean and holy, 

Morry and kind 
As an April wind, 

Happier far for tho dawn’s good gold 
Than the chinking chaffer-stuff hard 
and cold. 

Thino is tho odour of praise 
In tho loved little country churches; 

Thino are the ancient ways 
Which the now Gold Age bosmirchos; 
Cordials, wine 
And posies aro thino, 

Tho adzo-cut beams with thy bunches 
fraught. 

And tho kist-laid linen by maidens 
wrought. 

Clean bodies, kind hearts, sweet 
souls, 

Delight and delighted endeavour, 

■ A spirit that chants and trolls, 

A world that doth ne’er dissever 
Tho body’s hire 
And the heart’s dosiro; 

Ah, bright loaves bruised and brown 
loaves dry, 

Odours that hid this world go by. 

- . . Vv. B. 

“ Once or twioo Mr. Dickens lias taken tho 
place of circuit judgo when the King’s Bench 
loll has been replotod."— Evening 1 ’uper. 

This, of course, was before the War. 
Our judges never over-oat themselves' 
nowadays..... 

From a list of current prices 
“Brazil nuts Is. 2d., Barcelona nuts lOd. 
per lb.; demons lid.”— Derbyshire Advertiser. 
No mention boitig made of the place of 
origin of tho last-named, it looks very 
much as if there had boon some trading 
with tho enemy. 

What Amorica says to-day— 

“ Feminist circles are greatly interested in 
the announcement made by Dr. Sarguant, of 
Harvard University, that womon make as 
good soldiers as mon."— Sunday Pictorial, 
Canada does to-morrow— 

"Tho Canadian Govornmeut has issued a 
proclamation calling up . . . childless widows ■ 
between the ages of 20 and 84 comprised in • 
Glass 1 of the Military Servioo Aot." 

Yorkshire Evening Paper. 
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Mike (in bath-chair). “Did yk say we’ll he turning back, Dennis? Sure the exercise will he doing us hood if we ao a 

1IIT FURTHER.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Bunch’s Staff of Learned Clerk s.) 

The numerous members of the public who like to take 
their printer’s ink with something more than a grain of 
sea-salt will welcome Sea-Spray and Spindrift (Pkahhon), 
by their tried and trusted friend, Taffbail, the creator 
of Fincher Martin, 0.1). Taffbail, it must be admitted, 
lias a dashing briny way with him. He doesn't wait to 
describe sunsets and storm-clouds, but plungos at once into 
the thick of things. Consequently his stories go with a 
swing and a rush, for which tho reader is duly grateful— 
that is, if ho is a discerning roader. Of tiie present collec¬ 
tion most were written some time ago and have no reference 
to the War. Such, for instance, is “Tho Escape of the 
Speedwell," a capital story of the year 1805, which may 
serve to remind us that even in tho glorious days of Nelson 
tho English Channel was not always a healthy placo for 
British shipping. “ Tho Channel,’’ says Taffbail, “ swarmed 
with the enemy's privatoers. . . . Even the merchant-ships 
in the horae-corning convoys, protected though they wero 
by men-of-wur, wore not safe from capture, whilo the hostile 
luggers would often approach tho English coast in broad 
daylight and harry the hapless fishing craft within a mile 
or two of the shore.” Yet there doos not appear to have 
boon a panic, nor was anyone’s blood demanded. Autrcs 
temps autres mautrs. In “The Gun-Kunners" the author 
describes a shady enterprise undertaken successfully by a 
British crew ; but nothing comes amiss to Taffbail, and ho 


does it with oqual zest. “Tho Inner Patrol" and “The Luck 
of tho Tavy ” more than redress the balance to the side of 
virtue and sound warfare. Both stories are excellent. 

Among the minor results following the entry of America 
into the War has been the release from bondago of several 
diplomatic pens, whose owners would, under less happy 
circumstances, have been prevented from telling tho world 
many stories of great intorest. Hero, for example, is tho late 
Special Agent and Minister Plenipotentiary of tho United 
States, Mr. Lewis Einstein, writing of bis experiences 
Inside Constantinople, April-Sept ember, 1915 (Mubbay). 
This is a diary kept by the Minister during the period 
covered by tho Dardanelles Expedition. As such you will 
hardly expect it to bo agreeable reading, hut its tragic 
interest is undeniable. Mi 1 . Einstein, as a sympathetic 
neutral, saw everything, and his comments are entirely out¬ 
spoken. We know the Dardanelles story well enough by 
now from our own side; here for tho first time one may 
see in full detail just how near it came to victory. It is a 
history of chances noglectod, of adverse fate and heroism 
frustrated, such as no Englishman can read unmoved. But 
tho book has also a further value in the light it throws 
upon the Armenian massacres and the complicity of 
Germany therein. “ Though in later years Gorman official¬ 
dom may seek to disclaim responsibility, the broad fact 
remains of German military direction at, Constantinople. . , 
during the brief period in which took place the virtual 
extermination of the Armenian race in Asia Minor.” It is 
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one more stain upon a dishonoured shield, not to be for- a son of the people whoso qualifications for 4 tho post of 
gotten in the final reckoning. villain were none too convincing, and there all manner 

of unpleasant things were by way of happening to them, 
I never mot a story more aptly named ilnxn Mrs. Belloc- when enter the despairing husband with the dashing 
Lowndes' Love, and Halved (Chapman and Hall). Oliver scarlet oue at. his side —ct t mild tout. The last few chapters 


Trope n ell worshipped Laura Pavel;/, who returned this 
attachment, despite the fact that she was already married 
to ( iodfrey. Godfrey, for his part, loved Katty Winslow, 
a young widow, who flirted equally with him, with Oliver, 
and with Lauras imdosirablo brother, G illicit. Ho much 


come nearly or ovon quite up to the mark, but as for most 
of the rest, I advise you to take them as read. 

In A Certain Slav (Holder and Stouohton) Miss Phyllis 
Bottome achieves the difficult feat of treating a love con- 
for the tender passion. As for the other emotion, Oliver eeived in a romantic vein wit hout declining upon sontimont- 
naturally hated Godfrey: so did Gilbert. Laura also ality, and seasons her descriptions, which are shrewdly, 
came to share their sentiment. By the time things had ! sometimes delicatfcly, observed, with quite a pretty wit, I 
reached this climax the moment was obviously ripe for the commend it as a sound, unpretentious, honestly - written 
disappearance of tho much detested ono, in order that the rest hook. Sir Julian Vcmy, a baronet with brains and a very 
of tho talc might keep you guessing which of tho three had difficult temper, falls a captive to Marian's proud and com- 


(so to speak) boiled the cat. 
Followers of Mrs. Lowndes 
will indeed have been anti¬ 
cipating poor Godfrey's de¬ 
mise for some time, and 
may perhaps think that she 
takes a tritio too long over 
hor arrangements for the 
event. They will almost 
certainly share my view 
that the explanation of the 
mystery is far too involved 
and unintelligible. I shall, 
of course, not anticipate 
this for you. It has boon 
said that the works of 
Homer wore not written 
by Homer himself, hut by 
another man of the same 
name. This may, or may 
not, give you a clue to the 
murder of Godfrey Pavcly. 

I wish tho crime wore more 
worthy of such an artist in ] 
creeps os Mrs. Lowndes has 
proved herself to ho. 


Tho test of tho second 
water, as sellers of tea 
assure us, provides proof 
of a qualif y for which one 
must go to the right market. 

Baroness Ouozv has not feared to put her most famous 
product, The, Scarlet Pimpernel, to a similar trial. 
Whether the result of this renewed dilution is entirely 
satisfactory I leave you to judge, hut certainly at least 





v--~w 


polling boftuty. Then, just 
before the War flaujes up, 
secret service claims him, 
and he returns from a 
dangerous mission irretriev¬ 
ably crippled. Marian fails 
him. True, she disdains to 
he reloased, but out of pride 
not out of love. It is little 
grey suppressed Stella (her 
light lias been hidden under 
the dull bushel of a Town 
Clerk’s office) who comes 
into her kingdom and wins 
back an ultra-sensitive des¬ 
pairing man to the joy of 
living and working and tho 
fine humility of being de¬ 
pendent instead of master¬ 
ful. Thorn are so many 
Jill uhis and there’s need 
of so many Stellas these 
sad days that it is well to 
have such wholesome doc¬ 
trine stated with so cour¬ 
ageous an optimism. 


There is a seutonco on 
page 149 of A Castle to Let 
(Gakhell) which, though 
not for its style, I feel con¬ 
strained to quote: " It 
was a glorious day, tho sunshine poured through the 
green Itoughs, and tho moss made cradles ' in which 
most peoplo went to sloop with their novels." Well, 
| given a warm day and a comfortable resting-place, 




Tat riot Golfer {teeing Britith aiinjilaite amt not wanting to take any 
ritkt). “ Four !" 


something of tho well-known and popular aroma of j this hook by Mrs. Baillik Reynolds would do oxcel- 
romantic artificiality clings about tho pages of her latest lently well either to sloop or keop awake with, according 
story, Lord Tony’s Wife (Holder and Htoitohton), while to your mood. Tho scene of it is laid in Transylvania, 
at tho bottom of tho cup there is not a little dash of the where a rich young Englishwoman took an old castle for 
old strong flavour. On tho other hand, though it may he tho summer. Incidentally 1 havo learned something about 
that one’s appetite grows less lusty, it does seem that in tho inhabitants of Transylvania, but apart from that I 
all the earlier chapters there is some undue proportion of know now exactly what a novel for tiro holidays should 
thin and rather tepid preparation for episodes quito clearly contain, its ingredients are many and rather wonderful, 
on the way, so that in tho end evon the masterly vigour of but Mrs. Reynolds is a deft mixer, and her skill in 
the much advertised Pimpernel, in full panoply of inane managing no fewer than three love-affairs without getting 
laughter and unguessed disguise, failed to astound and them and you into a tangle is little short of miraculous, 
stagger mo as much as I could havo wished. Lord Tony Then we are given plenty of legends, mysteries and dreams, 
was a healthy youngEuglislunan with no particular qualities just intriguing enough to produce an eerie atmosphere, 
calling for comment, and his wife an oqualiy'phanning young but not sufficiently exciting to cause palpitations of the 
French heroine. After having escaped to England from hofwt. Need I add that tho tenant of tho castle married 
the writer’s beloved Reign of Terror, the lady and her the owner of it? As she was both human and sporting, 
aristo father were comfortably decoyed back to Franco by it worries me to think that she may now be interned. 
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MORE TALK WITH GERMAN PEACEMONGERS. 

(Including an incidental reference to Mr. II. (i. Wells.) 

[The writer has received a pontifical brochure by TVlr. Wells, 
reprinted from The Daily News, sold by the International free Trade 
League and entitled “A Reasonable Man's Peace,” in which the follow¬ 
ing passage occurs: -“The conditions of peace can now be stated m 
general terms that are as acceptable to a reasonable man in Berlin ns 
they arc to a reasonable man in Pans or London or I’etrograd. . . . 
Why, then, docs the waste and killing go on? Why is not the Peace 
Conferonco sitting now? Manifestly because a small minority of 
people in positions of peculiar advantage, in positions of trust and 
authority, prevent nr delay its assembling."} 

When with another winter’s horror nearing 
Once more you send along the old, old dovo 
And frame with bloody lips that hide their leering 
A canticle of lovo; 

it has no doubt a most seductive cadence, 

But we who look for argument by fact 
Wo miss conciliation’s artful alliance, 

Wo note a want of tact. 

Your words are redolent of pious unction ; 

Your (foods, your infamies, by sea and shore, 

Go gaily on without the least compunction 
dust as they went before. 

Wo aro not caught with olivo-buds for baiting; 

Something is needed just a shade loss crude, 
Something, for instanro, faintly indicating 
The penitential mood. 

Whilo still the stain is on your hands extended 
W’o ’ll hold no commerce with your frigid spells, 
Even though such a move were recommended 
By Mr. H. G. Wells. 

Bather, without a break, like Mr. Britling 

(Though the bravo wooden sword his author drew 
Booms to have undergone a certain whittling), 

Wo mean to “see it through.” (.). S. 


THE GREAT MAN. 

What am 1 doing, Dickio? Well, I’ll tell you. I’m 
ono of those subalterns you hoar of sometimes. You know 
the kind of things they do ? They look after thoir men and 
ask themselves every day in the line (as per printed in¬ 
structions), “Am I offensive enough? ” In trenches they 
are ever to the fore, bombing, patrolling, raiding, wiring 
and inspecting gas helmets. Working-parties under heavy 
fire aro as meat and drink, rum and biscuits to them. 
Once every nine months, and when all Staff officers have 
had three goes, they get leavo in order to givo excuse for 
the appointment of A.P.M.’s. There are thousands of us, 
and we are supposed to run the War. These are the things 
which I am sure (if you get newspapers in Ceylon) jump 
into your mind the moment I mention the word subaltern, 
and I may as well toll you that in associating ine wifli any 
one of those deeds at the present time you are entirely 
wrong. 

I sit in tt room, an office papered with maps in all degrees 
of nakedness, from the newest and purest to those woad- 
stainod veterans called objective maps. In this room, 
where regimental officers tread lightly, speak softly and 
creep away, awed and impotent—HE sits. “HE”js a 
G.S.0.3, or General Staff Officer, third grade. He it is 
who looks after the welfare of some hundred thousand 
troops (when everybody else is out). I am attached to him 
—not personally, be it understood, hut officially. I am 


there to learn how he does it (whatever it is). High hopes, 
never realised, are held out to me that if I afo good and 
look after the office during mealtimes I shall have a job of 
my very own one day—possibly two days. 

And ho is very good to me. He rarely addresses mo 
directly, except when short of matches, but he often gives 
me an insight into things by talking to himsolf aloud. Ho 
doos this partly to teach me the reasoning processes by 
which he arrives at the momentous decisions expected of a 
G.S.0.3, and partly because ho values my intelligent con¬ 
sideration. 

This morning, for instance, furnished a typically brilliant 
example of our co-opcration. “ I wonder,” lie said (and 
as he spoke I broke off from my daily duties of writing fo 
Her)—“I wonder what about those FlaresV Division Bay 
they want two thousand red and white changing to green 

oh no, it's the other lot; no, that is right—I don’t think 
they can want two thousand possihli/. Wo might give them 
half for practico purposes, or say five hundred. Still, if 
they say they want two thousand \ suppose they do; but 
then there’s tlio question of what we’ve got in hand. All 
right, let them have them." 

That was one of tho questions I helped to settle. 

“Heavens!” lie went on, “five hundred men for digging 
cable trenches! No, no, I don't think. They had live 
hundred only the other night—no, they didn't; it was the 
other follows -no, that was the night before—no, 1 was 
right as usual. One has so many things to think of. 
Well, they can't, have them, that's certain; it can't ho 
important—vos, it is, though, if tilings were to—yes, yes— 
we 'll let them have them." 

You will note that ho said “ wo.” Co-operation again, 
f assure you I glowed with pleasure to think f had been 
of so much assistance. 

I had hardly got back to my letter when wo started 
off again. 

“Well that’s my morning’s work done—no, it isn’t— 
yes, no, by Jove, thcro's a eodo word for No. 237 Eilt,ra¬ 
tion Unit to bo thought out. No, 1 shan’t, they really 
can't want ono, they're too far back—still they might 
come up to tiller something near enough to want ono—no 
I won't, it's slioer wasto—still, I suppose ono ought to 
ho prepared oh, yes, give them one—give them tho 
word ‘ strafe ’; nobody’s got that. Bong 1 That's all for 
to-day.” 

And now you know what part 1 play in the Great War, 
Dickie. Yours, Jack. 

P.S.—Just off for my morning's exoreiso—sharpening tho 
Corps Commander’s pencils. 


A "PUNCH” COT. 

Home time ago Mr. Punch made an appeal on behalf of 
the East London Hospital for Children at Shadwell. lie 
has now received a letter from the Chairman, which says : 
“ By a unanimous resolution the Board of Management 
havo desired me to send you an expression of their most 
grateful thanks for your help, which, it is no exaggeration 
to say, lias saved the Hospital from disaster.” lie adds 
that the Board " would like to give a more practical proof 
of their gratitude,” and proposes, as “ an abiding memorial,” 
to set aside a Cot in tho Hospital, to be called “ The Punch 
Cot.” 

It gives Mr. Punch a very sincere pleasure to convoy to 
those who so generously responded to his appeal this oppres¬ 
sion of the Board’s gratitude, and he begs them also to 
accept his own. 

The sum so far contributed by Mr. Punch and his friends 
amounts to T3.505. 
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! emerged a few months later with a 
THE RECORDER. j slight limp, a discharge certificate and 

[At the concluding session of tlic Museums j a piece of coloured riblton on his wftwt- 
Afwueiiitkm Conference in Sheffield, Councillor coat. Having expressed his opinion 
Nut tall, of Southport said it was deshttblo on hospital life, ho returned to his 
that every town should make a voice record p 

of every soldier who returned home from the n ‘ l , r . 0 , , . . . , 

wars, describing his experience in fighting. HlS first: snook was w hen lie was met 

It .would be a valuable record for future at the station by tho locftl hand and 

generations of tho family to know what their conducted up the Station Hoad and 
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-er-i-rsv , 






ancestor did in the Croat. War. | down the hellngged High Street to the 

In an Expeditionary Forco whoso aeconipaniinent. of martial and patriotic: 
voCubulaiy included several lurid words stmius. U is second was when ho was 
there was a certain Battalion renowned confronted at tho steps of the Town 
for the vigour of its language. And in Hall by the Mayor and an official gather- 
that Battalion Hrivato Thompson held ing of the leading citizens, with an un- 
a reputation which was tho envy of all. official background of the led ones, and 
Not only had lie a more varied stock found himself the subject of speeches 
of expletives than anyone elso, but lie of adulation and welcome, 
snouted to possess a uniquo gift for Tfe was too dumbfounded to grasp 
welding them into new and wonderful till that was said, hut he recovered his 
combinations to meet each fresh silua- senses in timo to hear the Mayo? 

t.ion. Moreover ho had * ~ ~ .. . 

an insistent manner oi | 

delivering them which j . v v 

alone was sufficient to j . ' * ; t- 

place him in a class by ik^L V; \ - * ^ 

himself. It was not long '*•—. M 

before many of his friends /Ap 

gave up trying altogether rWWPW* ‘ "" y 3jB 

and let Private Thomp- wStSL 

sou do it all for them. It 

is oveu rumoured thatou ^iMMl d jVbKM 

occasions men in distant —«*II !|| IS I 'I WdL 
parts of the lino would '< - g 1| | | jj In 

might come and give ~ j||l| § j|ffl 

adequate expression to, ^ _ r'4fS- --—■> -fA 

feelings which they felt J r '" ' f ^^CKUHlIlW 

to 1» lieyond their range. | /JBIISiS 

Toshovvyoutheoxtcnl ■ ,, 

1 • c.. ■ , . | " Ul'.lll., STICK YoUll III. til DOW X, ClIAUUK.” 

° 18 1 no, . 6 j 3 3'j " WllAT—lS THEIIE AS OMUOU COME IlOnND ABOCT 

necessary to men won that L„ , _ . _ -- . . . .— - 

Lieutenant - compost d on ode all! assuring his audience that it gave him 

about Private Thompson and got it j great pleasure, indeed he might go so 
published in Camoufitiyr, tho trench j far as to say tho very greatest pleasure, 
gazette of the Nth Division. Two of to welcome on behalf of fclioir town one 
the verses wont, as far ns I can re- who had upheld with such distinction 
member, something like this: and bravery the reputation and honour 


'X 


_— 


Ui'.ui., stick Yoiui m.ui now x, Ciiauue.” 

WllAT— IS THEIIE AS OKDElt COME ROt T M> ABOUT 


mher, something like ttiis- and bravery the reputation and honour 

, , of tlie community. And that, although 

VMSm'urts r- i «* r" ? ss my *-**■ 

J Lo cursed about it every day j .vet lie most just add Unit lie was going 

And every night lie swore; 1 to ask Mr. Thompson then and there, 

And, while a sense id discipline 'while the remembrance of his terrible 

Tarried him on through thick and thm, . | iardshipB Wil8 sUU f roH h j n l,jg 
rlu» mini, tn« hIioIIh, tuo cold, tm» dtu . • ,, . , _ . 

Annoyed him im»c and more. . import tliein to XI phonogl(iph, fio 

that tho archives of tho town might 
The words with which wc others cursed not [ a t:k direct evidence of the experi- 

;>i»^*'* >>»r*»«. 

From Prirate Thempson’s lips ; bravest citizen, and future generations 

Haven't you out heard about might know something ot tho noble 

Thoftnssu ,, .tiuard ,, tXRodo,.ht, thoughts that surged in so gallant a 
How Thompson s lun K imfte hud them out i . T : . • j. ( 1 . n,.„ 

Boforo we ciime to grips’.' Dle , a N JU UU ! (3S 01 0l j n K“j au ’. ,, l8nUe 

and honnurahla woeds witli which those 

\uyhow, after bespattering the air thoughts lutdibeoninttfered. ' 

France and Flanders with a barrage •The Mayor’s jparoration annoyed 


of France and Flanders with a barrage •The Mayor’s jparoration annoyed 
of anathemas for the best part of a year, Thompson; the oilers that followed it 
Private Thompson did something credit- anpoyed Him still |iore, and the »ubs»- 
able in oue of the pushes, and retired qtierit shower, of Congratulations and 
to a hospital in England, whence he vigorous slaps on Ahe liaek threatened. 


to move him to reply ha a speech which 
might havp been uniritelligihlo lo the 
I ladies present. 

I Fortunately the danger was averted, 
j Before he could come into action a 
select committee of two, specially ap¬ 
pointed for tho purpose, had seized him 
| by the arms and was conducting him 
! up the steps of the Town Hall. The 
rapidity and the unexpected nature of 
tho movement threw him out of gear, 
and ho was forced to adopt an attitude 
of sullen silence during the progress of 
tho little party across the Counoil 
Chamber and through a doorway lead- ] 
ing into a small room. 

This room was furnished only with 
a table and a chair. On tho former | 
j stood a phonograph; into tho latter 
I the Committee deposited ex-Private 
1 Thompsou and explained to him that 
| he was desired to sit there 
.. j 'and in his own words to 
[recount into the trumpet 

P \ j of the macliino his ox- 
| periences at the Front. 
That, becoming modesty, 

| they added, which hither¬ 
to had sealed his lips 
should now ho laid aside. 
Posterity must not he 
denied tho edification of 
listening to u hero’s story 
' of his share in tho Great 
War, Tho phonograph 
, was then turned on and 
tho disc began to revolve 
with a slight grating 
sound that sot Thomp- 
: son’s teeth on edge. lie 
I was about to address a 
—. ' few remarks to the Com¬ 

mittee when they tactfully withdrew, 
leaving him alone witii tho instrument. 

For a few seconds ho was silent. 
The machine rasped unchallenged 
through a dozen revolutions. Then he : 
took u deep breath and, loaning for¬ 
ward, thrust his head into tho yawning 
month of the trumpet. 

> 1 '- 

llis Worship has sampled the record. 
The session was a secret oue, but the 
Town has been given to understand 
that the disc has been sealed up and 
put away for tho use of posterity only. 

Commercial Candour. 

Letter recently received from a firm 
of drapers: — 

“Madam,—With vefciTiico to your blud 
Silk Mackintosh, our mamifactarors -have 
given tho garment in question - a thorough 
testing, and find that if is absolutely witfrr- 
proof. If you will wear, it On a dry day.iond 
then take it off and examine it you will see 
that our statement is correct. 

Assuring you of our best eervioeeat all times, 
We are, Madam, 

Yuur obodlont Servants. 

,’ ' — & Ross, Ltd.” 
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' A WITH CHINA. 

Fritz having killed the mule, it de¬ 
volved upon the village Sanitary In¬ 
spector to see the carcass .decently 
.interred, and on application to theC.O. 
of the nearest Chinese labour camp I 
presently secured the services of two 
beautiful old ivory carvings and a 
bronze statue, clad in blue quilted uni¬ 
forms and wealing respectively, by way 
of head-dress, a towel turban, a straw 
hat and a coiffure like an ourly-Vic- 
torian penwiper. It was the bronze 
gentleman—-the owner of the noticeable 1 
coiffure—who at onco really took charge 1 
of the working party. 

He introduced himself to mo as 
“ Lurtoe Leo” (bis official number was 
thirty-throe), informed mo lie could 
“ speakol Kngliss,” and, having by this 
single utterance at onco apparently 
proved his statement and exhausted his 
vocabulary, settled down into a rapt 
and silent adoration of my tunic buttons. 

Before wo bad proceeded thirty yards 
ho had offered mo live francs (which he 
produced from the small of his hack 
for a single button. At the end of one 
hundred yards the prieo had risen to 
seven twenty-five, and arrived upon 
the scene of action the Celestial grave¬ 
digger made a further bid of eight 
francs, two Chinese coins (value un¬ 
known) and a tract in his native tongue. 
This being likewise met with a reluct¬ 
ant but unmistakable refusal, the work 
of excavation was commenced. 

Now when three men are employed 
upon a pit some six feet square they 
obviously cannot all work at the same 
time in so confined a space. One man 
must in turn stand out and rest. His 
rest time may lie spent in divers ways. 

Tho elder of tho two ivory carvings 
spent his breathing spells in philosophic 
reverie ; tho younger employed his 
leisure in rummaging on the neighbour¬ 
ing “dump" for empty tobacco tins, 
which he concealed aland his person by 
a succession of feats of legerdemain (by 
the end of the morning I estimated 
him to be in possession of about thirty 
specimens). Lurtee Leo filled every 
moment of his off lime in the manu¬ 
facture of a quite beautiful pencil- 
holder— Ids material an empty cartridge 
case, his tools a luilf-brick and a shoe¬ 
ing nail. 

Slowly the morning wore on— so 
slowly, indeed, that at an early period 
I cast aside jny tunic and with Bpade 
and pick endeavoured by assistance 
and example to incite , my labourers to 
“pot a jerk in it." Noon saw the de¬ 
ceased mule beneath a ton or so of clay , 
and LOrtee Lee, whether from grati¬ 
tude cr sheer, camaraderie, gravely pee^j 
' ' ' " ted. 


f yd**?' 

1 # V 





Joel,. “Man, it‘b an awel’ rent ms ion ii.cmiN’."' 

Dot ml', “Ay. Hut it's an a'yi'u' uvid hay n>n uiutin’ rim re’ waiuiumT'S ax' 
(•OMFOitr oor o' tub hum iution.’’ 


sented me with the now 


pencil-holder. No, not a sou would he 
accept; 1 was to take it as a gift. 

At this moment a European N.G.O. 
from tho Ijahour Gamp came upon the 
scene and kindly offevod to save mo a 
journey by escorting Lurteo Lee and 
Company to quarters. They shuffled 
down the road, and 3 turned to put on 
my tunic. One button was missing. 

; More German Frightfulnee*. ’ 

“ Illadenlwg scot a great number of bog 
gOM* tt> Ocueral Borocvies."’—JW/wr. 


Another Impending Apology. 

“ Kttt-ly in the operations a jet of water 
slrui-lt tbe Chief Ofticor of the, Fire Brigade 
directly in tlio right eye, completely blinding 
him for tho time; and he had to be assisted 
away but returned shortly after. The Brigade 
arc to lAfoomplhnentod on their work." 

Jlwjoon Times. 

“The complete oghhoIioii of the exports of 
Opinion from India to China inn. distinct land- 
j mark in the moral progress of the world." 
j „ South African DrWur, : 

i This seems rather sweeping. ,',|vKafe 
j about Eir II A hixphan ath Tagore ? 
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THE STEW. 

Vk.yojiknt or a Sn akhpkauean Tit-winor. 

f 'Their arc uiili'V tilings with which » strw enn hr thiekoncil." 

attract /lain He,/in:enlat Onto -I 

Scene T.-- llattahnn Oidrrli/- lh om. 

Flourish. Euler Colonel and Adjutant. 

Colonel. I do mistrust tho soft, and lompciale air 
Thai, hath so long enwrapped us. No “ returns 
Of bakers," visitations of I lie Staff, 

.Manns or inquisitions have disturbed 

Our ton days' test. Nothing but, casual shells 

And airy bombs to mind us of the War. 

Adjutant. Oh, Sir, thy zeal hath mated with thy conscience 
And bred l' the mind mist,rust ltd doubts and fears, 

A savage brood, which being come to manhood 
Do light with sweet content and oat, her up. 

Cidonel . Alas! it, is the part of those who govern 
To play the miser with t.lieir presold good 
For fear of future ill. I fill who comes here'.’ 

Entry Messenger. 

Messenger. Ho please you 1 am sent of (lene; al Flood 
To bid you wait his coming. 

Colonel. When 1 ’ 

Messenger. To-nmirow. 

He purposes to visit you command 

About tho dinner-hour. I Exit. 

Colonel. Now let th' oeeudon 

Bo servant to my wits. “The dinner hour." 

Twice hath lie como; and first upon parade 
Inspected all the men; the second time 
The trauspoit visited. Suunise hath giown 
To certainty. Ho will inspect tho dinners ! 
do, faithful Adjutant, stir up the cooks 
And hid them thicken stows and burnish pols. 

Adjutant. I take my leave at once and go. [E.i It Adjutant. 

Colonel. Farewell. 

Now with elusive Chance 1 'll try a fall 

And on tho fateful issue risk my all. | Flourish. Ej it. 

Scene 11.—,1 kitchen, hi the middle a duie. Thunder. 

Enter Three Cooks. 

First Cook. Tin ice the dreadful me .sage came. 

Second i'ook. Tlirioo the mystic buzzer buzzed. 

Tliinl Cook. Sergeant cries, “ 'Tis time, 'tis time." 

First Cook. Hound about the dixie go; 

In the dense ingiodienls threw— 

Extra bully, every lump 
Pinched from some i'oi bidden dump, 

Biscuits crunched to look like flour, 

Cabbage sweet and onions sour - 
Miiko the broth as thick as glue. 

The Conoral will inspect the stow. 

All. Fire burn and dixie bubble, 

Double toil or there '11 be trouble. 

I Second Cook. ’Tutors in I bo cauldron sink, 

: I’celod by bands as black as ink; 

i Portions of a slaughtered cat, 

Piece of breakfast-bacon tat, 

Bits of boot and bits of stick— 

Make the gruel slab and thick. 

All. Fire burn and dixie bubble, 

i Double toil or there 11 be trouble, 

i Third Cook. German sausage won in light 
I On some dark and stormy nighfe, 

i Dim and murky watercress 

I Stolen from a Sergeants’ Mess, 

; Slabs of cheeso and chunks of ham, 

Lumps of plum and apple jam, 


Bits of paper, ends of string, 
Mixed with any damned thing, 
In tho cauldron mingle quick 
So tho slow ho dense and thick. 
Fire burn and dixie bubble, 
Double toil or there ’ll be trouble. 


[Exeunt. 


Scene 1IT.~ Outside kitchen. Alarums. 

Enter Orderly Corporal. 

Oidr rig Corporal. Horn’s a pretty pass. Eyewash, eye¬ 
wash, eyewash. And such a running to and fro and a go 
this way anti a go that way, and a burnishing up of old 
brass and a shouting of horrid words, as though tho Devil 
himself were inspecting his own furnace. Faith, an 1 
were eyowashing Beelzebub I could catch it no hotter. 

[Shouting within. 

Anon, anon. 1 will eyewash it no further, | Exit. 

Flourish. Enter Colonel, Adjutant, Quartermaster 
and Sergeant-Cook. 

Colonel, fs all prepared? 

Sergeant-Cool; . The dinners would content 

Biiondpa himself. 

Quaih minster. The General come-.. 

Fitnnish. Enter General and Attendants. 

Geni i al. Good Colonel, 

Our greetings are tho warmer for tho thought 
Of visits past. 

Colonel. The service that we owe 

In doing pays itself. Will you m. peel 
The dinners ’’ 

General. I'iist we'll greet the Adjutant, 

Whom well we iccollee.t. 

Adjutant. This is an honour 

Which makes our labours light. Will you be pl.-u-'ed 
To inspect the dinners’’ 

Genual. Yon, but let us first 

Discuss the general welfare of Hie troops 
Whose good 's our cure. 

Sergeant-Cook ( aside to Colonel). The time is golfing long ; 

The stew’s congealing' fast. 

Colonel. Good < icncral. 

Your grace toward our people doth confound 
TIi’expression of our gratitude. The hour 
For dinner is at band. An you would giaco 
The issue with your presence it would make 
Tho meal the sw eeter. 

Genrial (aside). There doth seem to bo 

Moie than politeness in these imitations. 

(To Colonel) I am no cook to judge by sight and touch 
The flavour of a dish. Issue tho dimieis 
To all tlin rank and file, that so my pleasure 
Iri marking their expressions of content 
Be equal to the praise J shall bestow. 

Voice within. Help! help! The cooks have fainted in lliestow. 
Adjutant. They ’ll not be noticed. 

Colonel. Now hath fortune proved 

My master. J ’ll not live a slave to Chalice. 

[Eats some of the stew and dies. 
General. Conscience bath claimod her toll and is content. 
We’ll go inspect another regiment. 

Curtain. 

A member of the Chancery Bar consults us on the 
following point: "1 was awakonod,” lie says, “by my 
dog during a recent air-raid. Ho was so annoyed that 
ho consumed the whole of Lewin an Trusts and com¬ 
menced Tudor on Wills, and is now suffering from severe 
indigestion. Have I or has the dog any equitable remedy '/" 
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TERRORS OF THE SCOTTISH LANGUAGE. 

Housemaid in Glasgow Hotel. " Y V. oanna riANU to TUT. batuuoom tub noo " 
Sassenach. “Why not?” Housemaid. “TlIBltK 'R A Horn - IN tub bath.” 


! THE NEW MRS. MARKHAM. 

I IV. 

j Con vkuhation on Chu'Tkh LX XT. 

I Mari/. You spoke, Mamma,ofCnAUCRii 
being the Father of English poetry. 
Was there any English poetry before 
the discoveries of Lord Euwabd Mahkh ? 

Mrs. M. Gortainly, my dear. Chai’cmu 
was our first eminent poet, but, as a dis¬ 
tinguished American critichas observed, 
j he could not spell. This greatly inter- 
] fered with his popularity. Then there 
1 was Shaksukahk, who wrote quaint 
old-fashioned plays quite unsuitable for 
filming, but nevertheless enjoyed a 
oertain fame until it was proved that 
he never existed and that Sit akri’eark 
was the name of a syndicate; or that 
if lie did exist lie was somebody else; 
wheu all interest in his work naturally 
evaporated* The abolition of rhyme, 
about the year 1920, gave a fresh im¬ 
petus to, English poetry, and now, as 
you know, almost anyone can write it 
fluently, whereas formerly the easiest 
poems were written with the greatest 
difficulty. Indeed one reads of some 
old poets who were not ablo to produco 
a mere hundred lines in a day. Under 
the " free-verse" system, some of the 
Palustrino (or Marshy) SgIiooI have been 


j known to produce as many as three 
I thousand lines in a day and to earn in 
a week as much as Mu, ton, an old poet 
of the seventeenth century, received 
for the whole of his greatest work, on 
which lie was engaged for years. 

Richard. You have often talked about 
j people going into sanctuary. What 
I does it mean ? 

j Mis. M. Originally every church, 
I abbey or consecrated placo was a sanc¬ 
tuary, and all persons who had com¬ 
mitted crimes or were otherwise in 
fear of their lives might secure thorn - 
selvos from danger by getting into them. 
But in the reign which we have boon 
discussing it camo to be used specially 
of tho Houso of Commons from the 
number of tirosorno and objectionable 
people who sought refuge there, because 
of tho freedom from legal penalties 
which they enjoyed. Once safe in the 
House of Commons they said and oven 
did things which, if they had been said 
or done in public, or evon in private, 
would have exposed them either to pro¬ 
secution orpersonalchastisernent. Ulti¬ 
mately tire nuisance became so groat 
that the privilege of sanctuary was 
abolished, and the tone of tho House of 
Commons greatly improved. 

■ Mary. 1 could not quite understand 


that story about the King and the 
public jester. 

Mrs. M. In earlier reigns it was cus¬ 
tomary for kings and noblos to have 
in their retinue some one whose busi¬ 
ness it was to play tho fool, and who 
was privileged to say or do anything 
that was ridiculous for tho sake of 
diverting his master. Although this 
practice had died out tho privilege was 
usurped by a certain number of writers 
laud speakers, who sought to attain 
notoriety by making themselves as un¬ 
pleasant or ridiculous as possible on 
every occasion. Jt requires some clever¬ 
ness to he a great fool, and though 
soino of these public buffoons were 
clover men tho majority had more 
malice than wit, and in time exhausted 
the patience of the people. Finally, in 
| order to protect them from the violence 
j of tho infuriated populace, the Govern- 
j ment were obliged to deport the chief 
j offenders to tho Solomon islands, whore 
carmifjalism then prevailed. 

Georye. Did they play on anything 
else besides mouth-organs in those 
days ? 

Mrs. M. They had many eurions 
musical instruments which are now 
entirely obsolete. Of these the most 
popular was tho pianoforte, a large 
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Scene.— Hu:.e>.mit during an au-nnd. T.oml none without. 

The Iiitjhl Kind of Jioy (willi orciil (wima/ion). "Mummy, are we winning?" 


wooden bos with :i long horizontal key¬ 
board, which the player struck with his 
fingers. Considerable and somotimes 
even distressing dexterity was attained 
by tho performers, who indulged in all 
sorts of strange antics and ge-.tmes. 
The exorcise was found to lie romark- 
ahly beneficial to tho giowth of tho hair, 
hut it had compensating disadvantages, 
Lading to cramps, dislocations and 
other troubles. Ultimately pianoforte 
playing was suppressed, largely owing 
to the exertions of the Society for the 
Prevention of Cruelty to Elephants, the 
tusks of that animal being in great 
request for the manufacture of tho 
keys. 

Jhcliard. T shall never go to the 
Zoological Gardens without rejoicing 
over the suppression of the pianoforte. 

Mrs. M. Another favourite instru¬ 
ment was tho violin, a small and curi¬ 
ously shaped apparatus fitted with four 
.triiigs, which, when rubbed or scraped 
with horsehair tightly stretched on a 
narrow wooden frame, wore made to 
produce sounds imitating the cries of 
various animals, < specially the mow¬ 


ing of a eat, to perfection. Hut as the 
timbre of tho instrument did not lend 
itself to successful mechanical repro¬ 
duction by tho giamophouo it fell into 
disuse. ===== 

lPuncb’s IRoll of Ibonour. 

Wk are very sorry to learn that 
Captain A. \V. Lloyd, Royal h'usiliors, 
who for some time illustrated the 
Essence of Parliament, has been badly 
wounded in East Africa. YYo join his 
many friends in England and South 
Africa in sending him our sineorest 
hopes for his-vestoration to health and 
strength. ___________ 

“ TIE-WHO-MU ST-BE-0BEYE1).” 

Sir Arthur Yai*i*, Sir Arthur Yait, 
He is a formidable chap ; 

He says tho best of this year’s fashions 
Is to obey his rule for rations. 

Tolpvory man and every maid 
Of every sort of social grade, 

Sir Arthur Yapp, Sir Arthur Yapp. 
IIo is —to put the thing with snap— 
He- Who-il/asUBo-Obeyod. 


Sir Arthur Yapp, Sir Arthur Yapp, 
llo simply doesn’t care a rap 
For any one—his only passion’s 
Compelling us to keep our rations ; 
Dowmightly lie demands our aid ; 

He will not have tho troops botrajed. 
Sir Arthur Yapp, Sir Arthur Yapp, 
lie is —the light man in the gap— 
lie- VVlio-il/rsr-Bo-Oboyed. 

Sir Arthur Yapp, Sir Arthur Yapp, 
lie says tho way to change tho map — 
The way that all of us can smash Ilium— 
Is simply sticking to our rations ; 
Whereas the Ilun will liavo us flayed 
Unless the waste of food is stayed. 

Sir Arthur Yait, Sir Arthur Yapp, 
llo is right through this final lap— 
Ho- Who-# US T-He-Obeycd. 
===== W. B. 

“TO THE EDITOR OF ‘THE TIMES.’ 

Sir,—Last Sunday evening I road your 
loader of October 2d as part of my sermon 
lo my village congregation. It wont homo.” 

Times, 

The Times leader-writer should culti¬ 
vate a brighter style, more calculated 
to hold the interest of a congregation. 




































" cr~». C3->_^=£=5 


Tommy. “ Wjiiiun did you get tl\at hcncu?” 


Aiishnliitn. “On, 1 didn't hut 'ui- Tin; iuw« uuoiunr ’em in.' 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, October 2'Mh. — For once 
Parliament repelled the gibe of its 
critics that if has ceased to roprosent 
the people. Lords and Commons united 
in praise of our sailors and soldiers and 
all the other gallant folk who arc help¬ 
ing us to win the War, and passed the 
formal Votes of Thanks without a dis¬ 
sentient voice. 

As no eloquence could ho adequate 
to such a theme—not even that of 
Pericles or Lincoln, as Mr. Asquith 
tactfully remarked —few’or and briefer 
speeches might have sufficed. Tho 
1’rime Minister painted the lily a little 
thickly, though no one would have 
had him omit his picturesque nanativo 
of tho first battlo of Ypres—I hope 
some of its few survivors wore among 
the soldiers in the Gallery--or his tri¬ 
butes to tho Navy and the Merchant 
Sevvico. Nor did one grudge Mr. 
Redmond's piuan in praisoof tlio Irish 
troops. It's not his fault, at any rate, 
that there aren't more of them. 

Seen at its host ill the afternoon, the 
House descended to tho depths on the 
adjournment, when Mr. PuNbondy, Mr.* 
Ramsay MacDonald and Mr. Kino 
badgered the Home Secretary for tho, 
best part of an hour because iu the; 
exercise of his duty ho had had some' 


| of their friends’ correspondence opened 
! and road. In ordinary times Members 
'are very jealous, and rightly so, of 
this official espionage. The ease 
of Sir .Tames Graham and Max/,ini's 
letters was raked up and quoted for all 
it was worth—and a little more; for, as 
Sir George Cave reminded us, ovonon 
that occasion a Holeot Committee sup¬ 
ported tho action of the Government. 
The fact is that, when you are fighting 
for freedom en yros, individual liberties 
must of necessity he curtailed. Know¬ 
ing that our letters iu war-time are 
liable to inspection, the wiso umong us 
stick to postcards. As Air. Ponhonby 
assures us that ho and his friends have 
not hing to conceal, let them do likewise. 

One missed Mr. Snowden, usually to 
tho fore on these occasions. An inci¬ 
dent oarhpr in tho uftemoon perhaps 
accounted for his absence. By way of 
bolstering up a charge of harshness 
against the Home Secretary he men¬ 
tioned that a deported German hud “ a 
son serving iu the British Army.” The 
Minister frankly admitted it. “Tho 
son,” he said, “a British subject, who 
endeavoured to avoid military service, 
was arrested, and is serving in a non- 
combatant unit.” Exit Mr, Snowden. 

• Tuesday'. October 3Oth ,—I strongly 
suspect Major Newman and Mr. Reddy 
of collaborating, like the “ Two Macs” 


of music-hall fame. No other theory 
will explain the gallant Major's well- 
feigned annoyance at what he called 
“ the assumption of military rank by 
clergymen and members of the theatri¬ 
cal profession” connected with cadet- 
corps. Mr. M.utjikrhon supplied the 
official answer, namely, that gentlemen 
holding cadet-commissions are entitled 
to wear service dross; hut tho real 
object of the question was rovoaled 
when Brother Reddy from the back¬ 
benches piped out, “ Does that apply 
to shurn officers wearing uniform iu 
this House?” There was a roar of 
laughter, and Major Newman blushed 
his appreciation. 

I can imagine no more hopeless task 
than to plead tho cause of Bulgaria in 
present circumstances; yet Mr, Noel 
Buxton cheerfully ossays it whenevor 
ho gets an opportunity. This time ho ; 
attempted to read into a recent utter¬ 
ance of the Foreign Bechiotary agree¬ 
ment with his own views. 

Mr. Bat,four's reply, in effect, was 
“ What make you here, you little .Bulgur 
boy?" He maintained that, .while 
not as “dull and cautious ” os he 
had meant it to be, the speech referred 
to iu no way boro out Mr, Buxton’s 
assertions. Then lie proceeded in 
characteristic fashion to knock together 
the heads of the pro-Bulgarians and 
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the other Balkan theorists, and de¬ 
clared in conclusion that, while sharing 
the desire that Bulgaria should come 
out of tlio War without a grievance, he 
was not going to purchase that satis¬ 
faction by the betrayal of thuso who 
had sacrificed ovorytlnng they possessed 
in the causoof the Allies—a declaration 
which, in view of recent rumours, the 
House as a whole heard with relief. 

Wednesday, October 31a/.— No future 
GinimrsT shall he able to write that - 

“Tilt! House of Ivors, thrriiighiml the war, 
Did nothing in |>:u-t,u-u].u , 

And did it very well,” 

for, thanks to the pertinacity of Lord 
LoKjenunN and Lord Shi.isoknk, tlioii 
lordships have done something very 
particular. They have pioposed that 
the Primh Minister shall nnnounee, 
with any honour conferred, iho reasons 
why he has recommended it, having 
previously satisfied himself that a con¬ 
tribution to party funds was not one 
of them. If Lord Lokkmurx had had 
his way the resolution would have 
been a good deal stronger, but Lord I 
OuimoN, upon whoso majestic calm 
this subject has a curiously milling J 
effect, lefused to allow the retention ol 
words implying that any Minister had 
over been a party to a corrupt bargain. 

The debate was anything but dull, 
anil some piquant revelations - of 
course all at second-hand- worn made 
by the highly respectable pool's who 
took part in it. It would liavo been 
livelier still if some of the more recent 
creations could have been induced to 
loll the full story of “How 1 got. my 
Peerage.” But t hey are modest lellovvs, 
and unanimously lefruinod. 

Thursday, November 1st.- - A full 
House heard Sir Hun; Geodes make 
liis maiden speech, or rather read his 
maiden essay, for lie rarely deviated 
from his typo-script. A very good 
essay it was, full of well arranged in¬ 
formation, and delivered in a strong 
clear voice that never faltered during 
an hour's recital, ff we wore to believe 
some of the critics the British Navy is 
directed by a set of doddering old gentle¬ 
men who are afraid to let it go at tlio 
Germans and cannot even safeguard 
our commerce from attack. The truth, 
as expounded by the First Loud, is 
quite different. Dospito the jeremiads 
of superannuated sailors and political 
longshoremen, the Admiralty is not 
going to Davy Jones's locker, but 
under its present chiefs, who have, 
witli very few exceptions, seen service 
in this War, maintains and supple¬ 
ments its glorious record. Save for an 
occasional game of " tip and run ”—as 
in the case of the North Sea convoy— 
enemy vessels have disappeared from 
the surface of the oceans; and "the 



Scums: I'hann;/ Crass.— “Bry A hit o’ sniui’MU., Mistkii?" 


long arm of the British Navy ” is now 
stretching down into tho dopths and 
up into the skies in successful pursuit 
of them. If the nat ion hardly realises 
yet what it owes to tho men of tho l r leet 
and their comrades of the auxiliary Ser¬ 
vices it is becauso their work is done 
with “ buck thoroughness and so little 
fuss,” and, as Mr. Asquith put it, “ in 
the tw ilight and not in the limelight.” 

"Alderman -was fined £5 for aid inf; 

anil allotting his gume-kuopor in feeding 
pheasants with guano.”— Liver/real Drill;/ Dost. 

Ho must have thought it would bo 
good for thoir crops. 

From a New Zealand official report: 

" Whoa sawing a piece of timber !'-'» 

loft thumb came into contact with saw, cut¬ 
ting it." 

People with thumbs like this ought not 
to be allowed to handle delicate instru¬ 
ments. 


“The first draft sale <if the GJouoestorahiro 
Old Spob; speaks volumes for the black and 
white pig. . . . Nor must tho boautifully- 
limikod pig 1 llagboroiigh Charm VJf.,’ far¬ 
rowed 1817, bu forgotten ” 

Farmer and Shn Unecder. 

It seems, however, to have been over¬ 
looked for some time. 


“ 1 By heavens, it’s tho Gormans I ’ cried 
Captain ilansson later, at last awake to tlio 
truth. ‘Call all hands and make fur tho 
boats.' lie turned tho wheel hard astern and 
slopped the ship .”—Daily Mail. 

Something had gone wrong, we suppose, 
with the foot-brake. 


“- t* wtvs born in 18H3, and received 

his musical education, first in Dresden, and 
subsequently in England wdli one of the most 
orthodox of the English professors, as a result 
of which ho entered the Diplomatic Sorvice in 
1909 as Honorary Attache.”— The Chesterton, 

We hope this will silence the complaints 
as to the insufficiency of our diplomat¬ 
ists' education. 
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“ More or Jess,” said the manager. 

HOW TO BRICHTEN UP THE THEATRE. « Very well,” the other continued. 

11 You want, I take it," said the “Now, then, what do you do for the 
stranger to the manager, “ to make! audiences in your theatre between the 
your theatre the most interesting in J Acta?” 

“There is an excellent orchestra,” 
“Naturally,” the manager replied, said the manager. 

“I do all T can to make it so, as it is.” “ I have heard it,” replied his visitor 
“Perhaps,” said the stranger; “wo drily. “ Most of the music played is 
shall sco. But l have it in my power composed by the conductor, who cou- 
to make it vastly more interesting than ducts with the how of his violin. No, 


Hir, that is not enough to do for an ; 
manager audience in the intervals. I warn you I 


any theatre has ever boon,” 

“ You have a play ?” th 
inquired; amending thin, 
after another glance, to 
"You know of a play?” 

“ May ? No. i ’in not j 
troubling about plays,” said 
the caller. “ Plays - what 
are plays? No, 1 ’m bring¬ 
ing you a live idea.” 

“But 1 don’t wish to j 
make any change in the 
style of my performances," 
said the manager. “Jfj 
you Vo thinking ot a new 
kind of entoitainnuH.it for 
me— super-cinema, or that 
‘real revue’ which authors 
are always llnoatening me 
with—I don’t want it. I 
intend to koep my stage l'or 
the legitimate drama." 

The stranger had been 
growing more and more 
restless. “My dear Sir,” 
lie now protested, “ do let i 
us understand each other, j 
JIave 1 ever mentioned the 
word ‘stage’? Have 1? 

No. Your stage is nothing 
to me ; it doesn’t coma into 
the matter at all. l)o what 
you like on tho stage, hut 
ict mo tackle the front of 
the house. That ’h tho real 
battle-ground. My scheme, 
which 1 bring to you first of 
all, because I think of you 
as the least unenlightened 
of all London managers, is 
concerned solely with the 
audience. Will you promise not to;that the whole question of intervals 
mention it for a week if I unfold it to {will come up soon, and tho cleverest 
you ’’ ” manager will he tho one who does most 

The manager pi utilised, to make them amusing. But that’s 

“Very well,” said the other, settling another iftattor. My scheme for you 
down to businoss, “ lot us begin by is to provide move than mere amuse- 
'coking at audiences. What are they moat, it is to enable your theatre to 
made of? Human beings. What kind | partake of some of the quality and some 
of human beings? The nobs arid the | of the success of the groat picture news- 
mob. Wliat is the favourite occupa- papers. 

tion of the nobs ? Recognising other How do you mean ? ” the manager 
nobs. What comes next ? Seeing who asked, leaning forward. The word 
the other nobs havo got with them, “success "had galvanised him. 

What is the favourite occupation of Like this,"! said the enthusiast, 
the mob? Identifying the nobs and say-!“ You grant tbit tho proper study of 
ing how disappointed they are with [ mankind is mau*—as the Popk recently 
their appearance. Isn’t that so ? ” said ? Yon grant an intense curiosity as 



■rfeiiiHli 


first Mite. • Ain’t ’k jlvj' uju: tuk nmm, Laf I iii'tchkr 

K’B A COWBOY.” 

tSeeund it it to. “Oars! 


’E'k osti.v A SOLDI Kit.” 


to everybody else being im planted in the 
human breast? Very well. This, then, 
is my sellouts. You must have each 
stall legibly numbered so that the 
whole house behind it and abovo itoan 
see tho number. The boxes must be 
numbered too. You then inutal a 
printer with a little press somewhere be¬ 
hind the scenes, and to him is brought 
soon after tho curtain rises a list 
of tho names of all tho box and stall 
holders, which lie will print, oil' in time 
for tho assistants to sell them all over 
tho house after Act I. 

! This distribution will dis¬ 
pose of tho first interval, 
and incidentally bring in a 
1 nice little sum for cigars 
and champagne for your 
business visitors, a new hat 
, for your leading lady, and 
so forth.” 

1 “By the way,” said 
; tho manager, “ won’t you 
• smoko? These are mild." 

“Thank you," said tho 
other. “ Very well,” ho 
continued, “ the next in¬ 
terval will lie wholly spent 
i in the exciting and de¬ 
lightful task of identifying 
Lhe nobs, in which the nobs 
! themselves will take a part. 
And if there is still a third 
; interval it will he equally 
amusingly filled by con¬ 
versation as to the pasts 
or costumes of tho more 
famous of tho female nobs 
who are present—an in¬ 
terchange of opinion as to 
the lowness of their necks, 
, conjectures as to the gen¬ 
uineness of their hair, and 
so forth. Do you see?” 

The manager went to the 
sidolward and brought back 
some glasses and a bottle. 
“Yes,” he said, “I see. 
j There’s something in what 
you say. But you don’t 
explain how the names are 
to be obtained ? ” 

“ llow ? ” exclaimed the other. “ Why, 
ask for them, to bo sure. You ’ll 
have to begin with a few blanks, 
of epurse, but directly it gets known 
that you 're publishing them during 
tho evening they’ll all come in. Bless 
your soul, 1 know them 1 and if the nobs 
don’t tumble to it the snobs will, and 
they’re numerically strong enough to 
keep any play running. You won’t 
have to worry about the play. As for 
the back rows of tbe stalls, where you 
put the people from the other theatres, 
why, they 'll absolutely push their visit¬ 
ing-cards at you. What do you say? ” 
“I think it’s ingenious,’ 1 said thd 






HUMOURS OF A REMOUNT CAMP. 

Staff Officer. “T bode this lionsi: you sent me on Tuesday a.nu he w.vh au, incur. But when I noon him on Wkdn bhuay jie 
WAS MUCH TOO FUIHKY." ltf mount Off err. “ Well, WHY NOT BIDE HIM ONLY ON TUESDAYS?” 


manager, “ and not to 1)0 dismissed j 
lightly. But t don’t see anything to! 
prevent all the other managers copy¬ 
ing it.” 

“ There isn’t,” said the inventor. 
“Nothing ever lias been done or will 
lie done that can prevent theatrical 
managers from copying each other. 
It 'b chronic. But you ’ll he the first, 
remember that; and the pioneer often 
has some credit. You ’ll get the start, 
and that meaiiB a lot. For some months, 
at any rate, it will be your theatre to 
which the snobs will crowd.” 

Such was the interview. 

What the manager will docide can¬ 
not yet be stated, for the week lias not 
expired. ■ ■ i 

“Goobb,— Remembrance and ninny thanks 
for war dividends .”—Daily Telegraph. 

This is the host it can do under present 
conditions. Golden eggs are “ off." 

“It was Tennyson who told ns that there 
are ‘ books in running brooks and sermons in 
stones,’ ” 

But it was Shakspeake who said it 
first. 


LINES ON A NEW HISTORY. 

Wkaky of Maoahi.ay. never nodding, 
Weary of the stodginess of Stuiuih, 
Weary of the scientific plodding 

Of the school that only digs ami 
grubs ; 

1 salute, with grateful admiration 
Foreign to I,he hireling eulogist, 
Chestekton’s red-hot self-revelation 
In the guise of England’s annalist 

Hero is no parade of erudition, 

No pretence of calm judicial tone, 
But the stimulating ebullition 
Of a sort of humanized cyclone; 
Unafraid of flagrant paradoxes. 
Unashamed of often seeing red, 
Here’s a thinker who (lie compass 
boxes 

Standing most at ease upon his head. 

Yet with all this acrobatic frolic 
There’s a core of sanity behind 
Madness that is nover melancholic, 
Passion never cruel or unkind; 

And, although his wealth of purple 
patches 

Some precisians may excessive deem, 


| Still the decoration always matches j 
| Something rich and splendid in the ! 

| theme. j 

! Not a Wt-book—that may be ad- 
| untied - 

| Full of dates and Treaties and of 
j Pacts, 

For our author cannot In: acquitted j 

Of a liberal handling of his facts; j 
But a stining proof of Britain's title, | 
Loss in Empire than in soul, of ; 
“Great,” 

I And a haul, und generous recital j 

; Of “tho glories of. our blood and I 
I Slate.” --- ; 

Journalistic Candour. 

: “ Mm. •■- —, to lier latent dins, w.u. a dciulcd 

j student of tlio ■ UocordiT.’ Her cud c.u»n> 

; through politic nous ‘eye strain' m reading 
| the Oonfoihuco new, for soteiul lioum l,<>- 
, gethor.” - ilellwdUt Ihu onlei . 

! “ Barons Court.—To lot. furnished, mi uttruv- 
! tivo little artist’s House, well lilted tbrough- 
’ o«t."—X/w Observer. 

A flapper writes to say that she would 
• like to know more about this attractive 
little artist. 
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SIX-AND-A-PENNY-HALFPENNY. 

“ This,” I said, “ is perfectly monstrous. It is an outrage. 
It-" 

“What have they done to yon now?” said Francesca. 
“Have they forbidden you to have 30111 - boots made of 
leather, or to go on wearing 3 -our shiny old blue sorgo suit, 
or have the}' failed in some way to rocogniso your merits ns 
a Volunteer? Quiet, toll me so that I may comfort you.” 

“Liston to this,” 1 said. 

" 1 should bo better able to listen and }ou would ceitainly 
bo bolter ablo to read tho letter if you didn’t brandish it in 
my face.” 

“ When you’ve beard it,” I said, “ you'll understand why 
I brandish it, Liston: - 

“' Sin, —T understand that on tho 15th instant you travelled 
from Star Bond to our London terminus without your season 
ticket, and declined to pay the ordinary fare. One of tho 
conditions which you signed stipulates that in the event of 
your inability to produeo your season-ticket the ordinary 
faro shall bo paid, and as the Railway Executive now con¬ 
trolling tho railways on behalf of the Government is strict 
in enforcing the oh-tervanco of this condition, 1 have no 
alternative hut to request you to kindly remit, me the sum 
of Gs. 1 Jd. in respect of tho journey 111 question. 

1 am, Sir, your obedient Servant, 

11. \Y. Hutchinson.' 

“This,” I said, ns 1 finished reading tho letter, “conies 
from the Great North-Southern Railway, and is addressed 
to mu. What do you think of it? " 

“The miserable man," said Franco-ca, “ has split an in¬ 
finitive, but ho probably did it under the orders of tho 
Railway Executive.” 

" I don't mind,” 1 said, “about bis treatment of infini¬ 
tives. He may split them all to smithoieons if 1 10 likes. 
It’s the monstrous nature of bis demand that vexes me.” 

"What can you expect of a Railway Company?” said 
Francesca. “Surely } r ou didn’t suppose a company would 
display any of tho liner feelings ? ” 

“ Francosca,” 1 said, “this is a serious matter. If you 
are not going to sympathise with me, say so at once, and 1 
shall know what to do.” 

“ Well, what will you do? " 

“I shall plough my lonely furrow—I mean, 1 -hall write 
my lonely letter all by myself, and you shan't help me to 
make up any of the stingers that i'm going to pul into it.” 

“Oh, my dear," she said, "what is the use of writing 
stingers to a railway? You might as well smack the 
engine hecauso the guard trod on your fool.” 

“Well, but, Francesca, I’m boiling out with indig¬ 
nation." 

“ So am I,” she said, “ but-” 

"But me no huts," I said. “Let’s boil over together 
and trounce Mr. Hutchinson. Let us write, a model lotlor 
for tho uso of season-ticket holders who have mislaid their 
tickots. Wo'll pack it full of sarcasm and irony. We will 
make an appeal to tho nobler sentiments of the Board of 
Directors. We will remind them that they too aio subject 
to human frailly, and-” 

“-wo will not, send the letter, hut will put if away 

until we’ve finished oiu- boiling-over and have simmcied 
down." 

“Francesca," I said, “am 1 not going to he allowed to 
communicate to this so-cabed railway company my opinion 
of its conduct? Are all the pearls of sarcasm with which 
my mind is fcoming to ho thrown away? ” 

“ Well,” sho said, “it would bo useless to cast them 
before tbe Railway Executive.” 


“Mayn’t T bint a hope that the penny-halfpenny will 
corno in useful in a limo of financial stress ? " 

“ No,” «ho said decisively, “ you are to do nono of these 
things. Of courso they’ve behaved in a moan and shabby 
way, but they’ve got you fixed, and the best thing you 
can do is to get a postal order and solid it off to Mr. 
Hutchinson.” 

“ Mayn’t I-" 

“ No, certainly not. Write a short and formal note and 
enclose the l’.O.; and next time don't forgot your ticket.” 

“ If you 'll toll mo how to make sure of that,” I said, “ I ’ll 
vote for having a statue of you put up.” 

“Does everybody," she said, “forgot his season-ticket?" 

“ Yes," I said, “ everybody, at least once a year.” 

— .— R. C. L. 

HERBS OF GRACE. 

YUI. 

Southernwood. 

Some arc for Camphor to put with tlioir dresses, 

“Lay Russia-leather between ’em,” say some; 

Some are for Lavender sprinkled in presses, 

Some aro for Woodruff, that mollis rna}’ not come; 

i am for Southernwood, SouLhornwood, Southernwood 
( (lanli 1 vibe eallod, they do say, by the French), 

Whisper of summertime, summertime, summertime, 
Southernwood, laid \vi' tbe clothes of a wench. 

Somo aro for Violets, soino are for Roses, 

Some for I'euiriall, somo for Bee Balm, 

When the}' go cbm cb-along carrying posies 

(Smoll ’em and glance at tbe lads in the psalm) ; 

I am for Southernwood, Southernwood, Southernwood 
(Lari'a Lore ’tis called by tho homo-folk hereby), 

All in the sumtnoifime, summertime, summertime - 
JaicVs Love ’tis called, and for lad's love am I. 

.... W. B. 

THE rOFT. 

fOoinlnonling upon the fact that Mr. Justice Sai.tku objected to 
Mr. \Vli.i>, K.O., reading poetry ill court, a emitemporary gossip- 
wntra icmarks, “ Why do people write poetry ? "] 

Tin! following communications, evidently intended for 
our contemporary, wore inadvortonlly addressed to Mr. 
Bunch 

De\k Sin,- I took up poetry because I was once bitton 
by an editor's dog and 1 determined to ho avenged. 

Dkah Sin,—Two years ago I lost Sidney, iny pot silk¬ 
worm, and as I bad to take up some hobby I decidod on 
pootiy. 

Dkyu Sin, -With me it is a gift. It just came to mo. 
On the other band my friends often suggest rny seoing a 
doctor, as they think there may bo a piece of bone pressing 
on the brain. 

Dkak Sin,—I ttsod to suffer from red hair, and gradually 
I am getting the stuff turned grey. By the ax ay, can you 
give me a rhyme for “Camouflage”? 

I)kaii Sin,—I began writing lyrics for ragtime revues, 
because T wanted to see what xvould happen if I just took 
hold of the pen and let her rip. 


From a calendar:— 

“ October 31. Wednesday. 

August to October Game Certificates expire, 

Mystical carpeted oartk, with dead loaves of desire, 
Disrobing oartb dying beneath love's fire." 

The rhymos aro all light, but the scansion of the first lino 
is susceptible of improvement. 






OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(Til/ Mr. Vanch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

It would soom that " Bautimeuh ” occupies tho same rela¬ 
tive position towards the silent Navy of 1917 that John 
Stuanqe Wintku did towards the Army of the pro-Kiri, inu 
era. All hia iuen aro magnificent fellows, his women sym¬ 
pathetic and courageous. The llun, depicted as an unsports- 
man-liko brute (which ho is), invariably gets it in tho neck 
(which, I regret to say, he doesn’t). And so all is for tho 
best in tho best of all possiblo services. In the Navy they 
are nothing if not consistent and, while tho military story¬ 
teller who did not have his knife into tho higher command 
would bo looked upon as a freak, “Baktimeuh” loyally 
includes amongst his galaxy of perfect people Lords of the 
Admiralty no loss than tho lower ratings. No one knows 
the Navy and its business better than “ Bahtimhuh," and ho 
owes his popularity to that fact. Yot ho tolls us very little 
about it, preferring to dwell on tho personal attributes of 
his individual heroes, throwing in just enough incidental 
detail to give his stories tho proper sea tang. Of late a good 
many pooplo have boon busy informing us that tho Navy, 
like Gilbert's chorus-girl, is no better than if should lie. 
But the fault, if thoro bo one, does not lie with tho men that 
“Bartimeus” has selected to write about in his latest novel, 
The Long Trick (Cassell), which will theroforo lose nono of 
the appreciation it deserves on that account. And with 
such a leal and brilliant champion to tako the part of the 
Navy afloat, tho Navy ashore, whether in Parliament or out 
of it, may very well bo left to take caro of itself. 

Although Sir Arthur Conan Doyle calls his collection of 


defective stories His Last How (Murray), and also warns us 
that Sherlock Holmes is “somewhat crippled by occasional 
attacks of rheumatism,” there is not in my lay opinion any 
cause for alarm. If 1 may jest about such an austere per¬ 
sonage as Sherlock, 1 should say that (here aro several strings 
I still left to his bow, and that tho over amenable and admir- 
j ing UoLsmi means to use them for all they are worth. At 
I any rate I sincerely hope so, for if it is conceivable that 
! some of us grow weary of Sherlock's methods when wo aro 
given a long draught of them no one will deny that they 
are palatable when taken a small dose at a time. Sherlock, 
in short, is a national institution, and if ho is to bo closed 
! now and for ever 1 feel suio that tho Bosches will claim to 
have finished him off. And that would boa pity. Of fhoso 
eight stories the best aro "Tho Dying Detective” and tho 
“ Bruce-Partington Plans,” but all of them are good to 
read, except perhaps “Tho Devil’s Fort,” which left a 
“most sinister impression ” on dear old ll'mfsen's mind, 
and incidentally cm my own. 

Every now and then, out of a mass of War-books grown 
so vast that no single r eader can hope even to keep count of 
them, thoro emerges one of particular appeal. This is a 
claim that may certainly he made for An Airman's Oat nigs 
(Black woon), especially just now when everything associ¬ 
ated with aviation is—I was'about to say sitr le lapis, hut 
tire phrase is hardly well chosen—so conspicuously in the 
limelight. Tho writer of these rnodost hut thrilling records 
veils his identity under tho technical nom de guerre of 
“Contact.” With regard to his mothod 1 can hardly do 
bettor than repeat what is said in a brief preface by Major- 
General W. 8 . Beanckeb, Deputy Director-General of 
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Military Aeronautics: “The author depicts the daily life return to the Kerr household. In the midst of their bothers 
of the flying ollicor in France, simply and with perfect Osborne is given a post as traveller in motor-cars at a big 
truth; indoed he describos heroic deeds with such rnodora- salary. So oft' lie goes, while Marie, like the other little 
tiou and absence of exaggeration that the reader will scarcely pig of the poem, stays at home, and enjoys herself hugely, 
realise,” etc. But ho will he a reader poor indeed in When he returns she hardly cares about him at all; and 
imagination who is not helped by those pages to realise might indoed have continued this attitude of indifTeronoe 
some part of the debt that we owo to these marvellous —who knows how long ?—had not some Higher Power 
wingod hoys of ours. As for the heroic deeds, they are of (perhaps the Paper Controller) decreed a happy ending on 
a kind to take your breath- tales of battles above the clouds, page 340. A lesson, I am sure, to us all; but of what 
of trenches captured by aeroplane, of men fatally wounded, character remains ambiguous, 
thousands of foot above the enemy country, recovering -- 

consciousness and working their guns till they sank dead, In such a title as The Norlli East Comer (Gbant 
while their battered machines planed for tho security of ltieiiAiuw) there is something bleak and uninviting, some- 
friendly lines. Surely the whole history of War has no thing suggestive of tho bitter mercies of an average English 
picture to boat this in devotion. April, that is by no means confirmed in the story itself. 

-- Windy it certainly is—it runs to 496 pages—for 1 do not 

Eveian Bhansoomiih Better has much that is interesting remember any other recent volume whore the characters 
to say about men and women, and packs her thought (I really do talk so much “ like a.book," and though, of courso, 
risk tho “ her ”) into a quasi-Merodithian form of phrasing this may ho a true way of presenting the customs of a 
which does not always escape obscurity. But how much hundred years ago, one feels that it can lie over-done. Frank 


hotter this than a limpid llow of | 
words without notable content! j 
Souls in the Making (Chapman 
AND II ale) is mainly an analysis 
of two love episodes in tho life . 
of a young man, tho liberally 
educated son of an ambitious 
self-made soapmaker. Tho first 
—with Sue, the pretty waitress 1 
—is thwarted by a very per¬ 
sistent and unpleasant clerk ; | 
tho second—witli 1 iryitiia, aj 
girl of birth and brooding—is j 
threatonod by tho intrusion of j 
the girl’s cousin, a quoorly ] 
morbid ne’er-do-well. There is 
no action to speak of, so one * 
can’t speak of it. I can only ‘ 
say that the interest, of tho 
shrewd analysis hold me, and j 
that if my guess as to the sex j 
of the writer he sound it is | 
noteworthy that more pains j 


" I— 

.T - - 




ilEIUMi THE HOSIITAHLE AlK-IlAUt SEASON 'I HE MONTMO- 
ltKNCY-liltOWISH MAINTAIN THE1II 11A Hi Tl. A E EXCLUSIVENESS. 


j Hamilton, the magnanimous 
! friend, facile politician and all- 
. hut hero, was the worst offender, 
not only making love to tho Mar- 
ijitis’s unhandsome daughter in 
| stalely periods, and invariably 
addressing pretty Sarah Owen, 
who was much too good for his 
j and the author's treatment of 
j her, in the language of a Cabinet 
meeting (as popularly imagined), 
j but being hardly able even to 
■ lose his temper decently in 
I honest ejaculation, llolfe, his 
friend, was a Jacobin of the 
i blackest, who preached sedition 
j and the right of tenants to vote 
[as they choso; and tho Huvnl- 
\ Inns wore renegades who gained 
j titles and honours by support- 
| ing a failing Ministry, from the 
! most opportunely patriotic of 
! motives. Tho general drift of 
the plot is neither very readily 


and skill are bestowed upon the —I .... -- -- 1 the plot is neither very readily 

characters of the men than of tho two girls, who are some- to he summarised nor indeed very satisfactory, and one 
thing shadowy ■-charming unfinished sketches. There is a might disagree with Mr. John IIebon Leffeb at several 
vigour and an effect of personality in the writing that put points. At the same time, as his many friends would 
this novel above the large class of tho merely competent. expect, there is much to lie grateful for in this quiet study 
— - of Irish times and politics very different from our own. 

Odd what a voguo has lately developed for wlnit 1 might There is a ring of sincerity for one thing, matched by a 
call the ultra-domestic school of fiction. Hero is another literary grace that saves his chapters from ever becoming 
example, Mumeil Life ('Cassell), in which Miss May irritating even when they move most slowly. 

Kdchnton, following the mode, unites her boro and heroine .. 

at tho beginning and loaves them to flounder for our odifi- If tho vintage to which “Miss Katharine Tynan’s” 
cation amid tho trials of doublo blessedness. 1 am sorry to novels belong is so old that some of its flavour has departed, 
say it, but her groat solution for tho eternal problem of there is no doubt that many of ns are still glad enough 
How to ho Happy though Married appears to be the pus- to sarnplo it. In these nervous times it is in fact very 
session of a sufficient bank-balance to prevent^he chain restful to read a hook as calm and detached as Miss Mary 
from galling. In othor words, not to be too much married. (Mubhay). Not that Mary refrained from allowing her heart 
All this lovo-in a-eottage talk has clearly no allurement for to flutter in the wrong direction, but even the simplest 
Miss Eno is ton. With her, the protagonists, Osborne, and of us couldn’t really ho alarmed by this excursion. Mrs. 
his young wife, are no sooner wed than their troubles begin IIinkbon seems to take all her nice characters undor her 
—troubles of the domestic budget, of cooking and stove protective wing, and to include you and me (if we are 
lighting and tho rest. (15y the way, for all its carefully nice) in a pleasant family party. Bo at little outlay you 
British topography, I strongly suspect the whole_story of have the chance to go to Ireland and stay quietly and 
an exotic origin, chiefly from certain t>dd-souuding words decorously with the de Burghs. There you will meet a 
that seem to have slipped in here and there. Does our very saint in Lady de Burgh, and you will breathe the 
island womanhood really talk of a malinSe, in the sense of right local atmosphere, and have, on the whole, a good 
an article of attire ? If so, this is the first I hear of it). To and tranquillizing time. 
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People are asking, “ Can there he a 
hidden brain in the Foreign Office ? ” 

* * 

> 1 * 

A German posing as a Swiss, and 
stated by the police to be “ a spy and 
a dangerous character," has been sen¬ 
tenced to six months’ imprisonment. 
The matter will be further investigated 
pending his escape. 

* * 

* 

Three men wore charged at Old Street 
last week with attempting, the “ pot of 
tea ” trick. The trick apparently con¬ 
sists in finding a man with a pot 
of tea and giving him a sovereign 
to go round the corner and buy a 
ham sandwich, the thief rnean- 
whilo offering to hold the pot of 
tea. When the owner returns the 
tea has, of course, vunislied. 

" ,; c ' _» 

Tho increased consumption of: ;\ 

broad, says Sir Arthur Yapp, is ' A\ 
due to the 9 d. loaf. It would just [ |j|V 
servo us right if broad cost 2s. tW. | & 
a pound and there wasn’t any, 
like everything else. : jfpj 

” V" 1 ^ 

“It is all a matter of faslo,” ■ 
says a correspondent, of The Daily 
Mail, “ but I think parsnips are 
1 now at tlioir host.” They may he 
looking their best, hut the taste 
remains tho same. A 

* if \ 9 

if. 1 C-i 

Seventy tons of blackberries for 1 JH 
the soldiers have been gathered | trS 
by school-children in Buckingham- j |fS 
Bhiro. Arrangements have boon j rjj 
made for converting this fruit into j 
plum-and-applo jam. j ffj 

“ Homo Euler ” was the oecupa- V 
tion given by a Chortsey woman 
on her sugar-card application. 

The Food Controller states that 1 
although this form of intimidation inay 
work with the Government it has no 
terrors for hitn. * * 

* 

Tho Kussian Minister of Finance 
anticipates getting a revenue of forty 
million pounds from a monopoly of tea. 
It is thought that he must have oneo 
been a grocer. 

’ * 

The Law Courts are to bo made 
available as an air-raid shelter by day 
and night, and some of our revue pro¬ 
prietors are already complaining of 
unfair competition. 

sjc 

Two survivors of the battle of Inker- 
man have been discovered at Brighton. 
Their inactivity in the present crisis is 
moBt unfavourably commented on by 
many of the week-end visitors. 


A dolphin nearly eight feet in length 
has been landed by a boy who was 
fishing at Southwold. Its last words 
were that it hoped the public would 
understand that it had only heard of 
the food shortage that morning. 

* * 

Captain Otto Sverdrup, the Arctic 
explorer, has returned his Gorman 
decorations. TTpon hearing this tho 
Kaiser at once gave orders for the 
North Pole to bo folded up and put 
away. * * 

* 

A certain number of cold storage 


||| 






THE REV SIIVAMS JONES 

WILL PREACH 

NEXT SUNDAY MORNING 
ON 

WHATS wrong 

with 

THE CHURCH? 


THE QUESTION Ob’ THE IIOUll. 

eggs at sixpence each are being released 
in Berlin and buyers are urged to “ fetch 
them promptly.” Tn this connection 
several Iron Crosses have already been 
awarded for acts of distinguished 
bravery by civilians. 

* * 

One of the new toys for Christmas 
is a cat which will swim about in a 
bath. If only the household cat could 
learn to swim it might be the moans of 

saving several of its lives. 

* * 

* 

A correspondent would liko to know 
whether the naval surgeon who recently 
described in The Lancet how he raised 
“ hypnotic blisters ” by suggestion re¬ 
ceived his tuition from one of our Uni¬ 
versity riverside coaches. 

# . * 

* 

We are asked to deny the ramaur 


that Mr. Justice Darling, who last 
week cracked a joke which was not 
understood by some American soldiers, 
has decided to do it all over again. 

* •; 

* 

The power of music! An enterprising 
firm of manufacturers offers pensions to 
women who become widows after tho 
purchase of a piano on tho instalment 
plan. # * 

* 

We understand that a Member of 
Parliament will shortly ask for a day 
to be set aside to inquire into the con¬ 
duct of Mr. Philip Snowden, who is 
reported to have recently shown 
marked pro-British tendencies. 


In view of the attitude taken 
up by The Daily Express against 
Sir Arthur Conan Doyle on the 
question of "spooks,” we under¬ 
stand that tho celebrated author, 
who lias long contemplated the 
final death of Sherlock Ilolmes, 
lias arranged that the famous 
detective shall one day be found 
: dead with a copy of The Daily 
Express in his hand. 


11 y i A customer, we are told, may 
_ ' j take his own buns into a public 

1 “T"! eating - house, hut tho proprietor 
‘ I ! must register them. In view of 
11 ; the growing habit of pinching food, 
L 1 j the pre-war custom of chaining 
r them to the umbrella-stand is no 
jjj longer regarded as safe. 


J I INDIA MOV US. 

W Dear Mr. Punch, —Tho follow¬ 
ing is taken from a letter from the 
Quartermaster - General in India 
i to the General Officers Command¬ 
ing Divisions and Independent i 
Brigades:-- j 

" I am directed lo point out that j 
at present there appears to ho consider¬ 
able diversity of opinion regarding the 
number of buttons, and the method of 
placing the same on mattresses in use 
in hospitals. 

1 am therefore to request that in 
future all hospital mattresses should be 
made up with fifty-throe buttons placed 
in fifteen rows of four aud throe alter¬ 
nately.” 

This should convince your readers 
that even India has at last, grasped 
tho idea of t^ie War and is getting a 
movo on. . .— 

"Mr. 11. A. Barker, tho bononetter, per¬ 
formed u bloodless and successful operation 
yesterday upon Mr. Will Thorne’s knee, which 
ho fractured six years ago.”— Sunday 1'aper. 

If the case is correctly reported—which 
we doubt—it was very confiding of 
Mr. Thorne to go to him again. 
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MORE SORROWS OF THE SULTAN. j 

Beehhhkh\ gone, and Gaza loo! j 

And )o! the British lion, ! 

After a pause to comb his inane, 

Is grimly padding off again, 

Tail lip, en route for Zion, 

Yes, things are looking ratliei blue, I 
Just us in MosopoLiuny , 

My life-blood Irickles in the sand , | 

My veins run dn ; 1 cannot stand j 

Much more ol this phlebotomy. 

In vain for Wji.i itm’s help I cry, I 

Hjok as a mule with glanders. I 

Too busy selfish swmo is he j 

With winning ground in Italy 
And losing it in Flanders. | 

His missives urge mo not to fly j 

But use the utmost fury 
To hold these Christian dogs at hay j 
And for his sake to block the way 
To his beloved Jewry. 

“ My foot,” he wired, “ have trod thoso 
scenes , 

Within the walls of Kalom 
My sacred presence deigned to dwell, 
And I should hate tlieso hounds of hell 
To be allowed to scale 'em. 

“Ho do your best to givo them beans 
(You have some ammunition?), 

And at a loss congested date 
i will arrive and consecrate 
Another German mission." 

That’s how lie wires, alternate days, 
But sends no troops to trammel 
The foe that follows as T hump 
Across Judina on the hump 
Of my indifferent camel. 

Well, 1 have tried all means and ways, 
But seldom fail to foozle 'em ; 

And now if William makos no sign 
(This is his funeral more than mine) 
The giaours can have Jerusalem. 

_ O. S. 

THE SUGAR FIEND. 

“ I wilt, have a cup of tea," I said to 
the waitress, "China if possible, and 
please don’t forgot the sugar." 

“ Yes, and w hat will you oat with 
it ? " she asked. 

“ What you please," I repliod; "it is 
all horrihlo." 

I do not take kindly to wtir-timo teas. 
My idea of a tea is several cups of the 
best China, with three large lumps of 
sugar in each, and half-a-dozen fancy- 
cakes with icing sugar all over them 
and cream in the middle, and just a few 
cucumber sandwiches for the finish. 
(This does sound humorous, no doubt, 
hut 1 seek no credit for if. Humour 
used to depend upon a sense of propor¬ 
tion. It now depends upon memory. 
The funniest man in England at the 


present moment is the man who has 
the most accurate memory, for the 
things lie was doing in the early sum¬ 
mer of 1914). 

The loss of the cakes I could hear 
stoically enough if they would leave my 
tea alone, or rather if they would allow 
me a reasonable amount of sugar for it. 
However, we are an adaptable people 
and thine are ways in which even the 
sugar paper-dish menace can he met. 
My own plan, hero offered freely to all 
my fellow-sufferers, provides an ailinir-, 
able epitome of War and Peace. The 
sugar allowance being about half what 
if ought to he, 1 take half of the cup 
unsweetened, thus tasting the bitter¬ 
ness of war, and then 1 put in the sugar 
and bask in the sunshine of peace. 

On this particular occasion peace 
was on the point of being declared 
when 1 found my attention irresistibly 
compelled by the man sitting opposite 
to me, tho only other occupant of inv 
table. At first I thought of asking 
him not to stare at mo so rudely, and 
then 1 round that lie was not looking 
at me hut over my shoulder at some 
object at tho end of tho room. 1 can 
resist the appeal of three hundred 
people gazing into the sky at the same 
moment, hut the intense concentration 
of this man was too much for me. I 
turned round. Seeing nothing unusual 
I turned hack again, hut it was too 
late. My sugar had gone! No trace 
of it anywhere, oxeepl in the bubbles 
that winked suspiciously on tho sur¬ 
face of the miscreant’s tea. 

His face did not belong to any of tho 
known criminal types. It was a pale, 
dreamy, guidon-subtilL) sort of face— 
a face you couldn't possibly give in 
charge, except, perhaps, under tho 
Military Service Acts. 

" Do you know,” l said to him, " that 
you have just committed one of the 
most terrible offences open to civilised 
mankind--a crime oven worse (Heaven 
help me if I exaggerate) than trampling 
on an allotment V ” 

“ Oh, i ’m sorry 1" ho replied, waking 
from his dream. “ Did you want that 
sugar? You know, you seemed to be 
getting on very well without it." 

As 1 could not believe him to ho 
beyond the reach of pity r , 1 explained 
my method to him, describing as har- 
rmviugly as I could tho joy of those 
first few moments after the declaration 
of peace. 1 suggested to him that ho 
might sometimes find it useful himself, 
if ever he should he compelled to sit 
at an unoccupied table. (“ Tourin'," he 
murmured, raising his hat). " And 
now,” 1 concluded, "as 1 have told 
you my system, perhaps you will tell 
uie yours--Dot for imitation, but for 
avoidance." 


“There is very little to tell,” he replied 
sorrowfully, " hut it is tragic enough. 

1 All my life ! have been fond of sugar. 

I Before tho war 1 took always nino 
lumps (o a cup of tea. (It was my 
turn to raise my hat.) By a severe 
coursoof self-icpression 1 have reduced 
it to seven, hut 1 cannot get below that. 
I have given up the attempt. There 


are a hundred 


for tho drink habit: 


, there is not one for the sugar habit. As 
j I cannot repress the desiro, I have had 
to put all my energy into gotting hold 
! of sugar. I noticed some time ago that 
j at t hose restaurants they give the sugar 
1 allowance to all customers who ask lor 
ton or coffee, although perhaps twenty 
per cent, of thorn do not take sugar at 
all. It is these people who supply mo 
with the extra sugar 1 need. Tn your 
case it was an honest mistake. 1 always 
wait to see if people are proposing to use 
their sugar before I appropriate it.” 

“But if jou only take from the will¬ 
ing,” 1 inquired, “ why do you not. ask 
their permission ? " 

" 1 suppose l have given you tho 
right to ask mo that question," lie 
replied with much dignity, "hut it, is 
painful to me to have to answer it. 1 
have not yet sunk' so low that 1 have 
to hog people for their cast off sugar 
1 may come to it in the end, perhaps. 
At present tho‘earnest gaze ’ trick is 
gonorally sufficient, or, where it fails, a 
kick on the shin. But, I hate cruelty.” 

“Physical cruelly,” 1 suggested. 

"No, any kind of cruelty. I have 
said that in your case 1 made a mistake. 
If f could repair it 1 would.” 

“Well," 1 said, "here’s something 
you can do towards it, although it’s 
little enough.” And I handed him the 
ticket the waitress had written out for 
mo. “ And now I ’ll go and get a cup 
of tea Komowliero.” 

" One moment," lie said, as 1 rose to 
go. “ Wo may moot again." 

“ Nevor! ” 1 said firmly. 

" Ah, but we may, 1 have a number 
of disguises. Let me suggest something 
that will make another mistake of this 
kind impossible.” 

“ I am not going to give lip my 
plan,” I said. 

“ No, don’t,” lie answered ; " but why 
not think the sugared half first, ? ” 

Extract from an official letter re¬ 
ceived “ Somowhere in Franco 

"It must bo clearly understood that tbs 
numbers shown under the heading, 1 Awniting 
Heave’ will be tho number of all ranks who 
hare not had leave to the United Kingdom 
since last arrival in this country, whether 
such arrival was their last return from I <eave, 
or their last arrival in Franco." 

And tho Authorities are still wondering 
why the “ Awaiting Leave” list tallied 
so exactly with the daily strength. 
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ties to his credit, including a Brigadier. "Oh, so it was O’Dwyur’s mule?” 

THE MUD LARKS. I j )avo (, 0 twitch him to harness him, Albert Edward cut in innocently. 

Thu ammunition columns on either side lino him to groom him, throw him Monk nodded hastily., " Yes, so it 
dank provide us with plenty of amuse- to clip him, and dhrug him to get him turned out. Well, out of respect for 
ment. They seem to live by stealing shod. Perceive the jest now? Esteemed O’Dwyer I looked after it as far as it 
each other’s mulos. My lino-guards comrade Monk is afther pinchin’ an in- would allow mo, naturally expecting 
tell me that stealthy figures leading fallahle packet o’ sudden death, an' he ho'd come over and claim it—but he 
shadowy donkeys are crossing to and don’t know it \et..” didn’t. On the fourth day, after it had 


fro all night long through my linos. 
The respective 0.0.'a, an Australian 


m’t know it yet.” didn’t. On the fourth day, after it had 

“ What’s the next move? ” f inquired, made a light broakfastoff a bombardier’s 
" 1 ’m going to lave him there. Mind ear and kicked a gap in a farrier, I got 


and an Irishman, drop in on us from you 1 don't want to lose the old moke absolutely fed up, turned the damn 

time to time and warn us against, each altogether, because, to toll the truth, cannibal loose and gave it a cut with 

other. I remain strictly neutral, and I’m a hi toon fond of him now flint 1 a whip for godspeed. It made off duo 

so far they have respected my lieu- know his thricks, hut 1 figure Mr. east, cavorting and snorting Until it 

trality. I have taken stops toward Monk will he a severely cured character reached the tank-track ; there it stopped 

this end by surrounding my horses inside a week, an’ return the houslie and picked a bit of grass. Presently 

with barbed wire and spring guns, himself with tears an’ apologies on along comes a tank, proceeding to the 

tying bolls on them and doubling the vellum so long.” fray, and gives the mule a poke in the 

guard. I mot O’Dwyer again two days later rear. The mule lashes out, catching 

Monk, the Australian, dropped in on tho mud track. Ho reined up his tho tank in tho chest, and then goes on 


on us two or three days ago. 
darn Sinn Eeiner is the 
limit,” said lie; " lifted 
my best moke off me 
last night while I was 
up at the batteries. .5*.. 

Ile’d pinch Balaam’s Iff 

ass.” We murmured 
condolences, but Monk 
waived them aside. - 

“ Oh, it’s quito all 
right. I wasn’t born -- 
yesterday, or the day ' 

before for that matter. 

I ’ll make that merry 
Fenian weep tears of 
blood before 1 ’ve fin¬ 
ished. Just you watch.” 

O’Dwyer, tho merry 
Fenian, called next day. 

“Give us a dlirink, 
brother - officers,” said 
ho, “ I'm wake wid 
laughter.” ha* l» 

Wo asked what hadi IU:rtTU 
happenod. 




,-T iiwii 

p”"'; ( 


yy 








“ That. I cob and hogged a cigaretto. I with his grazing without looking round, 

- “ ‘ leaving tho tank for 

p/ V dead, us by all human 

•j? P s t a ti d a r d s it should 

^ have boon, of course. 

■ Uut instead of being 

, - T dead the box of tricks 

1 . 1 ^, 

^ ’ Then tho mulo woni 

. ha* fmipt/Hii Hi / fail a to jntuh-tiihiiiff, to leisurely fowl which mad and set about the 
■). •'.Hht vou wait till THi.Y itKMovK TiiKsu l-ETBoL tank in earnest. He 

. — . - . - jabbed it in tho oye, 

' Been havin’ tho fun o’ the worrld I upper-cut it on the point, hooked it 




i 1 




Krrn Motorist ueho has tent pot m ily takm to push-tuhiny, to hi surety fowl which 
lms brought him (me). *\U ht you wait till they remove these petrol 
I lKHTUUJTIONB." 


same token. Well, last night bo got slluong man weep. Mutual friend up and took nourishment, 
vicious and took a crack at my linos. Monk lookin’ ’bout os genial as a wet “Then the donkey let a roar out of 
I had rayson to suspect ho’d bo afther lien. This is guin' to bo a wondhorful him and closed with it; tried the balf- 

tryiu’ somethin’ on, so I laid for him. lesson to him. See you later.” Ho Nelson, the back heel, the soissors, the 

I planted a certain mulo whero ho could nudged his plum}) cob and ambled off, roll, and the flying-mare; tried West- 

stale it an’ guarded the rest four deep, whistling merrily. moreland and Cumberland style, collar 

Begoh, will ye believe mo, but he fell But it was Monk wo saw later. He aud elbow, Cornish, Graico-Boman, 
into the thrap head-first—the poor wormed his long corpse into “ Mon scratch - as - scratch - can and Ju-jitsu. 
simplo divil.” Iicjios ” and 'sat on Albert Edward’s lied Nothing doing. Then as a last des- 

“ But ho got your mule,” said Albert laughing like a tickled hyena. “ Fun- pairing effort he tried to charge it over 
Edward, perplexed. niesb tiling on earth,” ho spluttered, on its back and rip the hide off it with 

“ Shure an’ he did, you bet he did— “ A mulo strayed into my linos t’other his teeth, 
he got old Lyddite.” night and refused to leave. It was a “But the old tank gave a “ good-by ee" 

Albert Edward and 1 were still rotten beast, a holy terror; it could kick cough of its exhaust and rumbled off 
puzzled. a fly oil its ears and bite a man in half, as if nothing had happened, nothing, at 

“ Very high explosive—hence name," 1 don't mind admitting it played battle- all. J have never seen sueb a look of 
O’Dwyor explained. (lore and what’s-’is-name with my surprise on any living creature’s" face 

“ Dear hcarrts,” lie went on, “ bo ’a organisation for a day or two, but out as was on that donk’s. He «grilr down 
got my stunt mule, my family assassin! of respect for O’Dwyer, blackguard on his tail, gave a hissing gasp and 
•That long-ear has twenty-three oasual- though he is, I . rolled over stone dead. Broken heart." 







“ Is that tlio end ? ” Albert Kdward 
inquired. 

“ It js,” said Monk ; “ and if you go 
outside and look lmlf-right you ’ll see 
the bereaved Mr. O’Dwyer, all got up in 
sack-cloth, cinders and crftpe rosettes, 
mooning over the deceased like a dingo 
on an ash-heap.” Patlanukk. 


“For the Duration . . .” 

“ The forenoon service in tlie Parish Clum.li 
will heat 11 o’clock instead of XI.15 on Sun¬ 
day first, and will continue till furtbor orders.” 

Scottish Paper. 

Aid for the Military Police. 

“ The recruiting hut which is being erected 
in Trafalgar Squoro in connection with the 
campaign undertaken by the Ministry of 
Labour to recruit women for the Women’s 
Army Auxiliary Cops will shortly he com. 
plated ,”—Sunday Pictorial. 


“She was visited occasionally by a man of 
foreign appearance, who was believed to be her 
bother-in-law ."—Ipswich Evening Star. 

Probably one of those “ strained rela¬ 
tions " we so often read about. 


“My Correspondent's bona fidee are above 
suspicion." 

" The Clubman" "The Pall Mall Qaeette” 
One good fide deserves another, but of 
course the more the merrier. 


INVITATION. 

If you will conio and stay with us 
you shall not want for case; 

Wo ’ll swing you on a cobwob between 
the forest trues ; 

And twenty little singing-birds upon a 
flowering thorn 

Shall hush you every evening and wake 
you every morn. 

If you will come and stay with ns you 
need not miss your school; 

A learned toad shall teach you, high- 
perched upon his stool; 

And ho will tell you many things that 
none but fairies know— 

Tho way the wind goes wandering and 
how the daisies grow. 

If you will come and stay with us you 
shall not lack, my dear. 

The finest fairy raiment, the best of 
fairy cheer; 

We’ll send a million glow-worms out, 
and slender chains of light 

Shall make a shining pathway—then 
why not come to-night? R. F. 


Christmas Fare In War-time. 

11 Whatever the dinner be like, we can still 
have oU»r fill of holly and mistletoe.”—Star. 


IMITATION AIR-.RAIDS. 

Mr. Punch is glad to note that some 
real efforts are being made to meet the 
public needs in this matter on nights 
when thoro is no attack by the enemy. 

In particular tho owners of certain 
large warehouses have come forward in 
a spirited manner by giving directions 
for tho banging of iargo folding-doors 
at suitable (irregular) hours. Private 
individuals also, especially when re¬ 
turning homo lato at night, can do 
something in tho way of supplying 
outertainment for nervous residents in 
tho neighbourhood. Much is expected, 
too, of the large dairy companies, who, 
by their control of vast numbers of 
heavy milk-cans, are in a peculiarly 
favoured position. By the manipu¬ 
lation of these vessels on a stone floor 
a very complcto imitation of a raid can 
he produced. A good deal, of courso, 
can be done by any ordinary house¬ 
holder. “ I shave had groat fun,” ono 
correspondent writes, “with a very de¬ 
liberate and heavily - striking Dutch 
clock, which I have lately put against 
my party-wall. My neighbour’s family 
frequently jump up and run for the 
basement. When they get used to the 
thing I shall give the other side a turn.” 
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THE FIRE-DRILL. 

Once a month, as laid down in 
"Orders for Auxiliary Hospitals for 
Ollicors,” or some such document, wo 
practise firo-drill. This consists of es¬ 
caping from upper windows by moans 
of precarious canvas chutes. The only 
people exempted from this ceremony 
aro Mrs. Hopes who watches with 
great delight from n safe distance---and 
Bister, who stands sternly at the top to 
make sure (a) that those patients who 
don’t want to go down do go down, and 
(b) that those patients who do want to 
go down don't go down more than once. 
No excuses arc taken. The fixed ration 
is one slither per chute per person. 

We had this month's rehearsal last 
Tuesday. The pat ients w (ire pul through 
it first, Major Stanley -to his groat dis¬ 
gust—being chosen to load the way and 
set his juniors an example. Tie was 
told that it was possible, by sticking 
out his elbows, to go down as slowly 
as ho liked ; hut ho must, havo done it 
wrong somehow, for ho disappeared 
with startling suddenness the instant 
ho let go the window-sill, and almost 
simultaneously his hoots shot out at the 
other end and doubled Dutton tliohutler 
up so badly that he had to ho taken away 
and reinflated. 

Haynes, who came next, insisted on 
first, making his,dying speech from the 
window, for, as lie pointed out to Sister, 
when people allowed themselves to he 
inserted alive into machines of this 
type there was every likelihood of their 
reappearing at Hie other end in the form 
of sausages. Seymour handed Sister a 
bulky packago labelled “Wir.r,” before 
starting, and most of us managed to he 
mildly humorous in some way or other. 

Mrs. Hopes, on the lawn, enjoyed it 
all immensely ; and so did Ansell.who 
was standing beside her with an air of 
detachment. Sister’s eagle eye singled 
him out. 

" Come along, Mr. Ausell," she callod. 
“ I see you - your turn next. No shirk¬ 
ing." 

“ 1 ’m not in this, Sister," he answ ered 
loftily. 

“ ()h, indeed ! And why not ? ” 

" Bocanse 1 sleep on the verandah. 
If there’s a fire 1 simply get out of 
bed and step into the garden.” 

" Oh, no, you don’t,” put in Seymour. 
“ That would he entirely contrary to 
regulations. The official method of 
escaping from burning buildings is 
down tho official chute. In case of 
fire your correct procedure will be to 
double smartly upstairs, commend your 
soul to Providence in a soldior-like 
manner, and toboggan smartly down." 

(Have I mentioned that Seymour is 
an Adjutant ?) 


“ That’s right, Captain Seymour,” 
said Sister from abovo. “ Bring him 
up under escort if necessary.” 

After the patients camo Miss Ropos, 
and after her the domestic staff, be¬ 
ginning with tlio less valuable members 
and working up gradually to Dutton 
and Cook, it was possible to traco the 
progress of the youngor and slighter 
maids by a swiftly descending squeal, 
while that of tlio more portly was 
visible as a leisurely protuberance. At 
last Cook was the only one left—Dutton 
was not fooling quite up to performing 
the journey. She was a now cook, 
and very precious. She had all the 
generous proportions of her profession, 
and with them went a placid temper 
and a great sense of personal dignity. 

1 Oh, Cook,” said Miss Hopes, “you 
needn't go down, you know, unless 
you want to." 

Theio are times when official regula¬ 
tions must he sacrificed to diplomacy. 
But Cook was in high good humour, 
and quite determined on doughty deeds. 
Miss Hopes said no more. 

The task of getting a wide cook into 
a narrow canvas tube proved quite 
unexpectedly difficult; and, when it was 
accomplished, so far from sticking out 
her elbows as brakes, slid had to press 
them close to her sides in order to 
move at all. With the aid of a friendly 
pressure applied to the top of her head 
by Sister she got slowly under way. 
The chute bulged portentously. Tlio 
bulgo travelled a few feet; then it 
stuck and becatno violently agitated. 
Sister clutched at the top of the chute, 
while Dutton hung manfully on to the 
other end. 

“ Don't struggle,” said Sister in a 
stern professional voice. “Keep your 
arms still, and you ’ll come down all 
right.” A muffled screaming and a 
dangerously increased agitation of the 
chute was tlio only reply. Cook had 
quite lost her head and was liaviug 
violent hysterics. Three or four of us 
raced upstairs to aid Sister in keeping 
the top end of the appaiutus from 
jerking free, while several more went 
to the assistance of the flustered 
Dutton. 

Cook ceased to struggle for a mo¬ 
ment, but only through exhaustion; 
for when Sister seized the opportunity 
to repeat her advico a fresh paroxysm 
came on, and everybody “ stood to " at 
their posts again. Miss Hopes con¬ 
ceived tlio idea of attaching a cord to 
Cook’s armpits and hauling hor up 
again by main force. She dashed iuto 
the-house, and found a demoralised 
kitchen-maid calling incoherently for 
help down the telephone. 

Meanwhile Cook had had hor worst 
spasm. We hung grimly on to the 


chute, dismally confident that some¬ 
thing would have to give way soon. 
Suddouly tliore was a rending sound; 
the seam of the canvas ripped open 
and a gaping slit appeared, through 
which Cook’s freed arm flappod wildly. 
Then tho arm disappeared as tho body 
to which it was attached gathered 
momentum; and when Miss Hopes 
appeared with a length of cord she 
was just in time to see hor retainer 
return to tho world alive, but practi¬ 
cally inside out. 

As soon us Cook recovered her breath 
it was apparent that hor temper was no 
longer placid. Horgotting ontiioly that 
it was by her own choice that she had 
made tho trip, she gave us all to under¬ 
stand that she believed tho whole inci¬ 
dent. to Jiavo been specially arranged 
for hor humiliation. Bho gave notice 
on the spot, and staggered indignantly 
to the house to pack her box, leaving 
her employer once again face to face 
with the Servant iToblem, 

TH13 ART1KKTTE. 

(.hi bliit/iiiceninj School, for Women has 
been stalled m Scotland.) 

What if my lady should appear 
In a mechanic's grimy gear? 

1 shall net squeamishly decline 
To figure at her slmne. 

If Vulcan's smoky sway precludes 
An assignation in tho weeds, 

I shall not linger less elate 
Outside the foundry galo. 

When she knocks off at eventide 
1 ’ll flutter fondly to her sido, 

And demonstrate that greaso and oil 
Can't loosen love's sweet coil. 

Most tenderly my tongue shall wag 
To Amaryllis on the slag, 

Whilst 1 endeavour to confine 
Her horny r hand in mine. 

Personal. • 

‘•Pat. Don't bcdisappointed. Nothing amis. 
Iris."--- Calcutta Statesman. 

Only a letter gone astray. 

"Apartments (furnished and unfurnished) 
to bo let, outside air radius.” 

J>ady Telegraph. 

A little suffocating, perhaps. 

“If a million quarter ncros in tho oountry 
woro loft uncultivated, the result would bo 
that a quarter of a million acres would bo loft 
uncultivated .''—Scotch l'aper. 

Examined and found correct. 

Extract from a speech by Lord 
Selbohne :— 

" In that ouso Capital was very fully repre¬ 
sented—he thought over-represented." 

Daily Telegraph. 

The printer seems to have thought so 
too, when he cut the capital out. 





















































































NIGHTMARES. 

' 1. 

Of a I’oitM Masthii who dunams that iik ii\s cai.i.kd on 

thi: Wah (JouiiKsroNDKNT of "Thk DaiijY Maii," foh a 

MlTillAl. TKANSt,ATKIN OF THK OFKNINli SKNTKXC IJ OF 

Cjchak'h 1>i: Hullo Gallico. 

“ Oianis Gallia in Ires jmrtr.s dinsa esl.” I^ it fanciful 
to hay of tho thico parts into which all Gaul is divided that 
by their colours may they ho known, the blue, the brown 
and tho ghastly, ghoulish, intolerable, bestial, but, thunk 
(loti, passing, grey? Yes, thank (loti, tho blight of greyness 
cannot last long; oven now the scabrous plaguo is being 
burnt up and swept back anil overwhelmed by tho rosist- 
loss Hood, eager yet cautious, persistent yet fiery, of the 
blue and tho brown. Hideous, pitiable, soul-searing aro the 
j scars that it leaves in its mephitic wake, but the cleansing 
tide of tiie brown and tho bluo sweeps on, and tho healing 
wand of time waves over them, and soon tho shell-holes and 
the waste places and the abominations of desolution are 
cpvered with little flowers- or would be if it were Spring. 

' The Spring! No one knows what depth of moaning lies 
' in that little word for our brave fellows, what intensity of 
; hopes and fears and well-nigh intolerable yoarmngs it 
1 awakens beneath tho cheery insoucianco of their exteriors; 
j no one, that is, oxcept me. They tell me about it as they 
) pass back, privates and generals, war-hardened Veterans 
i and boys of nineteen with the youth in their eyes not yet 
! drownod by the ever-increasing encroachments of tho war- 
1 devil; all are alike in their cheerful dotoruiination to see 
i this grim and bloody business of fighting to an honourable 
end, and alike, too, in that their souls turn frankly, as 
1 might children's, for refreshment and relief to the kindly 
breast and simple beauties of Mother Nature. 

| The key-note of their attitude is given in tho sentence, 
spoken dreamily and as if in forgetfulness of my presence, by 
a Corporal of the R.G.A. as I cleanod his boots—it was an 
honour. "The blue—the blue—the blue —and the white! *’ 


He was gazing skywards. 1 could see nothing but grey 
clouds, but I know tliat his young eyes were keener than 
mine, that ho had learnt ft) look into the inmost heart of 
things in that baptism of fire, that travail of freotlom, where 
desolation blossoms and hell sprouts like a weed. Through 
the grey he could discern the triumph of the blue and tho 
white of peace, when tho work of tho brown shall he done. 
It was an allogory. More ho told me, too, in his simple 
country speech, so good to hear in a foreign land: of tho 
daisies in t he yard at home, of the dandelions on the lawn, 1 
of his pot pig: things too sacred to repeat here. And ho 
told mo that tho great event on the if’ront now is the 
Autumn glory of tho trees. Then bo departed, and as lie 
went he broke into deop-throated, Homeric laughter, and 
I—1 understood: he was mocking Death. Even thus does 
laughter yap at tho heels of that dishonoured king out here! 


TO THE HOOD. 

A SODIIKT. 

1 Oni jxx-t, lias taught a severe cold through having spout tho night 
in tho oellur. | 

Boon, whoso autuhdal spied dour, as of dood, 

Shales od frob set of sud to dawdigg bord, 

(Iradt bo this hood, o hood, to calb by hood 

With agodisigg apprebedsiod tord. , 

Illubo dot with thy beabs tho biddighl burk, 

Whetl through the gloob the Huddish biscreadts 

Coho sdeakigg, bodt otl thoir idhubad work 
Of bobbigg slubberigg dod-cobbatadts. 

Or if thy labbedt gleabs thou bayst dot bluld, 

Thed bay they aid our airbed add our guds: 

Its bark bay every barkigg bissile fidd, 

Bay dought bo dode abiss, dor dode be duds. 

So bayst thou baffle burderous Williab's plad, 

Add all altobts of that bad badbad bad. ; 












PRIVILEGED DISLOYALTY. 


Fibht Traitor. “HOW ABE WE TO PUSH OUB PBOPAGANDA PAST THE CENSOR?” 

Second Traitor. "NOTHING EASIER. GET THE BIGHT KIND OP QUESTIONS ASKED IN 
PARLIAMENT; THERE'S NOBODY TO STOP THEM PROM BEING PUBLISHED." 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, November 5th ..—By way of 
celebrating Guy Fawkes Day tho Gov¬ 
ernment announced their intention of 
compensating, up to a limit of five hun¬ 
dred pounds, any householder whoso 
property has been damaged in air-raids. 
How soon he will cage bis “monkey” 
will depend upon the Treasury, which is 
morbidly anxious lest in its transactions 
hie dat pti cito dat should be litorally 
il lustra ter!. 

Tho ofiicial price of potatoes is still 
Unsettled. According to Ids own stale 
merit the Food Controller is only 
waiting for tho decision of tho War 
Cabinet. “On the contrary,” said Mr. 
Law, “tho Cabinet is only waiting for 
Lord Rhondda.’’ It seems to be another 
case of the Earl of Chatham and Sir 
Richard Stjiachan ; and in tho mean¬ 
time the potatoes are rotting. 

Provided that no scarcity of gas for 
other purposes is caused tho Govern¬ 
ment see no objection to its use for the 
propulsion of motor-cars. On receiv¬ 
ing this information Mr. Pemberton 
Biixinu at once ordered a Zeppelin 
attachment to his famous torpedo¬ 
shaped car. No other gas-consumer 
will suffer, as he is prepared to keep 
tho apparatus inflated from his own 
retorts. 

By the scheme of the Boundary Com¬ 
missioners, tho roll of tho Commons, 
already a hundred per cent, too big for 
its accommodation, is to bo increased 
by some thirty Members. Various sug¬ 
gestions for enabling tho now-oomers to 
assist at debates have been proposed. 
“ Dug-outs” under tho existing benches, 
whence they could poke out their heads 
between the legs of other Members, and 
“ painters' cradles” depending from tho 
ceiling, or the galleries, are among the 
most popular. 

In the circumstances it is not sur¬ 
prising that the Home Secretary stren¬ 
uously resisted the proposal of tho 
London representatives to givoanothor 
couple of Members to “ the hub of the 
universe,” as Mr. Watt, momentarily 
fo getting the claims of Glasgow, hand¬ 
somely called it. Among a number 
of minor concessions, Mr. Theodore 
Taylor's plea that Batley should be 
associated with Morley “ because they 
have had many a tussle at orickot” 
could not be resisted. 

Tuesday, November (>th .—A state¬ 
ment that the great War Savings meet¬ 
ing at the Albert Hall cost, il3,500, 
chiefly for the expenses of delegates 
shocked tho thrifty conscience of 
Mr. Hogge, who hoped Mr. Baldwin 
would discourage the Prime Minister’s 
meetings if they wore so expensive. 
Mr. Baldw'IN did not condescend! to 


answer him or ho might have observed 
that the delegates in question wore 
voluntary workers who by their exer¬ 
tions had helped to raise over a hundred 
millions for tho prosecution of the War. 

Mr. Tillbtt, tho newly-elected Mem¬ 
ber for North Salford, took his seat, and 



" -Forgi-Uing the; claims of Glasgow.” 
Mu. Watt. 


there was general cheering as, under the 
safe-conduct of two amply-proportioned 
friends, Little Bon was introduced to 
Big Ben. 

When Mr. Balfour informed Mr. 
Jowett at Question-time that the only 
commitments of Great Britain to 



THE NEW BECRUIT. 
Sm John Simon. 


France are contained in the Treaty of 
Alliance of September 5th, 1914, which 
lias been duly published, he knocked 
the foundation from under the subse¬ 
quent peace-debate. But that did not 
prevent Mr. Lees Smith from making 
a long speech, on the assumption that 
by promising to help Franco to recover 
her ravished provinces we had impro¬ 
perly extended tho objects of the war. 
Mr. McCurdy, who shares with Mr. 
Lees Smith the representation of 
Northampton, plainly hinted that if 
his colleague eared to visit his con¬ 
stituents they would be delighted to 
present him with a specimen of the 
local manufacture. 

Tho speeches of Mr, Balfour and Mr. 
Asquith, though well worth hearing, 
were hardly needed to complete tho rout 
of the Pacifists: and, in the division 
on the Closuro, tho men who aro pre¬ 
pared (in Mr. Faber’s pungont phrase) 
“ to take the bloody hand of Germany” 
made a very poor muster. 

Wednesday, November 7th. —I am in¬ 
clined to echo Lord Halihtiury’h regret 
that Labour 1ms no direct representa¬ 
tive in the Upper House. The prole¬ 
tarian peer, if thoro wore one, would 
have been both surprised and delighted 
to hear h(Av tho non-proletarians, with 
out exception, spoke of his class. 

My imaginary peer would have boon 
especially edified by tho speech of Lord 
Milner, whom a small but noisy sec¬ 
tion of the Press persists in describing 
as more Prussian than the Prussians. 
Not under-estimating the difficulties in 
the way of a frank and full understand¬ 
ing between Capital and Labour, he 
nevertheless believed that they would 
be overcome, because lie had an abiding 
faith in the mass of bis fellow-country - 
mon. Not quite what one expects of a 
British Junker, is it i 

Thursday, November 8th. — When 
tonnage is so scarce it seems odd that 
room can still be found for consign¬ 
ments of wild animals. Mr. Pfjto drew 
attention to a coming cargo, including 
two hundred avadavats, the little birds 
about whioh Joseph Surface was so 
contemptuous, and six hundred mon¬ 
keys—" sufficient," as lie pleasantly 
observed, “ to fill this House.” 

For once Mr. Billing expressed a 
widely-held opinion when he questioned 
the propriety, in present circumstances, 
of holding tli© Lord Mayor’s Banquet. 
Mr. Bonar Law’s solemn assurance 
that he only accepted the invitation 
on the distinct 'understanding that the 
feast would fall completely within the 
Food Controller’s regulations; was 
not altogether convincing, Members 
were anxious to know the exact dimen¬ 
sions that Lord Rhondda has Mid down 
for the turtle-ration. ' • ' - ‘ 



I 



GILBERT. 

Wn are all very fond of Gilbert,. 
Tlioro are, however, one or two tilings 
about him which even bis best friends 
will admit make it haul for us at times 
to romomber how much wo really love 
him. Sometimes bo seems almost too 
good to 1 m true. Yet I have known 
wet horrible days in the trenches when 
the sight of him coming smiling down 
the line, exuding efficiency and enthusi¬ 
asm at every pore, has made his follow- 
officers positively dislike him. 

l'or, alas, he is ouo of those dear over- 
zealous fellows whom in momouts of 
depression we stigmatiso as “hearty.” 
lie has even been known to be hearty 
at breakfast; to come trampling into 
tho dug-out with that blinking old smile 
on his fuco, expressing immense satis¬ 
faction with life in general at the top of 
a peculiarly robust voice; to tread on 
his captain’s toos and slap his next-door 
neighbour heartily on the hack, and 
then to explain to a swearing and 
choking audience how splondidly lie 
has slept, and what a topping day it is 
going to 1x3. 

Never has Gilbert been known to 
spend a bad night; he is one of those 
fortunate animals who can go to 
sleep standing and at five minutes’ 


notice, and start snoring at once. If 
you try to sleep anywhere near him, 
you dream of finding yourself in Govent 
Garden station, trying to board endless 
trains which roar through without 
stopping—that’s the kind of snore it is. 

And now it is time 1 told my story. 

It happouod many years ago, when 
tho War was young and the Bosch 
comparatively aggressivo; whou our 
big guns fired once every other Sunday 
and we lived precarious lives in holes 
in tho ground. Our Brigadier, a con¬ 
scientious soldier of the old school, was 
dodging round our lino of tranches, 
and had just reached the sector allotted 
to iny company, which was also Gil¬ 
bert’s, ■ when the distant buzz that 
generally means an aeroplane overhead 
made itself distinctly heard. 

“Cau you spot him?” said tho 
General to his'Brigade-major; "one of 
theirs, I suppose ? ” 

Now it is as much as a Brigade- 
Major’s job is worth to confess ignor¬ 
ance at such a crisis. So, after swooping 
tho skies fruitlessly with his glassos and 
listening intelligently to the steady 
drone, he said, “Yes!” with as much 
conviction as possible. 

“Hoads down,” said the General 
sharply, “and don’t move. Pass it 
down,” And by way of example he 


sat heavily on my periscope and stayed 
gazing nt tho ground like a fakir lost in 
meditation. 

Meanwhile the message was passod 
along, and (ho trench became silent as 
tho grave. 1 was informed a few days 
later that it reached tho outer battalion ; 
of tho noxt brigade later on in the j 
morning, and was popularly supposed : 
to have vouched Switzerland the same 
evening. 

For about five minutos the droning 
continued ("Havinga good lookatus,” 
said the Brigade-major in a sepulchral 
whisper) and then suddenly ceased with 
what 1 can only describe as an appall¬ 
ing snort. Almost simultaneously a 
touslod head was 'thrust out of a dug- 
out almost into the groat man’s faco, 
and Gilbert’s choerful roar was heard 
by a scandalised company. 

“ Had a topping sleep. What’s the 
time, someone?” 


“ liobt milajl cows have boon sold recently 
(or £60 in the Isle of Wight. At a mooting 
of tho Cowes Council it was stutod that at 
Chichester cows liad sold for 4!7i) each.” 

7’imct. 

And now that tho Isle of Wight milkers 
have held thoir indignation meeting it 
is expected that the anomaly will bo 
removed. 
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PETER, THE TEMPTER, 

Nhcbsbity does not make stranger 
bedfellows than Homo of tho changes 
brought about by War. Who, for ex¬ 
ample—and certainly not such a born 
sun-worshipper as I—would ever have 
dreamt that a time would come when 
we in London and the Eastern counties 
would desire rain and wind with a pas¬ 
sionate keenness once reserved solely 
for fine weather ? Yet so it is. By reason 
of that foolish invention of Hying wo 
now, when we go to tho window in the 
morning and lift the blind, are dashed 
and darkly thoughtful if no sky of grey 
scudding misery meets our gaze. “ Please 
Heaven it pours! ” we say. Just think 
of it—“Please Heaven it pours!” 
What a treachery ! It may oven come 
that we includo prayers for storms 
in the Liturgy. 

In default of had weather we may 
have to Tako Cover; and it is when wo 
Take Cover that discoveries begin and 
long-postponed adventures fructify. 
For years aud years, for example, I bad 
looked down that steep hill by the 
Tivoli site in the Strand into tho 
yawning cavern that opens thero, and 
wondered about it. I bad thought one 
day to explore it, but had never done 
so, any more than I have yet pro¬ 
ceeded further towards a visit to the 


ONE UP! 

Roman Bath, also off the Strand, than 
to threaten it. 

But 1 shall get to tho Bath yet, 
because already, thanks to the interven¬ 
tion of the Hun, I have become inti¬ 
mately acquainted with Lower Robert 
Street, aud the next step is simple. 

In the ordinary way, short of des¬ 
perate impulse and decision—unless by 
somo happy chance 1 had relinquished 
the burden of this pen and taken happy 
service with one of the wine merchants 
wlio store their treasure there — I 
should never have entered Lower 
Robert Street at all, for it goes no¬ 
where and runs under the earth, and it 
is damp and mouldy, and the only 
doors, loading lo this vault and that, 
are locked. Hut for all these disabili¬ 
ties Lower Robert Street is, in Gotha 
and Zeppelin times, a very present 
help and refuge. There assemble, with 
more or loss forfciludo and philosophy, 
the denizens of tho Adelphi, thankful 
indeed that the brothers Adam estab¬ 
lished their streets and terrace on so 
useful a foundation; and thero twice 
recently have I joined them. And an 
odd assembly we have made, ranging 
a3 we do from successful dramatists to 
needy journalist*, with an actress or 
so to keep us manly. 

There far long hours have we waited 
until the “ All clear " has sounded—or, 


J lr ** 


at any rate, some have done so. As for 
myself, on tho last occasion, taking 
advantage of a lull in the uproar, I 
crept away to bed, and, after falling 
| into Ibo sleep of exhaustion, had tho 
ironical experience of boing rudely 
awakened by the reassuring bugles and 
my night again ruined. 

Having taken cover only in Lower 
Robert Stieot, which is open to all, I 
cannot with any personal knowledge 
speak of tho camaraderie of private 
basements; but I suppose that that 
exists and is another of the War's by¬ 
products. I tako it that, in the event 
of a sudden ylarm, no householder with 
a cellar would be so inhuman as to 
refuse admittance to a stranger, and 
already probably a myriad new friend¬ 
ships and not a few engagements have 
resulted. Our own camaraderie is ad¬ 
mirable. The federation of the barrage 
breaks down every obstacle; while a 
piece of shrapnel that one can display 
is more valuable than any letter of 
introduction, no matter who wrote it. 
Hence we all talk; and sometimes we 
sing too—choruses of the moment, for 
the most part, in one of which the 
depth of our affection for our maternal 
relative is measured and regulated by 
the iloridity of the roBes growing on 
her porch. 

And yet,, when at last friendliness is 
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upon the tbwn, there are people—and 
not only alien Hebrews either—who 
have been hurrying away from London! 
When London has become more in¬ 
teresting than ever before in its history 
there are people who leave it! 

Personally I mean to cling to the old 
city as long as it will cling to me; hut 
even now across one’s aching Bight 
conics a "dream of pastime premature” 
which Rliakos such resolves a little. 
Peter, for example, has been having 
a disturbing effect on mo. Only now 
and then, of courso—when I am not 
quite myself; when the two and thirty 
(what remains of them) are not so 
firmly gritted as they should bo; when 
even London seems unworthy of devo¬ 
tion. 

But these moods pass. You will 
admit, though, that Peter has his lure. 

I read about him in the Tavistock 
Gazette, one of the few papers, I fancy, 
which does not belong to Lord North- 
cliffe ; and this is how the lyric (it is 
roally a lyric, although it masquerades 
as an advertisement) runs, not only in j 
the paper but in my head: “ To he let,! 
by Tender” (this is not an oath but 
somo odd legal or commercial term) 
"as and from Lady Day all that nice 
little Pasture Farm known as Higher 
Church Farm, situate in the village 
of Peter Tavy.” Now what could he 
more unlike London under the German 
invasion and all that nasty little tunnel | 
known as Lower Robert Street, than 
Peter Tavy? 

But I must not be tempted. I must 
stick it out here. 


LITERARY GOSSIP A LA MODE. 



Wounded Tommy. " Wil.r, you play Mendelssohn's ‘ SllUNu Soso,' vi.kake ?" 
Distinguithed Pianist [with a soul above Mendelssohn). ‘‘I’m afraid I CAN’T.” 

Tommy. “It is a hit of a ieaser, ain't it? Ties my ristisii up in a knot when¬ 
ever SHE TACKLES IT.” 


Thf, mystification practised by- 
authors who have passed off as their 
own work the compositions of others 
is familiar to all literary students. 
Shakspeark’s assumption of borrowed 
plumes is of course the classic example. 
But another and more subtle problem 
is the interehango of functions between 
two men of letters; and the theory re¬ 
cently advanced by the distinguished 
critic and occultist, Mr. Pullar Leggatt, 
deserves at least a respectful hearing. 

Briefly stated, it is that during his 
hermit existences at Putney the late 
Mr. Swinburne effected an interchange 
of this sort with Sir W. Robertson 
Nicole; the Editor of The British 
Weekly devoting himself to the com¬ 
position of poem's; While the poet as¬ 
sumed editorial control of the famous 
-newspaper. If the theory thus crudely 
stated sounds somewhat fantastic the 
arguments on which it is based are 
extraordinarily plausible if not con¬ 
vincing. • ./•; * 11 - 


To begin with, experts in anagrams 
will not fail to notice that the names 
Algernon Swinburne and W. Robert¬ 
son Nicoll contain practically the 
same number of lottors—absolutely the 
same if Swinburne is spelt without an 
“e”—and that the forenames of both 
end in “-on,” as does also the conclud¬ 
ing syllable of Watts-Dunton. The 
fact that the Editor of The British 
Weekly has never published any poems 
over his own name only tends to con¬ 
firm the theory, as the argument con¬ 
clusively establishes. 


For it is impossible to believe that 
so versatile a polymath should not at 
some time or other have courted the 
Muse, and, if so, under what name 
could he have had a stronger motive 
for publishing his poems than that of 
Sunburn*? So austere a theologian 
woulo naturally shrink’ from revealing 
his exclusions into the reaims of poesy, 
and under this disguise be was sate 
frhm detection. Lastly, while Sir W. 


Robertson Niooll has always oham- 

[ honed the Kailyard School, Swinburne 
ived at The Pines. The connection is 
obvious, as thus: Kail, soa-kale, sea- 
coal, coke, ooker-nut, walnut, dessert, 
pine apple, pine. 


As regards Swinburne’s conduct of 
The British Weekly, it is enough to 
point to such alliterative and melodious 
combinations as “ Rambling Remarks ” 
and “Claudius Clear.” The theological 
attitude of the paper presents difficul¬ 
ties which are not so easy to overcome, 
hut Mr. Pullar Leggatt has promised 
to deal with this question later on. 
Meanwhile the diplomatic silence main¬ 
tained by Sir W. Robertson Nicoll 
and Mi\ Edmund Gobse must not be 
interpreted as convoying either a Com¬ 
plete aoooptance or a total rejection'of 
this remarkable theory. 

' The New Crummies. 

Hertling “ is not a Prussian.” 
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MY PYJAMAS. 

A Study in thk Fastidious. 

1 hove ibis is not going to l)o embarrassing. If so, it 
is not my fault. This is history, please remember, not 
fiction. 1 wanted - I am obliged to say it • pyjamas for 
winter wear. 1 know all about pyjamas for summer wear; 
what ] wanted was pyjamas for winter wear, and I docidod 
that Agnes should make them. For years 1 have been 
trying to get proper pyjamas by which 1 mean pyjamas 
properly made -hut the haberdasher always smiles deprecia¬ 
tion and tells mo that the goods he offers me are what are 
always worn. Quito so, hut what I say is that out of 
bod and for tho purpose of having your photograph taken 
Trade pyjamas are all light; hut that in hod they commit 
untold offences. 1 enter my bed clothed; 1 settle down 
in it half-naked. Tho jacket has run up (o my ami-pits; 
my legs are bare to tho knee; my arms to the elbows; 
tho loosely buttoned front is ruckled up into a funnel, 
down which, whenever 1 move, the bedclothes like a hollows 
draw a chill blast of air on to that particular part of my 
chest which is dosignod for catching colds. When J turn 
ovor in my dreams 1 wake to find myself tied as with ropes. 
Slumber's chains have iudoed bound mo. I am a man in 
the clothing of a nightmare. The cold, cold sheets catch 
me in tho most ticklesomo delicacies of my back and make 
mo jump again. Fmough. 

“ Welt, 1 ' said Agnes, “ if 1 am going lo make vour 
pyjamas you must tell me exactly what you want." 

“My pyjamas," 1 said, “shall be buttoned round tho 
ankle and capacious bolow tho waist—there I ask a Turkish 
touch. Tho jacket shall he buttoned at the wrisls and baggy i 
at tho shoulder; at the chost it shall strap me across like 
an lt.F.C. tunic, and it shall be socurely clipped to the 
trousers.” 

“ Why not have it all in one? " 

“ What!” I cried, "and parade hotel passages in search 
of tho bath looking like a clown out of a circus No, thank 
you.” 

“You must make trio a pattern then," said Agnes, “or 1 
' shan't know what to do.” 

I cun’t mako patterns, but I can, and 1 did, make plans 
of ground and first-floor levels, a section awl back and 
front olovations, all to a scale of ono inch to the foot 
exactly. I also made a full-size detail of a toggle and-cinch 
ge; r Unking the upper storey to the lower. 

“I think," Agnes said, “you had hotter eomo to the 
shop and chooso the material." 

1 thought so too. I wautod something gaudy that would 
make me feci cheerful when I woke in the morning; hut I - 
also had another idea in my mind. Mangle gnooj buttons ! 
Have the things been invented yet ? 

Tho archbishop who attended to us deprecated the idoa 
of india-rubber buttons. 

" What kind are you now using ? " he asked solicitously. 

"At present, on No. 2," 1 said, “I am using splinters 
of mother-of-pearl. Last week, with No. 1,1 used a steel 
ring - hanging by its rim to a shred of linen, two safeties, 
and a hairpin found on the floor." 

I chose a flannel with broad green and violot stripes, 
and vory large buttons of vitrified brick which 1 hoped 
might break the mangle. These buttons were emerald in 
colour and gave me a now idea. Trimmings. 

"I want to look right if tho house catches fire," ] told 

Agnes. “ Green sateen collar to match tho buttons-” 

j “And for the wristbands," said Agnes, catching my 
enthusiasm. 

“And for tho wristbands," I agreed; "but," I added, 

“ not at the ankles. That would mako the otiier people 


in the street expect mo to dance to them, and f ■don’t know 
how to.” 

And now tho good work is complete. Toggle and cinch 
perform their proud functions, and T sleep undisturbed by 
Arctic nightmares, for I have substituted green ties for 
the stoneware buttons which reduced iny vitality by 
absorbing boat. My only tr ouble is my increasing reluct¬ 
ance to rise in the morning. I don’t like changing out of 
my beautiful things so early in the day. 1 am beginning 
to want breakfast in bud. 


AT THE DUMP. 

( Lint's lo /he N.C.O. in charge.) 

Now is the hour of dusk and mist and midges, 

Now the tired pianos drono homeward through the 
haze. 

And distant wood-fires wink behind the ridges, 

And the first flavo some timorous llun hetrajs; 

Now no shell circulates, hut all men brood 
Over their evening food ; 

Tho hats flit warily and owl and rat 

With muffled erics their shadowy loves pursue, 

And plea-ant, Corporal, it is to chat 

in this hushed moment with a man like jolt. 

How strange a spectacle of human passions 
Is yours all day beside tho Arras road, 

What mournful men concerned about their rations 
When bore at eve the limbers leave their load, 

What twilight blasphemy, what horses' foot 
Entangled with tho meat, 

What sudden hush when that machine-gun sweeps, 
And—flat as possible for moil so round 
Tho Quartermasters may he seen in heaps, 

While you sit still and chuckle, I’ll be hound! 

Here all men halt awhile and tell their rumours ; 

Here the young runners come to cull your tales, 
How Generals talked with you, in splendid humours, 
And how tho Worccstorshiros have gone to Wales ; 
Up yonder trench each lineward regiment swings, 
Saying some shocking things; 

And hero at dark sad diggers stand in hordes 
Waiting the late elusive Engineer, 

While glowing pipes illume yon notice-hoards, 

Tlmt say, “ No mouth. You must not j.oithi: iiehh.” 

And you sit ruminant and take no action. 

But daylong watch the aeroplanes at'play, 

Or contemplate with secret satisfaction 

Your fellow-men proceeding towards the fray ; 

Your sole solicitude when men report 
There is a shovel short, 

Or, numbering jealously yonr rusty store, 

Homo mouldering rocket, some vveL bomb you miss 
That was reserved for some ensuing war, 

Bpt on no grounds to he employed in this. 

For Colonels flatter you, most firm of warders, 

For sandbags suppliant, anti do no good, 

And high Staff officers and priests in orders 
In vain beleaguer you for hits of wood, 

While 1, who have nor signature nor chit, 

But badly want a bit, 

I only talk to you of these high themes, 

Nor stoop to join the sychophantic choir, 

Seeing (I trust) my wicked batman, Joames, 

Has meanwhile pinched enough to light my fire. 

A. P. H. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned ('let Is.) 

“ In a fow days," says tlio puff preliminary of The Coming 
! (Ciiatto and Windun), “you and all your friends will bo 
reading and discussing this most strange and prophetic 
, novel." Perhaps. But what wo shall ho saying about it 
i depends largely, T suppose, upon our definition of the term 
prophetic ; also a little upon our feeling with regard to good 
taste and the permissible in fiction. My own contribution 
will be a sincere regret that a writer as gifted as Mr. J. C. 
Snaith should have attempted the obviously impossible. 
His theme, symbolised by a wrapper-design of three figures 
silhouetted against a golden sunrise, is a second advent of 
the Messiah, embodied iri the person of a village carpenter 
namod (with palpable significance) John Smith, whom local 
prejudice sends, not inexcusably, to a madhouse, where ho 
dies, after converting the inmates and instituting a campaign 
of universal peace. Frankly, the chief interest of such a 
wildly fantastic idoa lies in watching just how far Mr. Snaith 
can carry it without too flagrant offence. That his treat¬ 
ment is both sincere and careful hardly lessens my feeling 
that the whole attempt is one to he deplored. Humour of 
the iutontional kind has, of course, no place in the author’s 
scheme. How remote is its banishment you may judge 
when I tell you that the Divine message is represented as 
given to mankind in the form of a wonderful play, which 
instantly achieves world-wide fame, being performed by no 
fewer than fifty companies in America alone. The problem 
(to name but one) of the resulting struggle between plenary 


inspiration and the conditions of a fit-up tour is only another 
proof of my contention that there arc more tilings in heaven 
and earth than can be treated in realistic fiction, and that 
Mr. Knaith's good intentions liavo unfortunately betrayed 
him into selecting the least possible. 

If Humphrey Thorn-cot and his sister Edith had not 
bored one another and grown touchy I judge by their 
reported conversations —in a house with green shutters in 
Chelsea, they would never liavo gone to Kt. Elizabeth, 
which is a Swiss resort, and would never have met the 
Easl-Prussian family of the von Ludwigs in the year 
before the War. And Humphrey would never have fallen 
(temporarily) in love with Tlulila von Ludwig, nor would 
Karl von Ludwig have fallen (permanently) in love with 
Edith Thorneot. The troubles and miseries of this lattor 
couple are related by Mr. JIuoh Si’ENDEB in The. Gulf 
(Com, ins). Papa von Ludwig objects so violently to all 
this love-making that ho eventually succumbs to a regular 
Hast-Prussian stroke of apoplexy which all but leads to 
a charge of parricide against Karl by his base brothor, 
Wilhelm. Karl is really too good for this world. Ho 
objects to atrocitios and rofusSs at the risk of his own lifo 
to shoot innocent Belgian villagers. Boii.g imprisoned, he 
escapes by means of a secret sliding panel and an under¬ 
ground passage which leads him, not immediately, but 
after many vicissitudes, to America.. There he is joined by 
his faithful Edith, who defies the Gulf caused by the War, 
and marries him. Mr. Spendeb appears to have been in 
some doubt as to whether he should write the story of two 
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souls or the history o£ the first few weeks of the War. and attractively drawn, and so is the picture on the wrapper, 
Eventually he elects to do both, and his novel consequently though it represents no particular incident to be traced 
suffers somewhat in grip. lie certainly paints a very vivid in the pages of the volume which it adorns. Writing more 
picture of events in the first period of active operations, strongly than is perhaps her wont, Mrs. Mann has taken 
May I hint a doubt, by tho way, whether in 1913 a French some trouble to emphasise the fact that in these cases of 
Professor would have mentioned IIindenuurg as one of uncontrolled passion the major penalty of guilt is borne not 
Germany’s most important men ? Whatever he may have by the offenders themsclveB but by the first generation 
been in Germany, IIindenuurg was for the outside world succeeding. This does need saying occasionally, I suppose, 


a later discovery. and to that extent The Victim redeems itself from the 

~ charge of trivial unpleasantness. 

Further Memories (Hutchinson) is justly called by its - . 

publishers a “ fascinating volume.” The designation will Mr. J. Ratji has really discovered a new type of heroine, 
not surprise thoso who enjoyed the late Lord Redesdai.e’s new at loast this side the Atlantic. His farm-bred Sadie, 
former book of recollections. Tho prosont collection is a Buffalo shirt-packer, classifies men by the sizes of their 
a little haphazard (but nono the worse for that), its Bhirts, has no use for any swain with a chest measurement 
chapters ranging over such diverse subjects as Gardens and under forty, and eventually in a most original way finds 
Trees, Queen Victoria, Buddha, and tho Commune. Cer- her hero in Mister 44 (Methuen), an enormous Canadian 
tainly not tho loast interesting is that devoted to the story engineer and sportsman. She is no chicken herself and 
of the Wallace Collection, of which Lord Redesdale was has a passion to be free of the city and out in the great 
one of the trustees. His account of tho origin and devolu- open. Sadie is more than big; she is beautiful, burnished- 


tion of tho famous trea¬ 
sures will invest them 
with a new interest iu 
the happy days when 
they shall again ho 
visible. Mr. Edmund 
Goshb contributes a 
foreword to the present 
volume, in which he 
drawB a pathetic pic¬ 
ture of the author, still 
unconquerably young, 
despite his years, facing 
tho future with only 
oue fear, that of the un¬ 
employment to which 
Ids increasing deafnoss, 
and the break-up of the 
world as it was before 
the War, seemed to bo 
condemning him. Fur¬ 
ther Memories was, we 
are told, undertaken as 
some sort of a safe¬ 
guard against this me- 














DURING THE RAID. 

Disappointed Player. “Hard LINKS I I JUl) AN EAST FIVE SHOT THAT WOULD 
HAVE 11UN ME OUT." 


copper-haired, sincere 
and kind, and, though I 
think the author "gets 
this over" quite well 
I liked her best before 
she found hor man and 
her liobinson Crusoe 
adventures among the 
islands of Ontario, and 
was giving back chat 
to tho little foreman in 
the factory. Here she 
is a pure delight; and 
in -these days, when a 
knowledgeof the Ameri¬ 
can language may come 
in handy at any mo¬ 
ment, this amiable ro¬ 
mance may well be 
recoimnendod as an 
attractive manual of 
first-aid in the matter. 

Without professing 
to be a student of Mrs. 


naoe of stagnation. It was a measure for which we may Diver’s books 1 know enough about them to be worried by 
all bo glad, as we can share Mr. Gobbe’s thanksgiving that the commonplaceness of Unoonqucrcd (Murray). Like so 
tho writer’s death, coming when it did, saved him, as ho many other authors she has succumbed to the lure of the 
hod wished, “from all consciousness of decrepitude." War-novel. There may he a public for tales of this kind, 

-——- but j have not yet read one that approaches artistic-suecess. 

When an unstable young wife, getting tired of a pedantic Here wo are spared nothing. Sir Mark Forsyth goes to 
husband in the way so familiar to students of novels, goes Franco in the early days, is first of all reported “ missing, 
off with a companion more to her taste, anyonocan foresee believed killed,” and then officially reported “killed.” Of 
trouble, or what would there be to write about? When, course ho turns up again, but such a physical wreck that 
farther, her detestable lover, seeking change and fearing the the minx whom ho was to have married breaks off the 
financial lash of his properly indignant parent, terminates engagement. Naturally tho sweet girl, friend of Mark’s 
tho arrangement, even an observer of real life can guess childhood, undertakes to fill tho gap. The minx, Bel Alison, 
that her return to her rightful lord and master must entail is so scathingly drawn that from sheer perversity I found 
disagreeables; but only a reader well brazened in modern myself hunting for one good point in her character; but 
fiction could expect Don Juan promptly to make love to without a find. On the other hand, Lady Forsyth, Mark's 
and marry the husband's sister without a word of apology mother, and a quiet, capable man called Macnair, are 
to anyone. This kind of rather unsavoury dabbling in admirably put before us. Yet at best there remains ths 
problems best left to themselves generally concludes with conviction that the War is so terribly real that these 
the decease of most of tho characters and a sort of clearing attempts to romance about it are almost bound to be as 
up, and to this rule, after many years anil pages of dis- superficial as they are superfluous. 

comfort, Mary E. Mann’s new story, The Victim ( Hodder . . ■' •>-■■■-. ■ ■•v. 1 ■.■vr.i 

and Stoughton), is no exception. Not a v$ry attractive * “Lost, between Ryde Pier and Southsea, Black Satin Bag;, eon- 
programme, but all the same the volume has one or two faming keys and eyeglasses. Reward given."— Portsmouth Pager. 
redeeming features. For one thing, the sister is deatly S/h chance for the local mine-sweepers. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Moke than a million pounds of con¬ 
cealed Sfigar have been discovered in 
New York. It is suspected that this 
was intended as the nucleus of a hoard. 


to grow two feot in twelve hours." The spondont of The Daily Mail, does not 
silence of allotment 
subject is significant. 


holders on this 


* * 

Gamble, second 


Mr. Sydney G. Gamble, second in 
command of the London Fire Brigado, 
is about to retire. There is some talk 
A contemporary recently statod that of arranging a farewell fire. 

Lenin claims to stand for the leader- 


i)i * 

* 


ship of Russia. But surely they do 
not stand for leadership in Russia: 
They rush for it with revolvers. 

"This is a time for action, not for 
talk,” said Colonel House on his arrival 
in England. A stinging rejoinder is 
expected from the Food-Contbolleu'b 
Department. * 

It is rumoured that t.ho restaurant 
koepors have agreed among themselves 
that to avoid confusion the price of 
all beefsteaks shall bo | 
stamped clearly on the 
solo. * * j 

The Meat Order will 
probably bo amended 
to make meat - stalls 
rank as Bhops. At 
present of course thoy 
suffer under the stigma 
of being merely placos 
where you can purchase 
meat. * * 

* 

We understand that, 
in order to avoid con¬ 
fusion and unduoalarm, 

Gorman prisoners in 
this country will in 
future be expected to 1 
give twelve hours’ notioe of their in¬ 
tention to escape. * * 


We understand, by the way, that 
retirement from the London Fire Bri¬ 
gade always carries with it tho privilege 
of wearing tho uniform at ono’s own 
fires. ... ... 


A theatrical paper advertises for a 
“ Male impersonator" for pantomime. 

No conscientious objector need apply. 

* * 

* 

A nows message to tho Politiken 
states that tho people of Iceland are 
making demands for their own Hag or animals had 


know how to invest five pounds in War 
Loan. Yot all ho has to do is to pay 
his little fiver across the counter fust 
as if he were buying a pound of tea. 

* >: 

* 

The Loud Mayob’h Coachman has 
retired after twenty-eight years’ ser¬ 
vice. He was a splendid fellow, taking 
him all round. 

An official memo from tho Front:— 

“ A complaint lias been received from the 
I’rovest Corps that two horses, apparently 
ridden by grooms, committed a oivif offence 

in-, in that they crashed into a motorcar, 

which at tho time was stationary, damaging 
Riime. On being questioned whore thoy came 
from, they replied, 1 From Australia,’ amt after 
paying a few more like rcmiphmquts dis¬ 
appeared at the gallop.” 



Sociable Escort (to Bosch prisoner, after sivc.ral ineffectual attempts to s to it 
a conversation). “Ahem!—E li— no tuovui.k at home, I hope? ’ 


movement seoms to 
one and not likely to 


It is supposed tiiat these intelligent 
been reading a recent 
j article by “ Patlnnder." 

“ ThnR.F.O. on the same 
day bum hod tho junction. 
There wus a largo nuiutity 
nf rolling stock in the sta¬ 
tion, on which, and on tho 
station building, several 
direct hits were observed to 
eausi considerable dam¬ 
age.”— Tho Times. 

“Numtity" is doubt¬ 
less a clodgo of the 
Censor to prevent us 
knowing too much. We 
suspoct that “quanbor” 
was what the writer 
really wanted to say. 

“ Mr. Drtieker (for the 
t.ru -tees of tho Testator) 

- said the lute Lord Blylhs- 

\v( od had mode 51 oleograph codicils to his 




Sugar is to bo omitted from a number 
of medical preparations from Decem¬ 
ber 1st, and children are complaining kind, 
that the decision 1ms quite spoilt their :i 

Christmas prospects. A Cranford dairyman has been soiling 

*...* milk at threepence per quart. In trade 

Counsel, in a prosecution for soiling circles it is supposed that he is doing 
a tobacco substitute, has stated that it for a wager. # * 
there is nothing in the Act to prevent a * 

man from smoking what he likes. In According to The Evening News, 
the trade this is generally regarded as Councillor William Sheahrino, tho 
a nasty underhand .jab at the British new Mayor of Bermondsey, started life 
cigar industry.; * * ns a van boy. This gave him a pull 

* over most of us, who started life as 

Lord Rhondda, in announcing his infants. 


separation. The 
he an isolated 

spread. Anyhow, there is no cause for 

nlarm at Tooting, where the authorities . , , , , 

are not expecting any trouble of this Fennmo oleographs but only colourable 


thorn .”—Even ini/ Paper. 

If rather looks as if tho two wore not 


* * 

* 


new rationing scheme, differentiates 
between brain workers and manual After December, 17th, parcels for 
workers. It will be interesting to see neutral countries may not be sent with- 
to wbioh category certain Government out a permit. Cement and other articles 
officials will be assigned. intended for enemy consumption can 

\* only be forwarded by special arratige- 

*' The bamboo," According to a weekly rnent witB the Ministry of Blockade, 

K , '* bolds’the record among plants 

,pid growth, having been known The average man, says a eorre- 


mutations. 

“ American eggs arriving at Manchester yes¬ 
terday were quoted from 27s. (id, to 28s. per 
120, which caused Irish eggs to be reduced 
from Hixpenec to a shilling.”— Daily Palter, 

Very Irish eggs. 

“12 Feet Corsets at a ridiculous price of 
Re. 1 eacli, all sizes.” 

Adit, in “ Advocate of India.” 

“A ridiculous price,” says the advertiser, 
but “ an absurd figure ” would havo 
boon even bettor. 

“The Kxamiuers appointed by tho Hoard 
of the Faculty of Natural Science give notice 
that Wilfrid"l)yson llambly, Jesus College, 
having submitted a dissertation on ' Tattooing 
and other forms of body-marking among 
primitiyo peoples,' will bo publicly exiiiuinoa 
on Monday, November 12, at 2.80 p.m., in the 
Department of Social Anthropology, Barnett 
House. ”— Oxford University ( laseUt . 

We trust he showed, atid obtained; full 
marks. ■ ' 



344 


PUNCH. OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [November 21, 1917. 


TO ATTILA’S UNDERSTUDY. 

[Router reports that a British prisoner has boon sentenced to a 
year’s imprisonment for calling Germans Huns.”] 

The clioico was yours, we understood. 

We thought that, when you wished to cater 
For China’s spiritual good, 

This name received your imprimatur; 

“Co forth,” you said, “my sons! 

Go and behave exactly liko the Huns!’’ 

Though under any other name, 

However alien to their nature, 

Your people would have smelt the same, 

Wo lot you choose their nomenclature, 

And studiously respected 
Tho one that in your wisdom you selected. 

And now, when someone, clearly sot 
On flattering you by imitation, 

Applies that chosen opithet 
To cortaiu units of your nation, 

It sooms a littlo odd 

That you should go and clap him into quod. 

Perhaps you 'vo come to hold the view 

That when you claimed to touch their level 
You wore unfair to heathens who 
Candidly eallod their god a devil; 

Who fought some barbarous fights, 

But fought at least according to thoir lights. 

So Huns arc off. Who takes their place? 

Well, since no beast ou earth would stick it 
If after him we named your race, 

We’ll call you Germans - there’s your ticket; 
Just Germans—that’s a style 
Which can’t offend the other vermin’s bile. 

=========^^ o. S. 

NIGHTMARES. 

ii. 

Of a T.B.D. Captain, who dreams that he has found his 
Log book made ur by Mr. Philip Gibbs. 

Time: —7.30 a.m. —Once more we set out on our never- 
ending mission, our ceaseless vigil of the seas. The ruddy 
weather-stained coxswain swung the wheel this way and 
that—his eyes were of the blue that only the sea can give— 
in obedience to, or rather in accord with, the curt, mystic, 
soaman-liko orders of tho young officer of the watch. 
“Hard a-port! Midships! Hard a-starboard! Port 20! 
Steady as she goes!” And ceaselessly the engino-room 
| telegraph tinkled, and the handy little craft, with death and 
( terror written in her workmanlike lines for the seaman, for 
all her slim insignificance to the landlubber on the towering 
decks of the great liner, swung smartly through tho crowded 
water-way out to the perils lurking ’neath the seeming 
smile of the open sea: the guardian angel of our com¬ 
merce it went, to meet-—what Heaven alone could foretell! 

Course. —S. 70° E. Towards the rising sun and our 
brethren in khaki, toiling in the wet mud as wo toil on 
the wet waters! 

Deviation. —1° E. Wonderful the accuracy of tho little 
instrument whereon men’s lives do hang, wise in, tho lore 
Qf the firmament! 

Patent Log. —0. Nothing—as yet! What will it reg¬ 
ister ere the day be done ? Or will its speckless copper 
lie rusting in the grey chill of the sea’s (lank depths? 

lievs. —I don’t know, but the propellers swirl faithfully 
and unceasingly. • '» 


Wind. —W. by E. Bearing a message across the vast 
Atlantic of hope and present succour from our new groat 
Ally, the mighty Bopublic of tho West. America, ah 
America! But we of the sea are men of few words, and 
this is not the place. 

Force. —3. A balmy zephyr, yet with the sharp salt tang 
of the sea that a sailor loves. 

Sea. —2. Softly undulating is the swoll, scarce perceptible 
to inexperienced eyes, such as those of the land-lubbers on 
tho towering decks of tho groat liners; gloaming dead copper 
and blue in tho morning sun, flocked with spectral white 
in the distance—the easy roll of untrammelled waters! 

Weather. —G. Detached clouds. Almost had 1-written 
“B,” seeing the perfect filmy blue all around the horizon; 
hut a seaman’s scrutiny showed mo faint fluffy wisps 
o’erhood, luminous and murged with palest gold; and ever 
must a sailor he suspicious of tho’treacherous weather-god. 

Thermometer. —42”. Not yet is Winter here, but its threat 
approaches. 

Jiaromcter .—30’01. Will it stay thoro ? 

ltemurhs .—Once more wo sot out on our coaseless vigil, 
our never-ending mission of tho sea! 

* ’> * * * 

Remarks. — (7.30 b.m.). —Another day has passed, another 
day’s duty lias boon done. ■ Nothing apparently has hap¬ 
pened outside tho ordinary routine of the ship. Ono keou- 
eyed young officer has succeeded another on the bridge, 
with tired linos cm a face grey beneath tho great brown 
hood of his duffle—a faco so youthful, yet with the know¬ 
ledge of tho command of men writ plain thoroou. The 
propellers have swirled faithfully and unceasingly; tho 
good ship in consequence has cleft the passive waves. 
But who knows what hideous lurking poril of mine or 
torpedo we havo not survived, what baleful eyo has not 
glowered at us, itself unseen, and retired again to its foul 
underworld, baulkod of its thirsted prey? 

HI. 

Of the Editor of The Daily Yah, on observing that 

his Special Correspondent is a retired Lieut., R.N., 

WHO SENDS HIM THE FOLLOWING ACCOUNT OF A PUSH 1— 

Time: G.O a.m. Course: (approx.) E. Distance run: 
lj m. Wind: 8.W. Force: G. State of land: 5 (rough, 
owing to craters). Weather: R. Therm.: 35°. Bar.: 2889. 
Remarks: Objectives attained. Observation hampered by 
weather. .... 

Big Game Shooting. 

“Angus Bowser, the popular fend merchant of Dartmouth, shot his 
mouse on Thanksgiving Day. With a couple of friends he left in 
auto about 1 o'clock Monday aftornoou for Bowser’s Station. Tho 
party was in the woods for about two hours whou the mouso was 
sighted.” —Canadian Paper. 

We hope Mr. Roosevelt will not be jealous. 

Extracts from a recent novel:— 

“He stepped out at Femhurst Station, and walked up past the 
Grey Abbey that watchod as a sentinel over tho dreamy Derbyshire 
town. ... So it was tho system that was at fault, not Femhurst. 
Fairly contentodly ho wont back by the 8.30 from Waterloo." 

The train system which sont him to tho Midlands by 
the South-Wostern was doubtless deranged by military 
exigencies. - 

“ Although Lord Warwick is the most sympathetic and attentive of 
listeners, he has not remembered more than one good story, and that 
has now been quoted in all the papers; we moan Lord Beacon sdeld 
story is said to ho unprintable; then why tantalise Lord Rosslyn, on 
account of the possible effeot of his language on thopaok, compensated 
by the CommisRionership of the Kirk of Scotland. The other Beacous- 
flold story is said to bo unprintable, then why tantalise us? ” 

Saturday Review. 

Why, indeed ? 
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HOW TO BECOME A TOWN-MAJOR. 

Through large and luminous glasses 
Second-Limit. St.John l’ogards this War 
and its problems. He is a man of infinite 
jobs. There are few villages in France of 
which he has not hoen Town Major. 
Between times he has been Intelligence 
Officer, Divisional Burial Officer, Di¬ 
visional Disbursing Officer, Salvage 
Officer, Claims, Baths, Soda-wator and 
Canteens Officer. 

Ho was once appointed Town-Major 
of some brick-dust, a rafter and two 
empty bully-beef tins—all of which in 
combination boro the name of a village, 
lie assumed his duties with a bland 
Pickwickian zost, which did good to 
the heart. He had boards painted. 

THIS IS BLANK VILLAGE 


said one aggressively, and 

TO THE TOWN-MAJOR Of’ BLANK 

_ oar 

said another. A third read, 

TO THE INCINERATOR 

_ *%* _ 

though there was nothing there to 


incinerate and (incidentally) no incin¬ 
erator. “ IIorses,” shouted another 
didactically,' 1 Muht Not Trot Through 
The Main Street.” That there was no 
street there at all did not detract from 
tho splendour of his notices, on which 
he spent much paint and happiness. 

With the slightest encouragement ho 
would have placarded that arid wilder¬ 
ness with “ No Smoking in the Lifts,” 
and " Beware op Pickpockets,” but ho 
had small encouragement, and so he 
contented himself with a final placard 
which warned the troops against riding 
through standing crops and occupying 
tho houses of civilians without permis¬ 
sion from the Town-Major, 

Still, no one becomes a Town-Major 
without some sor t of claim to the post. 

Seeond-Liout. St. John's first appear¬ 
ance in Armageddon took place during 
“peace-time warfare.” An unpleasant 
and quito unnecessary little bulge in 
the trench-line, known as tho Toadstool, 
was manned by the platoon of which he 
found himself second-in-command. It 
is rumoured that a Iliun patrol, crawl¬ 
ing to the ed'ge 'of bur parapet, saw in 


the ghastly g%ft, of a Verey light the 
benign and spec|acled countenance of 
Second-Lieut, St, John staring amiably 
across No Man's Land, and came to the 


hasty conclusion that they had made a 
mistake as to direction, since hero was 
obviously one of their own officers of 
the TIorr Professor type, ltumour adds 
that they retirod to their own lines and 
were promptly shot for cowardice. 

Certain it is that on that particular 
night Second-Lieut. St. John did a : 
thing the full details of which are now 
: revealed to thp Intelligence Corps for 
the first time. lie fired a Verey light. 
It pleased him enormously. The sense 
that he, and he alone, was the cause of 
all those sliding shadows and that flood 
of greenish light in No Man’s Land 
went to his head like strong drink. He 
fired anothor and anothor and another 
. .* . The Hun was puzzled at this 
departure from routine, and opened a 
morose machine-gun fire w hioh skim med 
the top of the parapet and covered 
Seoond-Lieut. St. John with earth from 
shattered sandbags. He went on firing 
Verey lights in a sort of bland ecstasy 
till his supply ran out, when he went 
to his Company Commander’s dug-out 
for more. lie filled his pockets with 
fresh ammunition, went back to his 
post, and began firing again. The first 
light wits mauve. He almost clapped 
his hands at it, and flred the second. 
It was pink. The third was-ysjlow, th* 
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fourth soarlet, and the fifth emerald 
green. 

"The Crystal Palace," said Socond- 
Lieut. St. John, “isn’t in it.” And 
then, because his watch had ended, ho 
handed over to another yawning sub¬ 
altern and went to bed. 

Over miles and miles of country wild¬ 
eyed gunners were glaring into the 
night and asking each other blasphem¬ 
ous questions. What did it mean ? 

“ It must be Huns," said the British 
gunners; “ thoy ’re coming over." 

“That is without doubt an English 
signal," said the enemy. “ Wo will 
prepare for an attack ” 

Then tho Hun gunners suddenly 
made up their minds to he on the 
safe sido, and they put down a Ire 
mendous barrage on to No Man's 
Land. 

"Told you so; they'ro on to out- 
front line," said wo, and put down 
a tremendous barrage on to No Man's 
Land. 

A Hun sentry, waking with a start, 
sounded tho gas alarm. It was taken 
up all along the German line and over¬ 
heard by a vigilant British sentry, who 
promptly set himself to make all pos¬ 
sible noise with ovory possible means. 

Old French ladies in villages twenty 
miles back from the line lay all that 
night hideous in respirators. Anxious 
Staffs rang up other anxious Staffs. 
Gunners questioned the infantry. The 
infantry desired information from the 
gunners. All along tho lino tho pii- 
vate soldier was jolted from that kind 
of trance which he calls “ getting down 
to it,” and was bidden to stand to till 
morning. 

And our Mr. St. John, who was a 
new and superfluous officer and liable 
to be overlooked, slept through it all 
with a fat smile. 

* * * & * 

It was after that that they made 
him a Town-Major. 

Our Pampered “ Conchies.” 

“ There was a long and interesting debate 
on tho imprison men t of conscientious objectors 
in tho House of pords."— The Times. 

This beats Doningtun Hall to a frazzle. 

“Teachers will welcome the resolution de¬ 
ploring ‘ the omission from the Hill of any 
limitation upon the sise of classics.' ” 

Teacher's World. 

Their pupils are believed to hold a 
diametrically opposite opinion. 

*> ... 

After the Guildhall Banquet;— 

“Some had black leather bags, Borne had 
aprons. Others had nothing at all and 
staggered off with a conglomeration of beef, 
pie, and turtle soup tucked up under their 
arms ,’*—Weekly Dispaich. 

The menu said “ Clear Soup,” but this 
must have beena hit thick. 


Sa inly (on departure of peace-crank, who has been linliltiu/ fnrth\ Man, UK's A QIKER 
CAitn, that. Think yh he's a’ thkuk. PonaI.d? ’ 

Vamld . “Pod, Sandy, if what's ho there is i.ikh what ik tiii.iii:, it’s just ah 
west, he’s no a’ thkuk." 


LEGAL INTELLIGENCE. 

David Lloyd George, described as 
Prime Minister, was charged, on the in¬ 
formation of Herbert Henry Asquith, 
with exceeding tho speech limit while 
on tour. Mr. Bonak Law, who ap¬ 
peared for tho defendant, asked for an 
adjournment and invited the Court to 
"wait and sec." Upon hearing those 
words proseoutor broke down and had 
to be assisted out of the court. 

Horatio Bottomley pleaded “ Not 
guilty ’’ to a charge of fortuue-telling. 
It appears that the defendant hod 
8bated that the Wav would be over by 


Christmas. For the defence it was 
stalod that tho defendant had not 
specified which Christmas, and even so 
I if lie had said so it was so. Defendant 
| asked for a remand to enable him to 
i dispense with legal assistance. 

Result of the Food Shortage P 

'■ Exchange new gold full plate, seven teeth, 
lot- good brown%kin hearthrug ."—The Lady. 

From tho police-notice re air-raid 
warnings:— 

“When the ear has two occupant* one 
might concentrate oil whistling and calling 
out ‘ Take Cover.’ ” 

As his own won't be enough he should 
borrow the other occupant's mouth. 
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THE NEW MRS. MARKHAM. 

v. 

CONVEHBATION ON C/HAPTEU LXXIII. 

Mari/. There wore two tilings in your 
last chapter that 1 did not quite under¬ 
stand—the National Debt and the 
Flappors. 

Mrs. M. About the National Debt, 
my dear child, L think you must wait 
until your papa comos homo to tea, 
but perhaps I can satisfy your curiosity 
about the Flappers, who wore indeed 
amongst the most singular and formid¬ 
able products of the ago wo have been 
discussing. The origin of the term is 
obscure, some authorities connecting if 
with the term “ flap-doodle,” others 
with tho motion of a bird's wings, and 
1 remember a verso in an old song 
which ran as follows:— 

" i’liu-c me somewhere east of Sue/, 

On a lone ami roekj shore, 

Where the Unions cease from Uniting 
Ami the flappers flap no more.” 

This, however, does not throw much 
light on the subject. Perhaps the term 
Flapper may best he defined as meaning 
a twentieth-century hoyden, and was 
applied to a typo of girl from the age 
of thirteen to seventeen, whoso extra¬ 
vagances in speech, manner and dress 
caused deep dismay among the more 
serious members of the community. In 
particular tho learned Dr. Khaihvet.l 
denounced them with great severity in 
a leading review, but with little result. 
They bedizoned themselves with frip¬ 
pery, shrieked liko parrots on all occa 
sions and interpreted the motto of tho 
timo, “Carry On,” in a sense deplor¬ 
ably remote from its higher significance. 

George. I think it seems, Mamma, 
as if tho young girls of those times 
must havo tried to make themselves as 
unpleasant as possible, llow thankful 
I am that Mary is not a Flappor! 

Mrs. M. You may well ho. But 
allowance must he made for tho mis¬ 
applied energy of our ancestors. If 
the Flappers excito our disgust, their 
subsequent treatment moves our com¬ 
miseration, since the Sumptuary and 
Disciplinary Laws passed by the House 
of Ladies doalt in drastic fashion with 
the offoncos which I have described.- 
As a matter of fact many Flappers 
grow up into excellent and patriotic 
women. 1 remember my grandmother 
saying to me once, “ When I was six¬ 
teen I had a voice like a cockatoo and 
the manners of a monkey," but nothing 
could have boon more discreet or sedate 
than her deportment in old age. 

Bichard. Did the Flappers speak 
English ? 

Mrs. M. Presumably; but, judging 
from the records of their dialect which 
have come down to us, their speech 


was made up of a succession of squeals 
rather than of articulate words, and 
has so far defied tho efforts of modern 
philologists. Indeed spoech seems to 
have boon almost at a discount, owing 
to I,ho immense popularity of tho moving 
picture play, thon in its infancy and as 
yet unaccompaniod !>v mechanical re¬ 
production of tho voices of tho actors. 
Indeed at one timo it was said that 
theioweroonly three adjectives in use in 
Flappor society “ ripping,” “ rotten ” 
and “ top-hole,” I think they wore. 

George. What stupid words ! I wish 
they could havo hoard some of papa's 
adjectives. 

Mrs. M. Your father, my dear, lias a 
copious and picturesque vocabulary, 
hut phrases which are pardonable in 
moments of expansion in a person of 
mature years are not always suitable 
for juvo nlos. 


THE TRANSGRESSOR. 

T was walking painfully along a 
lonely road lowing my three thousand- 
guinea tcn-cylmdnr twelve sealer. Ac¬ 
cording to Regulation 777 X, both 
brakes were on. My oveieoat collar 
was turned up to protect my sensitive 
skin from a blasting easterly gale, and 
through tho twilight 1 was able to see 
hut a few yards ahead. I had a blister 
on my heel. Somewhere, many miles 
to the eastward, lav my destination. 
Suddenly two gigantic forms emerged 
1 loin t.ho hedgerow and laid each a 
gigantic paw upon my shoulders. A 
grutf voice barked accusingly in my 
ear. 

“ You arc tho owner of a motor¬ 
car ” 

Was it any uso denying tho fact? 1 
thought not. 

“ Yes,” 1 replied humbly, “ I am.” 

“ Have you the pprmit which allows 
you to possess this?” Ho waved to¬ 
wards tho stagnant ’bus. 

“ I have.” 

“ Havo you the licence wdiicli allows 
you to take it upon tho high road ? " 

With frozen lingers I held it out to 
him. He moved to the back of the car, 
unscrewed tho entranco to the petrol 
tank and applied his nose to the aper¬ 
ture. After throe official sniffs ho turned 
upon me aggressively. 

“ There is an undeniablo odour of 
petroleum. How do you account for 
that?” 

“ Sir,” I replied, " last week my little 
son had his knockabout suit dry-cleaned 
in Perthshire by the petrol-Bubstitute 
process. This morning ho climbed 
upon tho back of the car to see whether 
his Silver Campine had laid an egg in 
the hood.” 

lie glared at me. 


“Ah! Ilavo you the necessary exten¬ 
sion which allows you to use a motor¬ 
car as a habitation for hens?” 

I gave it to him. 

Then, frustrated with fury, he thun¬ 
dered at mo successively: “Have you 
a towing permit ? Havo you a dog 
licence ? Can you produce a boot and 
shoe grant? Do you hold any rubber 
shares ? Have you been inoculated for 
premature decay? What did you do in 
the Great War? ” 

I gave him the necessary documents 
in perfect order. For a moment ho was 
nonplussed. Then ho asked with sly 
intention, “Havo you the champagne 
and chicken sandwich ration which is 
apportioned to super-inspoctors? ” 

I handed it to him with a table-nap¬ 
kin (unused) and a pair of wire cutters 
thrown in. For some minutes lie re 
mained silent, except in tho gustatory 
sense, then ho tinned upon me and, 
handing hack an empty bottle, said 
ti iumphantly, “ You nmSt now pioduce, 

1 under Clause 5005 (let 1 rani, framed this 
morning at 11 -.'10 o’clock, one pint of 
old ale and six ounces of bread and 
cheese for the sustentalion of the si b- 
mspeelor.” 

1 regarded him stonily and leant 
against the cold, cold bonnet of the car. 
Alas ! I had it not. 

“ Sir,” 1 pleaded, “ I did not know 
. . . give me timo. Tho next inn is 
hut a few miles. Jf you and your com¬ 
panion will take a seat I will bring you 
to the inn door and all will be well.” 

He laughed in my face. 

“ Algernon Brooklebank Smith,” he 
said sternly, “ you havo hetrayod your¬ 
self into onr hands." Ho turned to 
his myrmidon: “Got a move on you, 
Herbert; it‘s a biL parky standing about 
bore.” 

After all ho was but a coarse follow. 

Herbert, galvanised into action, pro¬ 
duced a small oblong object from bis 
pocket, lighted tho end of it with the 
glowing butt of one of my Corona 
Coronas, and placod it underneath the 
car. In a few moments all that re¬ 
mained of my tliroG-thousand-guinoa 
ton - cylindor twelve-seator was one 
small nut, which was immediately im¬ 
pounded. 

I raisod the collar of my overcoat 
(second reef), shifted my face to the 
eastward, and, notwithstanding the 
blister on my heel, turned my steps 
towards my destination. 

I uttered no plaint. I had trans¬ 
gressed against the immutable law. 


Is the Itace losing its Nerve P 

"A gensation has boon caused by the at- 
nouncomcnt that Miss Teddie Gerard is leaving 
‘ Bubbly ’ to play tho leading part in 1 Cheep ’ 
at the Vaudeville Theatre .”—Daily Mirror. 
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Bookmaker (with long experience oj the Turf hut none of Coursing). “I ’m givin’ vou Bix to fouii agahsbt liiK fawn, Sill. Now I’ll 
C ilVK ANYONE BIX TO FOUR AGAINST THE BLACK." 

Friend ( hurriedly ). “But you can't give those odds with only two runners.” 

Bookmaker . “Why? Ain’t the bloomin' rabbit got a chance?” 


NEW MEN AND OLD FACES. 

| According to n writer in The Daily Chronicle, 
liord Morlny'» face “in conformation gets 
more and more like Goethe’s.”] 

Viscount, better kuown as plain John 
Morlky, 

As I gather from a chatty screed, 
liver daily grows exteriorly 

(Pray forgivo a rhymer’s urgent need) 
More like Goethe —please pronounce 
it “ Gertie ”— 

Who expired soon after eighteen-thirty. 

But this instance is not isolated, 

As a survey of our statesmen shows; 
Winston now suggests a long post¬ 
dated 

Dan O'Connell in his mouth and 
nose; 

Northcufee’s growing more Napo¬ 
leonic 

Than the Corsican, though less laconic. 

In .the noble lineaments of Billing 
Shrewd observers (liko myself) can 
trace 

Wonderful, inspiring, vivid, thrilling 
Memories of Julius Cesar’s face, 


With a hint, of something far more 
regal. 

More suggestivo of tho soaring eagle. 

1 admit George Moore is not yet 
showing 

Markod resemblance to his namesake, 
Tom ; 

But great Chesterton is hourly grow¬ 
ing 

Almost indistinguishable from 

Dr. Johnson ; daily grows more plain 

Shakbpkabe’s facial forecast of Hall 
Caine. 

Haldane and Ins spiritual brother, 
Schopenhauer, that'dyspeptic sage, 

Monthly grow-so‘very like each other, 
As portrayed in Maxse’h lurid 
page, ' 

That it passes Maxse ! s Christian charity 

To detect the least dissimilarity. 

Belloc is approximating closely 
To tho massive mion of Charles 
James Fox; 

Buchan plagiarizes vory grossly 
1 From the rapt expression of John 
Knox ; 


Anil the Laureate, if his hair grow 
scanty 

Or he shaved his board, might look like 
Dante. 

Clara Butt, the eminent musician, 
Vividly resembles Pericles ; 
Sargent and tho lato lamented Titian 
Are as like each other as two peas ; 
Lokkbuhn, known to cronies as “ Boh ” 
Reid, 

Duplicates the Venorablo Bede. 

But enough of this identifying ■ 
Instances of the recurrent face; 
Rather let us fostor an undying 
Resolution in the British race 
Evermore and evermore to Bhun 
Any imitation of the IIuu. 

A Poser from the Bench. 

From tho report of a collision case:— 

“ Mr. Justice-: ‘ Which car hit the other 

first? ’ ' I cannot say.’— Freeman's Journal, 

“OUR SWEEP IN THE HOLY LAND.” 

Daily Newt. 

Ours is in Mesopotamia. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, November 12/A.—An old 
Parliamentarian, when asked by a friend 
to what party tho Prime Minister 
now belonged, sontentiously replied, 
“ He used to be a Radical; be will some 
day be a Conservative; and at present 
bo is the leader of the Ituprovisatorios." 

Tho latest example of his inventive 
capacity does not meet with unmiti¬ 
gated approval. Members were very 
curious to know exactly how the now 
Allied Council was going to work, and 
what would bo the relations botwoon 
the Council’s Military advisers and the 
existing General Stall’s of tho countries 
concerned. Mr. Bonar Law assured 
the House that the responsibility for 
strategy would remain where it is now, 
hut did not altogether succeed in ex¬ 
plaining -why in that ease the Council 
required other military advisers. 

The Secretary tor Scoti.anius about 
the mildost-mannered man that ever 
sat upon the Treasury Bench. But 
oven lie can be “ ties mediant ” at a 
pinch. When Mr. W’att renewed his 
complaint that sheriffs - principal in 
Scotland had very little to do for the 
high salaries they received, Mr. Munko 
replied that “ it would just bo as unsafe 
to measure the activities of the sheriff- 
principal by tho number of appeals ho 
hoars as to measure tho political activi¬ 
ties of my lion, friend by tho number 
of questions he puts.” 

The Pensions Department at Chelsea 
is to bo reorganised. Mr. Honan ex¬ 
cused tho delays by pointing out that 
an average of thirty-three thousand 
letters a day is despatched, but, as be 
added that there is a staff' of four thou¬ 
sand five hundred persons to do it, it 
hardly looks as it' they were overworked. 

Tuesday, November 13/A.—The House 
of Lords was to have discussed tho 
state of Ireland, but, owing to the 
absence of its Leader, fell back 
upon tiie less exciting but more 
practical topics of sugar-sub- 
stitutos for jam, and barley for 41 k 
boor. It was cheering to learn 
from the Duko of Mari.- 
noRonan that the jam-manu- JR 

facturors gave great care to 
exclude arsenic from thoir glu- BEglgl 
cose, and from Lord Rhondda 
that there would bo plenty of 
barley for both cakes and ale. 

Mr. Warble is the latest Bj 

example of tho poacher turned ^ 

gamekeeper. A few months H 

ago, as leader of the Labour as 

Party, he was instant in oriti- D 

cism of the ineptitutes of 
Government officials. This 
afternoon, upon his old friend, 

Mr. Tyson Wilson, venturing 


m 


g?; 


to refer to the “ stupid decisions ” of the As party-funds are rathet under a 

Board of Trade, Mr. Warder was down cloud just now the Government thought 
on him in a moment. With the air of they might justify their existence by 
one who had been bom and brought drawing on them for the campaign 
up in Whitehall Gardens, ho replied, against enemy propaganda. But their 
“ Stupid decisions are not made by the custodians thought otherwise. The 
Board of Trade.” Tory Whip was prepared to make a 

The Pacifists had rather a mixed day. small contribution; tho Liberal would 

give nothing, on the ground that tho 

f H ^ total required was extravagantly large. 

AfaiiW f ''v S° the coun try will havo to foot tho bill. 

AW ■ Wednesday, November 14/A.—-The 

'll 'wU knowledge that Mr. Asquith was to 

y « ‘‘interpellate” the Prime Minister re¬ 

garding his recent speech in Paris, and 
the Allied War Council therein de¬ 
scribed, brought a crowd of Members 
iS&V t'» the House, and filled the Peers' 

|Pn\ Gallory with ex-Ministers scenting a 

. ytr. The protagonists on entering the 
-- -'/t arena were loudly clmored by their 
x >/ respective adherents, hut the expected ! 
A 1 duel did not coino off. Mr. Asquith's { 
I ) j questions were searching enough, but ; 
■ / not provocative. Mr. Lloyd Geo Hairs 
j reply was comprehensive and concilia- 

tory, and ended with the promise of a 
/\ day for discussion. Instead of a fight 

u\ there was only an armistice, usually a 

j I preliminary to a definite peace. 

''/ijj A little disappointed, perhaps, the 

Peers botook themselves to their own 
pensions. Chamber, there to bear Lord Paumoor 

Mn. iiowje. discourse upon the woes of conscien¬ 

tious objectors. Many of them, he 
They wore visibly relieved when Mr. thought, had been vindictively punished 
Bonak Law (supported by Mr. Asquith) for thoir peculiar opinions. Nobody, 
declined to admit into tho Bill for ex- in a somewhat cloudy discussion, made 
tending tho life of this Parliament a it quite clear whether the Tribunals 
provision enabling constituencies to get or tho Army authorities or the Home 
rid of Members who lmd ceased to Office were most at fault; and Lord 
represent them. But they did not like Curzon’h suggestion that persons who 
his contemptuous reference to their refused not merely to fight but to 
argumontativopowers. Mr. Trevelyan, render any kind of service to their 
who regards himself as the representa- j country in its time of need were not 
tive (by literary descent) of Charles ( wholly free from blame bad almost the 
James Pox, was particularly annoyed, air of novelty. 

The Air-Force Bill passed 
.^7^ \ through Committee in one sit- 

3jpt ),***« ting. The credit for this 

K.l achievement may be divided 

ifljSmmjiL equally between Major Baird, 

"vd!!who proved himself onco more 
f jyv v a skilful pilot, and Mr. Bil- 
'n. \ I 3/if. —A lino, who spoke so often that 
N j^\A \ ■ jMgf/K'jr''“'v \ other intending critics got lifc- 

(' m , J tie chance. Counting speeches 

> \ V MK flPLp l and interruptions, 1 find from 

i r the official reports that he ad- 

Sr/v ll dressed the House exactly one 

Si l . y Vt if hundred times; and it is there- 

) rtHBKlkX ' M lore worth noticing that his last 

fW h| ) fl words were,‘‘This is vi hat you 

‘ , call muzzling the Houae of 

' Commons.” 

■» . no™. JStiSS&iS&i 

Mr. Lynch. Dr. Maonamara. to-night to defend the inaction 


PENSIONS. 
Mn. IIone k. 


James Pox, was particularly annoyed. 




> IN BB ADMIIfeAL JELLIOpa, 

Mr. Lynch. Dr. Mackamara 
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■D&U X , 

I'lli.iciiy 

The Colonel. “I’D TAKE ALL THOSE MUTINOUS HOUNDS AN1) 1>UT ’EM AGAINST THE WALL." 

Aunt Jane. “BUT, MY DEAR, THE AWFUL THING IS THAT IT HAS SPREAD TO OUR OWN ARMY. I HEARD TWO SOLDIERS IN THE TRAIN 
TO-DAY TALKING ABOUT THEIR SERGEANT-MAJOR IN A lOlKAOVVl. WAY ” 


of tbe liish Exooutivo in tho fiico of 
the Sinn I<’ein menace. But lie would 
have boon wisor not to have adduced 
the argument that Ireland was a terra 
incognita. If there is one subject 
that tho Poors think they know all 
about it is the sister-island. Lord 
Cuhzon thought it would be a mistake, i 
by enforcing “a superficial quiet,'’ to 
chock the wholesomo influences brought 
into being by tbe Convention. Ho did 
not go so far as to say that Mr. De 
Valera was one of them. 

At last tbe Government have decided 
to take short order with tho pernicious 
literature of tbe Pacifists. In future all 
such documents are to he submitted’to 
the Press Bureau before publication. 
A howl of derisive laughter greeted the 
Home Secretary's announcement, hut 
when Mr. Snowden essayed to move 
the adjournment, although he and his 
friends were joined by some of the 
Scotch and Irish malcontents, the total 
muster was only thirty-three, and the 
motion accordingly came to earth with 
a thud. 

By a large majority the House re¬ 
fused to reinstate the Livory franchise 
in the City of London. In any case 
this ancient privilege could not long 
have survived the curtailment of the 
Lord Mayor's Feast. 


BOON EORBUSY BRIDEGROOMS. 

In these days of military hustle, when 
a soldier comes home, falls in love, gets 
engaged, marries, sets up a homo, and 
roturns to the Front in loss than' a 
week, there is little time for the ordi¬ 
nary courtesies of matrimonial pro¬ 
cedure. It is felt, therefore, that the 
appended printed form of thanks for 
wedding presents—based on the model 
of the Field Sorvice Postcard—will 
prove a great boon to all soldiers who 
meditate matrimony during short leave. 
It will bo found sufficient merely to 
striko out inappropriate words in the 
printed form, which is as follows:— 

“ Captain and Mrs.-beg to re¬ 

turn thanks for your 

Beautiful 

Charming 

Generous 

Very generous 

Useful Gift. 

Very Useful - Cheque. 

More than useful Letter.” 

Unexpected 

Totally unexpected 

Remarkable 

Artistio 

Examples.—(1) To a rich and miserly 
uncle, who has come down with an as¬ 


tonishingly handsome sum—striko out 
everything oxcept “Very generous— 
moro than usoful—totally unexpected 
cheque." 

(2) To an eccentric former admirer 
of the bride, who has sent a forty-stanza 
poem, entitled “Sunset in tho White¬ 
chapel Road : Thoughts Thereon ”— 
striko out everything except “Remark¬ 
able gift." 

(3) To an onormously wealthy female 
relative, who disapproves of the bride 
and has sent a second-hand plated 
sugar-sifter—strike out everything ex¬ 
cept “ Gift.” 

(4) To anyone of whom much was 
expected, hut who neither gave a pre¬ 
sent nor wrote—strike out everything 
on tho postcard. 

“Strange Story of a Wedding in the Divorce 
Court.”— Daily News. 

It seems a rather unfortunate choice 
of locale. 

Extract from an Indian begging- 
letter :— * 

“ My mother is a widow, poor chap, and has 
a postmortem son.” 

“ Amateur Gent., experienced, wanted, for 
week at Xmas. AH expenses paid." 

Daily Telegraph, 

Why not have a professional one and 
do the thing handsomely? 
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ONCE UPON A TIME. 

The Letter. 

Once upon a time, not so very long 
ago, an illustrious man of all'aira- - 
soldier and statesman too—visited our 
shores, and by his wise counsels so 
captured the imagination of his hoareis 
aud readers that one of the greatest, of 
all compliments was paid to him, and 
anyone with a blacli cocker spaniel to 
name named it after him ; and lie had 
a namo rather peculiarly adapted to 
such ends too. 

It chanced that among the puppies 
thus made illustrious was one which a 
young soldier before leaving for France, 
to win the War gave to his sister, and 
when writing to him, as, being a good 
girl, she regularly and | 

abundantly did, she never j _ — . 

omitted to give tidings J £ - / 

as to how the little cvea-, jfl 

ture was developing; and j 9 ra 

I need hardly say that, ■ W 

in the whole history of i §| a 

dogs, from Tonrr’s faith ! || 

ful trotting companion ! || 

onwards, there never was |9 

a dog so packed with in- ‘i If- , _ 

tolligence and fidelity as ; M 

this. Most girls’ (logs 

are perfect, but this one 

was more remarkable! 

Now it happened that i w 
the gallant brother, in 4 
the course of his duties If 
as a war-winner, was P 
moved from place to \ 
place so often that he 
gradually lost definition, 
as the photographers " Si M,UN1 ‘ 
say, and the result was 1 . - 

that ouo of her recent letters failed to 
catch up with him. That was a pity, 
because it was a bettor letter than 
usual. It gave all the nows that 
ho would most want to hear, it said 
what picture her father was working 
on at the momont, and told, with¬ 
out spoiling ' them, his two last 
jokes. It said whom her mother had 
called ou and who had called on her 
mother and how something must ho 
done to stop her smoking too many 
cigarettes. It said that thoir young 
brother, having sprained his ankle at 
hockoy, had become a wolf for jig-saw 
puzzles. It said whero their parents 
had dined recently and whore they 
were going to dine and who was 
ooming next week. It said what she 
had soon at the theatre last Saturday 
and what book she was reading. It 
said which of the other V.A D.’s had 
become engaged. It said what an 
awful time they had had trying to 
,jbuy some tea, and how scarce butter 


had become, and what a cold she had mTT _ ‘ _ 

caught in the last raid, and how Undo HIE \ERY GLAD EYE. 

.Jim had influenza and couldn’t go on Mother put down the key of the 
being a special, and how Aunt Sibyl hen-house and took up the letters that 
had been introduced to one of the lay beside her plate. 

Geddesks and talked to him as though “ If only Joan would write larger,” 
it was the other, and how she herself she sighed, turning over an envelope 
had met Evelyn in the street the other across which an ant seemed to have 
day and Evelyn had asked “ with sus- walked aud left an inky trail. “ I’ve 
picious interest after you ”—and a mislaid my glass too, and shan’t be 
thousand other things such as a good [able to read a word. Where could I 
sister, oven though busy at a hospital, j have put the miserable thing?” she 
finds timo to write to a brother over asked, peering again at the ridiculous 
there, all among tho mud and the shells, little script. 

winning llio War. And not being in! Father put down his paper and said 
the habit of signing her namo, when these hunts for Aunt Matilda were 
writing in this familiar way, she finished getting monotonous. Only yesterday 
up with a reference to tho darliugost ho had rescued her from some dried 
of all dogs by seuding its lovo at the | bulbs in the greenhouse, and didn’t 

.- - - - | Mother think it time she 

1 saw a good oculist and 
|| hail proper spectacles, 
j .nstoad of using tho old 
i lens in that carved gold 
! bauble belonging onceijo 
Ins grandmother's aunt. 

“ Perhaps it's just a 
bad habit," she answered 
with a smile,“or my eyes 
are getting lazy. But 
really 1 can see so well 
through it, and if they 
would print the news¬ 
papers better-” 

“No ono wo know in 
this morning’s list,” said 
j Father shortly, us he 

pjjsg&A _ tj - Apr**' ' ... | we should be hearing 

' 'Wiw - -[from those rascals now 

~ that the push is over,” 
AFTER \ lay ON THE ALLOTMENT. he added, glancing at 

V SIIK 111241 .Ihl'.l) THAT 111211 IDOL HAU FI 2 KTOF cl.AY.” ! Motl]61\ wllO began, to 

-—_-—_ _— , ! sip her coffee hurriedly* 

very end; “ Love from-” and so 1 “ They might even got leave to- 

fortli. gether,” ventured Margery. " It’s five 

Well, the letter, as 1 have said, could i months since Dick eamc home, and as 

not he delivered. The postal people at for Christopher-” 

tho Front, and behind tho Front, are “ What swank for old Margots, now 
astonishingly good, hut they could not her hair is up,” piped Archie. “Two 

get in touch with the brother this time, brothers from the trenches to-” 

and therefore they oponed the letter and “if you’d make a little loss noise, 
looked at tho foot of it for the name of my son,” said Father in a strange voice, 
tho writer and found that of the dog, “ 1 might be able to take in what I’m 
and at the head of it for the street and reading. Thore’s something here about 
town where the writer lived, and sent Christopher.” 

it hack as “insufficiently addressed." “What?" cried Mother, springing 
And that is why in a certain house from her chair. 


in Chelsea a treasured possession is a “Yes, it's Christopher plain enough,” 
returned letter for General Smuts. he repeated with shining eyes. “Chris- 
—i.8 m'" topher Charles Bentley, and—God bless 

From an article entitled “Is it Safe « 5 Y soul!—the-boy has been splendid! 

for Cousins to marry ? ” R ' B ail down here, and-” 

"It i« iiist ah well, however, to pick out "Read, read! we clamoured, as his 
somebody besides >dur cousin for your wife.' 1 voice grew husky and indistinet. 

The Family Doctor. j “ Road! ” again we shouted, as 
Before acting on this advice, however, Mother came and took the paper 
it might he safer to consult Tho Family gently from him. , 

Lawyer. “ When you ’re all quiet, children,” 
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■she began, devouring tjhe words before 
her. 

Quiet t Even the canary held its 
breath while Mother read that wonder¬ 
ful paragraph. 

It was ,a long one, and every word of 
it a tribute to our magnificent Chris, 
who had organised a small volunteer 
party, attacked a strong point, and 
captured fifteen of the enemy and a 
machine-gun, for which gallant act 
he had been awarded the M.C. 

With lingering pride she went 
through it a second time, and only then 
did we see that she was staring at the 
paper, proudly and fiercely, through 
the handle of the hen-house koy! 

THE MUSICAL CRITIC’S ORDEAL. 

[Mr. Cviur. Scott, I, ho musical com poser, 
in hm recently published volume on The 
Philosophy of Modernism in its connection 
with Music, states that the criterion of lofty 
music, the method of gauging the spiritual 
value of art, “is only'possible to him who lias 
awfKonod the latent faculties of the pineal 
gland and the pituitary body.”J 

Latf.ey I've boon reading Gykil Scott's 
B ook on Music, modern and unmuz¬ 
zled, 

And, though solving many toughish 
knots, 

By one statement I am sadly puz/.lod, 
Namely, that if we would understand 
What divides the noble from the 
shoddy 

We must cultivate “ the pineal gland,” 
Also “the pituitary body.” 

But unfortunately Scott refrains 
(Hence my present painful agitation) 
From elucidating how one gains 
This dosidorated consummation. 
Must 1 fly to silken Sarnarcand, 

Or explore the distant Irrawaddy 
For the culture of my pineal gland 
And of my pituitary body ? 

Is the object gained by force of will 
Or some drastic vegetarian diet ? 
Does it mean & compound radium pill 
Causing vast upheaval and disquiot ? 
Do I used some special “ Hidden Hand,” 
Or the very strongest whisky toddy 
To arouse my dormant pineal gland, 
My unused pituitary body ? 

Should I read, the works .of Mr. Yeats, 
Or the lays of Wilcox (Ella 
Whbblbr)? i. 

Must I visit the United States 
And consult the newest occult 
“healer”? 

Is idle tragedy of Ibsen’s Brand 
Or tbe humour of Poor Pillycoddy 
^Better feeding for my pineal gland 
And for my pituitary body? 

Vain tbe aubide art of Hbnry Jambs, 
Vain the wealth of Rothschilds or 
©f Morgans, 



Pint AJI. (indicating old tramp steamer in ballast). "Thank ’ravens we ain’t cot 

PROPELLERS WHAT STICK OUT LIKE THAT ON THIS ’ERE JUNK, BlU,." 

Second A,IS. “WHAT AUK YOU GROUSING ABOUT NOW?" 

First A.P. “Why, the bloomin’ first-iaxitenant would make us polish the 

BLINKIN’ THING." 


If I fail to satisfy the claims 

Of these mystic and momentous 
organs; 

I'm no better than a grain of sand 
Or a simple common polypody, 

With an undeveloped pineal gland, 

An inert pituitary body. 

Blindly seeking' for a helpful clue, 
Welcoming no matter what sugges¬ 
tion, 

I have lately sounded one or two 
leading doctors on this vital ques¬ 
tion ; 

But they think I ’ll have to be trepanned 
If I wish effectively to modi¬ 
fy the structure of my pineal gland 
Or of my pituitary body. 

Moral. 

’Qin pi,ty<itary bmiies. 

With awakened eye. 


Meet to ilk humble baddynloddws — 
Smaller human fry — 

Cries and kissing both are missing 
When they 're passing by, 

And the. astral demi-god is 
Cornin’ tliw’ the rye. 

Our Colloquial Contemporaries. 

“ Repoated charges by Turkish cavalry re¬ 
sulted in only n slight gain of ground at the 
expense of heavy ossph,"— Daily News. 

it Free Fooders. 

“ ROSYTH WORKERS AND THE COST 
OF LIVING. 

Mr. Douglas moved that they demand a re¬ 
duction in tbe cost of living of.200 per cent, by 
abolishing profiteering and securing national 
control effood supplies. - It was subsequently 
agreed to demand 100 jwr oent. doorcase in the 
cost of food 1 . 1 ;—Glasgow Herald, 
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THE COMPLETE PLASHER. 

“ Francesca,” I said, “ listen to this." 

“1 will,” she said, “if it’s worth listening to.” 

“ You can't tell that till you 'vo heard it, can you ? ’’ 

“ Well, what is it, anyhow ? ’’ 

“ It's a letter,” I said, “ from Tlavrv Ponruddock.” 

“That doesn't sound very exciting.” 

“ Ah, but wait a hit.” 

“ Well, got a move on. 1 'vo got to soo the cook.” 

“ Ho sends me,” I said, “ a notice which has boon sorvod 
upon him about his cottage at Smoltham. Ho wants to 
have my opinion about it.” 

“ Very well, givo him your opinion, and lot's got on with 
the War.” 

“ Francesca," I said, “ are you not. more than a little 
poevish this morning V " 

“ I have no patience,” she said, “ with notices that have 
to be served. 'It's always done by sanitary inspectors and 
rate collectors, and people of that sort. Why can't they 
just post them and have done with it? ” 

“ Who are you,” I said, “ that you should lly in the face 
of Providence in this way? Can't you soo that if a notice 
is ' servod,’ it immediately becomes twice as important?” 

“Ob, if it adds to the dignity of an inspector, woll and 
good ; hut for my part 1 should have posted it.” 

“ You are not a sanitary inspector, and cannot realise the 
footings of one.” 

“They havo no feelings, and that’s why tlioy're mado 
inspectors.” 

“ Hush ! ” 1 said, and began to read :— 

“ ‘In pursuance of the directions given in an Act passod 
in the fifth and sixth years of the reign of King William 
the Fourth, entitled “ An Act to consolidate and amend the 
Laws relating to Highways in that part of Great Britain 
called England,” I, T. Bradish, of the Town Hall, Smoltham, 
do lioreby give you notice forthwith to cut, prune, plash or¬ 
lop cortain Trees and Hedgos overhanging the highway 
immediately adjoining your premises, No. If), East Gate, in 
the Pariah of Smoltham, and which are causing an obstruc¬ 
tion and annoyance to the said highway, so that the 
obstructions caused to the said highway shall he removed. 

| “ 1 Dated this 19th day of October, 1917.' ” 

“ Isn't it priceless ? ” I said. 

“It is," said Francesca. “I never knew before that a 
road could ho annoyed.” 

“ Even a road has its feelings.” 

“ Yes, perhaps it’s a short lane, and everybody tramples 
on it, and it turns at last.” 

“ So do borough engineers and surveyors, it seems.” 

“ I bet this one's a Tartar.” 

“ How can you toll that ? " 

“ I can tell it by his style, which is very severe and 
uncompromising.” 

“ Ilis style," I said, "is as the statute mado it, and 
mustn't ho impugned by us.” ! 

“ I particularly like that bit about plashing the trees. 
How in the name of all that's English do you plash a tree ? ” 

“ If,” I said, “ you were a fountain and wanted to be 
poetical, you would plash, instead of splashing.” 

“That’s nonsense,” she said. 

“ No,” I said, “ it's poetry.” 

“But you don’t pour poetry on overhanging trees. It 
must moan something else ” 

“ I ’ll tell you what; we '11 get a dictionary.” 

“ Yes,” she said, “ you got it. I’m no good at diction¬ 
aries. £ always find such a lot of fascinating words that I 
never get to the one I want.” 


“ T ’in rather like that mysolf," I said. “ However I ’ll 
exercise self-restraint. Hero you aro: Packthread, Pas¬ 
time, Pin—there’s a lot about Pin—Plash. Got it! It 
moans ‘ to bend down and interweave the branches or 
twigs of.’" 

“ Now,” she said, “ we know' what Mr. Bradish wants.” 

“He’s a very arbitrary man,” I said. "How can he 
expect Harry Penruddoek to bend down and interweave 
the branches or twigs of ? ” 

“ Anyway, Harry’s got to do it, whether he understands 
it or not.” 

“ Yes," 1 said, “borough surveyors take no denials. And 
now that you've had your lesson in English, you can go 
aud see the cook.” 

“ Half a mo',” she said; “1 'm acquiring a lot of useful 
information about ‘ Plaster.’ I never know-” 

“ Hurry up,” I said, “ or wo shan’t get any lunch.” 

. R. C. h. 

DERELICT. 

(Notices to Mariners. North Atlantic Ocean. Derelict 
reported.) 

“ We left 'or ’eadod for. Lord knows where, in latitude 
forty-nine, 

With a cargo o’ deals from Puget Bound, an’ 'or bow s 
blown out by a mine ; 

I seen 'or just as the dark come down—I soon 'er floatin' 
still, 

An’ 1 'ope them deals'd let her sink afore so long,” said Bill. 

“It warn't no use to stand by 'er - she could neither sail 
nor steer — 

Witli the biggest part of a thousand mile between 'er and 
Gape Clear; 

The sea was up to 'or waterways an’ gainin’ fast below, 

But I’d like to know aho went to 'er rest as a ship's a 
right to go. 

“For it’s bitter 'urd on a docent ship, look at it 'ow you 
may, 

! That’s worked hor traverse an’ stood ’or trick an’ done ’er 
best in 'er day, 

To bo driftin' around like a nine-days-drowned on the 
Western Ocean swoll, 

With never a hand to reef an' furl an’ steer an’ striko the 
bell. 

" No one to tend 'or binnacle lamps an’ light ’or masthead 
light, 

Or scour ’er plankin’ or scrape ’er seams when the days are 
sunny an’ bright; 

No ono to sit on the hatcli an’ yarn an’ smoke when work 
is done. 

An’ say, ‘ That gear wants reevin’ now some tine dogwatch, 
my son.’ 

“ No one to stand by tack an’ sheet whon it’s cornin’ on to 
blow; 

Never the roar of 'Rio Grande’ to tho watch's stamp- 
an’-go; 

An’ the seagulls soltin’ along the rail an’ callin’ the long 
day through, 

Like the souls of old dead sailor-men as used to be 'or crew. 

■“ Nevor a port of all 'er ports for 'er to fetch again. 

Nothin’ only the sea an’ the sky, the sun, the wind an’ 
tho rain; 

It’s cruel ’ard on a decent ship, an’ so I tell you true, 

An' I wish I knew she ’ad gone*to ’or rest as a good ship 
ought to do.” C. F. S. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Generally speaking, stories left unfinished because of 
the death of the writer in mid courso can only be at best an 
uncomfortable, exasperating legacy to his admirers. But 
by a thrice happy chance this is not the case with the two 
novels upon which the late IIenky James was engaged at 
the time of his fatal illness. This good fortune comes from 
tho fact that it was the writer’s habit “ to test and explore,” 
in a written or dictated sketch, the possible developments 
of any themo before embarking upon its treatment in detail. 
I get the phrase “ test and explore,” than which there could 
be no better, from tho brief preface to the volume now 
before me, The Ivory Tower (Collins). It exactly suggests 
the method of this preliminary study, doubly precious now, 
both as supplying the key by which we can understand the 
fragment tnat has been worked out, and as in itself giving 
us a glimpse, wonderfully fascinating, of its evolution. 
The Ivory Tower (called so characteristically after an object 
whose bearing upon the intrigue is of the slightest) is a 
study of wealth in its effect upon tho mutual relations of a 
email group of persons belonging to the plutocracy of pre¬ 
war America. Its speoial motivo was to be a development 
of situation as between a young legatee, in whom the* 
business instinct is entirely wanting, and bis friend and 
adviser, whom he was presently to detect in dishonest deal¬ 
ing, yet refrain from any act of challenge that would mean 
exposure. “ Refrain ’’-Vetoes this not give you in one word 
the whole secret of wbat would have been a study in 


character and emotion obviously to tho taste of tho writer? 
For itself, and still moro for the glimpse of what it was to 
become, The Ivory Tower must have a place in every 
collection whero the uumatchable wit of IIeniiy James is 
honoured as it should be. 


Something less successful perhaps for itself, though even 
more absorbing technically, is the volume containing the 
unfinished fragment of another IIeniiy James novel, to be 
called The Sense of the Past (Collins). Here especially it 
is tho preliminary study that furnishes the chief interest; 
tho spectacle of this so-skilled craftsman struggling to 
master an idea that might well, T think, have been found 
later too unsubstantial, too subtly fantastic, for working 
out. Very briefly, the themo is to treat of a young American, 
in whom this ‘‘Sense of tho Past” is all-powerful; whom 
the gift of an old London house and its furnishings enables 
to transport himself bodily into the life of 1820. More than 
this, he lives that life (and it is here that one suspects tho 
idea of becoming unmanageable) in the person of an actual 
youth of that lime, in whom a corresponding Sense of the 
Future has been so strong that he has answered the curi¬ 
osity of his descendant by an exchango of personalities. Of 
course the dangers and confusions of the plan, a -kind of 
psychological version of one often used in farce (oxcept that 
it precisely wasn’t to be any manner of dream), are such 
as might well alarm any writer—and, one might add, any 
reader also. It is a further misfortune that the style of 
what is actually written should be in the master’s most 
remote and obscure manner, so much so,that one is forced 
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lo wonder whether, without the notes as guide, it would German Hoot to como out by sending it false news of our 
lie in any sort elear what the whole thing was about. The battleship strength, or to enable the battle of the Falkland 
transition, for example, from the actual to the supernatural Islands to be won by piling dummy battle cruisers up out- 
ovont is ho abrupt that it might well have left the uninformed side Plymouth harbour, the merit of Mr. Coi'I'LEKtonk’s 
helplessly befogged. But tins very fact again, as supposing book does not lie in the complexity or vitality of his plots, 
some further treatment only now to he guessed at, helps to It lies in a keen sense of humour and clever character 
make the uniquo fascination of the hook as revealing the suggestion, and the recognition that the thing written about 


dillicultioH and rewards of letters. 

"Whatever Mr. Ernest Thompson Keton cares to write 
1 am glad to read, but there were, moments in Tin'. Preaeher 
of Cedar Mountain (flomuus and Ktoihihton) when the 
groat moral losson of the story was as much as J could 
hear. The tale reveals the spiritual and moral development 
of Jim Tlartiijan. The author assures us that most of the 
characters are drawn from life, and that some of the main 
events are historical. All which 1 
can easily believe, for Mr. Keton’k 
blunt method of describing Jim 
llartiijan's evolution from an 
unhallowed stable-boy to a mus¬ 
cular Christian continually sug¬ 
gests reality. It, is not it stylish 
method, but it gets home, and in 
a tale of this kind that is the 
main, if not the only, matter 
of importance. Jim's besetting! 
weaknesses wore drink and an 
overwhelming lovo for horses. 

'Hie former he corupiuied fairly 
soon, but tlm hitler tripped him | 
up more than once, and if he! 
had not boon guided by the wisest 
woman who ever came from the 
West his end would have been ! 
chaotic. The races at Fort Iiyan , 
arc excellently described, and as , 
a picture of the West of America 
some forty years ago you will 
find this story of Jim’s conver¬ 
sion both instructive and intri¬ 
guing. All the same Mr. Hut on 
lias so often delighted mo by his 
tiiles of t.ho animal world that i 
hope this excursion is merely a 
holiday from the work for which 
ho has a real genius. 


is of less importance) than the manner of writing. We 
earnestly desire that Mr. Coppeestone should devote 
another volume a whole one—to the inimitable Madame 
Guilbert ; but whatever ho writes about will be welcome, 
provided it bo written in the vein of the volume hofore us. 



Tim A HO VP CENTLEMAN tfl SrPERSHTlOCS ON 
Kl EJECT OP WALKING UNDER LADDERS. 


Out of such workaday elements as the hypnotic fascina¬ 
tions of a sleek music-master, the follies of a runaway school¬ 
girl and the well-disciplined affections of a most superior 

young gentleman, Mr. W. E. 
Nonius has contrivod to create 
yet another now story, without 
infringement of his own or any¬ 
one olso’s copyright. Thanks to 
the incidence of War and the 
| author's skilful manipulation of 
Europe's distresses (for onco the 
Kaiser’s intrusion into the mid¬ 
dle of a peaceful-—almost too 
peaceful—narrative is not un¬ 
welcome), the second half of The 
Fond Fugitives (Hutchinson) is 
hotter than the first. Not, indeed, 
j that such a win y hand as the 
writer has boon so ill-advised as 
to follow his hero to Flanders, 
or even to let his heroine do so; 
i hub his wounded soldier, come 
home with sympathy and un¬ 
derstanding grown big enough to 
realise that a girl, though in¬ 
discreet once, may yet be adorable 
ever after, is certainly more to 
one’s taste than the philanderer 
about town, admiring other men's 
wives, in July, 1914. And so the 
story, slight though it is, ends 
on a strong note and with fair 
hope of happiness for two wiser 
and not much saddor people. 
Borne of the minor characters 
are quite capitally drawn, parti¬ 
cularly the old father and mother 


the 


Up to the present time Uio 
crop of German spy-stories has 
boen distinguished by quantity rathor than by quality, in pathetic flight before the shadow of their daughter’s 
Possibly the authors, realising that the wildest flights of disgrace; but it is the freshness of the heroino herself, 
their highly-trained fancies could never match the actual outraging all tradition by refusing, though without bravado, 
machinations of the German Secrot Service as revealed in to remain for evor in the gloom of a childish error, that one 
the official news, have not put their hearts into the work, likes to remember. Altogether, the author’s friends will 
Tn The Lost Naval Papers and other stories (Murray) Mr. find this book not at all below the level of his best work. 
Bennkt Ooiteestone has shown unusual boldness in con¬ 
necting tho activities of his super-policeman, Dawson, with Small Craft (Elkin Matthews), by Miss G. Fox Smith, 
the more prominent events of the War. Indeed, I am not contains several poems that have appeared in Punch over 
sure that tho terror ho professes to fool in the presence of the initials “ 0. F. S.” They should receive a fresh wel- 
the Scotland Yard official (for he tells his stories in propria \come from alt who share her understanding of the ways of 
persona) is not to some extent justified. “ Dora ” is very seafaring men, and from tho larger public that is beginning 
sensitive and six months ago would nover have permitted to appreciate the gallantry and devotion of our Merchant 

Mr. Com.EBTONK to reveal to our enemies either tho 1mmp* Service. - - -- 

(iouB egoism of a nameless First Lord or the platitudinous Extract from a letter in The Saturday Iteview .— 

' acillations of an anonymous Premier, even in tho interests ■< ij u t posterity ought to share the burden, as it has always done 

of popular fiction. Though wo concede his amdaeity in allow- in the past.” 

ing his superlative Sleuth to stop a general strike of engineers, A tardy blit complete answer to the old question, “What 
by threatening them with martial law and to tempt the j has posterity done to deserve our consideration ? " 
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“ How the Germans nevor got wind 
of it,” writes a correspondent of the 
British attack on the Hindenbuhq line, 

is a mystery.” The failure of certain 
M.P.’s to ask questions about it in 
Parliament beforehand may have had 
something to do with it. 

>K * 

An order has been promulgated fixing 
the composition of horse chaff. The 
approach of the pantomime season is 
thought to be responsible for it. 

* * 

* 

“ We are particularly anxious,” writos 
the Ministry of Pood, “that Christmas 
plum-puddings should not he kept for 
any length of time." A Young Patriots’ 
League has been formed, we under¬ 
stand, whose members 
are bent an carrying 
out Lord Rhondda’s 
wishes at any cost to 
their parents. 

* * 

* 

Another birthplace of 
Sr. Gedrue has been 
captured in Palestine. 

It is now definitely 
established that tbe 
sainted warrior’B habit 
of trying to carry-on in 
two places at the same 
time was the subject of 
much adverse criticism 
by the military experts 
of the period. 

* * 

* 

A Ca/mberley man 
ebargod with deserting 
the Navy and joining 
the Army explained 
that he wus tired of 
waiting for Tiupitz to 
come out. We are informed that Com¬ 
mander Carlyon Bedlaiks, M.P., and 
Admiral W. H. Henderson have boon 
asked to enlighten the poor fellow as to 
tho true state of affairs. 

# * 

A skull of the Bronze Age lias lieen 
found on Salisbury Plaiu. Several 
hats of the brass age have also been 
seen in the vicinity. 

Imports of ostrich feathers have 
fallen from £33,000 in 1915 to £182 in 
1917. Ostrich farmers, it appeal s, are 
on the verge of ruin as the result of 
their inability to obtain scissors and 
other suitable foodstuffs for the birds. 
* * 

44 Measures are being taken to chock 

pacifists,” says Sir George Cave. 

Prison-yard measures, we hope. 

* * 

(jl 

A Stoke Newington constable has 
discovered a happy method of taking 


| people’s minds off their food troubles. 
During the last month he has served 
fifty of thorn with dog-summonses. 

* >r 

Five hundred pounds have boon sent 
to tho Chancellor of the Exchequer 
by an anonymous donor. It is thought 
that the man is concealing his identity 
to avoid being made a baronet. 

# ; 

. * 

“ What is the use of corporations if 
they can do nothing useful?” asks 
Councillor Stock, of Margate. It is an 
alluring topic, hut a patriotic Press has 
decided that it must be postponed in 
favour of the War. 

During trench-digging on Salisbury i 
Plain the skeleton of a young man, 
apparently buried about the year 
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600 n.c., was unearthed. Tho skull 
was partially fractured, evidently by a 
battle-axe. Foul play is suspected. 

Sugar was sold for half-a-guinea a 

E aund at a charity sale in tho South of 
ngland, and local grocers are com¬ 
plaining bitterly of unfair competition. 
* 

A contemporary points out that there 
is a soldier in the North Staffordshire 
Regiment whoso name is Douglas 
Haig. Riots are reported in Germany. 

* 

‘Can Fish Smell?’ asks a weekly- 
paper headline. We con only say that 
in our experience they sometimes do, 
especially on a Monday. 

* 

* 

An employer pleading for an appli¬ 
cant before tbe Egham Tribunal stated 
that be had an oil-engine which nobody 
else would go near. We cannot help 
thinking that much might be dono with 


a little tact, such as going up to tiro 
engine quietly and stroking its face, or 
even making a noise like a piece of oily 
waste. * ... 

Germany’s new Hymn of Halo has 
been published. To give greater effect 
to tho thing arul make it more fearful, 
Germans who contemplate singing it 
are requested to grow side-whiskers. 

jJ; * 

It is rumoured that since his recent 
timdo at York against newspapers Dr. 
Lyttelton has been made an Honorary 
Member of tho Society of Correctors of 
the Press. .. « 

j Th/' Dmiimj News informs us that 
! Mr. Henry White, a grave-digger of 
! Helliugly, has just dug his thousandth 
— - i grave. Congratulations 

I to our contemporary 
1 upon being the first to 
j spread tho joyful news. 
. | >!• * 

* 

| Unfortunately, says 
The Daily Mail, laird 
N orthu la fee can not ho 
in four places at once. 
Pending a direct con¬ 
tradiction from tiie now 
Viscount himself, wo 
can only counsel tho 
country to bear this an¬ 
nouncement with forti¬ 
tude. ,, ,)( 

Only the other day 
The Daily Chronicle 
J referred to tho Premier 
] as “ Mr. George,” just 
j as if it iiad always been 
j a penny paper. 

V 

J Tbe rush to a cer¬ 
tain Northern suburb has died down. 
The rumour that there was a polite 
grocer there turns out to be cruelly at 
variance with the facts. 


Another Sex-Problem. 

“ Plaintiff was the daughter of nil officer ill 
the Roy aI Irish (.'onstabulnry, and wris a 
grand-nephew of l)r, Abomethy, the famous 
surgeon .”—Kvenrng J’npa. 

From a recent novel 
* His face was of the good oatmeal type, 
and grow upon one.” 

Useful in these days of rations. 

From The New Statesman’s comment 
on Mr. Lloyi^G rouge's Paris speech. 

" He does try to tie Jliblicnl sometimes. In 
the Paris speech he used tho unnatural word 
‘yea’ twice. Kach time it gave one shudder* 
down tho buck." 

No doubt next time, in view’ of our obli¬ 
gations to U.S.A., the Prime Minister 
| will say “Yep.” 


vou. cun. 
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THE VICTORY. 

[For ,7. iL.inth the author’a affectionate 
l>ruie.\ 

lltNOENmma to Maokensen. 

Deau Mac, in tlmt prodigious thrust 
In which your valiant legions vio 
With JIannxuaij'k renown, 1 trust 
You go a shado more strong than I , 
Lately L ’vo lost a lot of scalps, 

Which is a dom'd unpleasant thing, 
You may enjoy tho Julian Alps — 

I do not like this Juman Bino. 

I find him full of crafty prunlm: 

Without the usual warning lire 
Jfo loosed his beastly rows ot tanl;s 
And sent 'em wallowing through my 
wire; 

For days and days ho kept tho lid 
Hard down upon his low designs, 
Then simply walked across and did 
Just what lie liked with all my lines. 

The fellow doesn’t keop tho rules; 

Experts (I 'm ono myself) advise 
That in trench-warfare oven fools 
Cannot ho taken by surprise; 

It isn’t done; and yet ho came 

With never a previous “Are you 
there ? ” 

And caught me— this is not the game-- 
Bonding rny thoughtful gaze olso- 
whero. 

Later .—My route is toward tho roar. 

Where I shall stand and stop the rot 
Lord only knows; and now I hoar 
Your forward pace is none too Lot; 
Indeed, with Byno upon the burst, 

If at this rato 1 make for home, 

1 doubt not who will get there first, 

I to the Rhine, or you to Rome. 

_ O. S. 


THE LITERARY ADVISER. 

No, lie docs not appear in the Gazette. 
War establishments know him not and 
his appointment throws no additional 
labour upon the staff of Messrs. Cox 
and Co. Unofficially lie is known as 
O.C. Split Infinitives. His duties are 
to see that the standard of litorary 
excellence, which makes tho corre¬ 
spondence of the Corps a pleasure to 
receive, is maintained at tho high level 
set by tho Corps Commander himself. 
Indeed tho velvety quality of our proso 
is the envy of all other formations. 

Apart from duties wholly litorary, 
ho is also O.C. Codo Names. The 
stock-in-trade for this skilled labour is 
an H.B. poncil and a Webster Dic¬ 
tionary. The routine is simplicity it¬ 
self. As soon as anybody informs him 
of a new arrival in the area ho fishes 
out the dictionary, plays Tit-Tat Top 
with tho H.B., writes out tho word 


that it lands upon at the end of his 
rhyme, and, hoy presto! there is an¬ 
other day’s work done. 

But one day, for tho sako of greater 
secrecy, it hocamo neeossary to rename 
all the units of the area, and the 
Literary Adviser suddenly found him¬ 
self put to it to provide about throo 
hundred new Code Names at onoo. 
Heroically ho sot to work with his 
dictionary, his II. 13. poncil, and his 
little rhyme. For two days tho Ro- 
splendeut Ones in tho General Staff 
Office boro patiently with tho muttering 
madman in the corner. For two days 
lie fluttered tho leaves of his dictionary 
and whispered hoarsoly to himself, 
“ Tit-tat-too, my-first-go, three-jolly- 
niggor-boys-all-in picking out 

work after word with unerring accuracy 
until the dictionary was a waste of 
punctures and throo generations of 
il.B.’s had passod away. Boforo the 
second day was out the jingle had 
done its droadful work. It was as 
much as the clerks could do to avoid 
keeping stop with it. The climax came 
when the Senior Resplendent One, look¬ 
ing down at the telegram ho was writ 
ing, found to his horror that he had 
written, “ Situation quiet Tit-Tat-Too. 
Hostile artillery activity normal Tit- 
Tat-Toe,” and so on, substituting this 
abomination in place of tho official stop, 
“ Ack-Ack-Ack”) throughout. 

It was enough. Still gibbering, tho 
Litorary Advisor was hurled forth from 
the office and told to work his witch¬ 
craft in solitude. • 

Paler, thinner and older by years ho 
emerged from his retirement trium¬ 
phant, and tho now codo names wont 
forth to a flourish of trumpets or rathor 
of the hooters of the despatch-riders. 

Then it began. For days lie was 
subjected to rigorous criticisms of his 
selection. “ Signals ” tripped him up 
first by pointing out two units with tho 
same name, and thoy also wont on to 
point out that the word was spelt 
“cable” in the first instanco and 
“cabal" in the secoud. Tho gunners, 
working in groups, complained bitterly 
that a babul had arisen through tho 
similarity of tho words allotted to their 
groups. Ono infuriated battery com¬ 
mander said it w’as as much as ho 
could do to got anyone else on the 
telephone hut himself. 

Touched to the quick by criticism 
(when was it over otherwise ainongffc 
his kind ?) the Adviser sot aside his real 
work (ho was, of course, writing a book 
about tho War) and applied himself to 
the task of straightening tho tangle. 
Obviously the ideal combination would 
bo for each unit to have a code name 
that nobody could mistake no matter 
how badly it was pronounced. And to 


this idoal ho applied hi/nself. Often, 
on fino afternoons, the sorenity of the 
country-sido was disturbed by the voice 
of ono crying in tho wilderness, "Soap- 
Silk— Salvage—Sympathy,” to see if 
any dangerous similarity existed. At 
dinner a glazo would suddenly come 
over his eyes, his lips would move invol¬ 
untarily and mutter, as he gazed into 
vacancy, " Mustard — Mutton — Meat 

Muffin.” 

Histrionic effort played no small 
part in those attempts and led to a 
good deal of misunderstanding, for 
ho felt it incumbent on him to try 
his codes in ovory possible dialect. In¬ 
stead of the usual cheery “ Good morn¬ 
ing,” a major of a famous Highland 
regiment was scandalised by an eldorly 
subaltern blethering out, “ Cannibal- - 
Custard—Clay more—Caramel,” in an 
abominable Hootch accent. Another 
day (on receipt of written orders) he 
was coni polled to visit tho lino to see if 
things had been built as reported, or, 
if it was just optimism again, llulf-an- 
hour later a sentry brought him down 
tho trench at the point of tho bayonot 
for muttering as ho rounded tho tra- 
verso, “ Galoot—Gunning—Cl ruin hie - 
Grumpy,"inpseudo-Wossox. Naturally, 
to Native Yorkshiro this sounded like 
pure Bosch. 

All! but he won through in the end. 
Tho man who. has stood five years of 
unsuccessful story-writing for maga¬ 
zines is not tho kind to lot himself be 
beaten easily. Tliore could be no doubt 
of the final result. Whon tho revised 
list was issued the response to tho 
inquiry, “ nullo, is that Sink ? ” was 
mot by a “ No, this is Smack,” that 
crashed through the thickost intellect. 

But vaulting ambition had o’erleapt it¬ 
self. As a covoring note to the now issue 
he had put up the following lettor;— 

“ Ref. G K etc., etc., of 10th inBfc. 
On November 3rd all previous issues of 
Code Names will be cancelled in favour 
of the more ouphonious nomenclature 
which is forwarded herewith.” 

A shriek of joy echoed through tho 
corps. “Euphonious!" What a word! 
What a discovery in a foreign country! 
Tho joy of the signal operators, on 
whom something of the spirit of tho old- 
time bus-drivors has descended, was 
indescribable. You had only to pick up 
tho receiver at any time and the still 
small voices of the busy signal world 
could be hoard chortling, “IIullo-oo? 
Hullo, Euphonious! How’s your father? 
Yes, give mo Crump.” Or, “ No, I can't 
get the Gonoral; he's left his euphoni¬ 
ous receiver off." 

Poor Euphonious (he has never been 
called by anything else since)—they 
have threatened to make biin 0.0. 
Recreations for Troops. 




Mb. Pouch. “ONLY GOT HIM IN, THE 1 
The Man from Whitehall. “ YES, BUT I M 
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TABS WITH A PUNCH. 

Ai.i. run Heal News ahout Men, Women 
AND TiriNOh. 

By On u Rambling Gossir. 

(U'B/i acknou hnhjincuts to some of our 
contem/iorai'ics.) 

.1 Lnmj-Felt Want. 

The opening, next week, of a Training 
School for Hus and Tube Travellers will, 
it is hoped, supply a long-felt want in 
tho Metropolis. 1 understand that a 
month’s course at tho establishment will 
enable the feeblest of mortals to hold his 
own and more in tho fearful mfiloo that 
rages daily round train and vehicle. 1 
have a prospectus before mo as I write; 
here are some of its sub-heads ; “ The 
Strap-Hanger’s Stranglehold,” "Foot 
Frightfuluoss,” “ How to Enter a Bus 
Socretly," "Tho Umbrella Barrage," 
“Explosives—When their Use is Justi¬ 
fied,” “ What to do when the Con¬ 
ductor Falls off the Bus.” This cer¬ 
tainly promises a speedy amelioration 
of prosent-day travelling conditions. 

Tnnbuctoo Tosh. . 

Last week, when all those ridiculous 
rumours auont Timbuetoo were flying 
about, you will remember how 1 warned 


you to set no faith in them. You will 
admit that I was a good counsellor. 
Nothing has happened at Timbuetoo. 
I doubt vciy much whether anything 
could happen lliero. 

Hush ! 

On the other hand, keep your eyo on 
a spot not a thousand miles away from 
i Clubland. Something will certainly 
happen there some day, and, when it 
docs, hoar in mind that 1 warned you. 


A nut.: i nij Di scorer;/. 

Mr. Roosevelt's discovery that, un¬ 
known to himself, he has been blind in 
one eyo for o\er a year, is surely sur¬ 
passed by the experience of Mr. Carac- 
tacus Crowsfeet, tho popular M.P. for 
Slushington; who has just learnt, as 
the result of a ceisbral operation, that 
he possesses no brain whatever. “ It 
is indeed remarkable,” said Mr. C. to 
me the other day, “ for I can truthfully 
assert that in all my arduous political 
labours of the past ten years I have 
never felt the need or even noticed the 
absence of this organ.” He coughed 
modestly. “ I have always maintained 
that in politics it is the man, not the 
mind, that counts." 


She Has One ! 

Mrs. Zehulon Napthaliski proposes 
to spend the winter on her Brighton 
estato. “ Yes—I have received my 
sugar card,” she told mo, in answer to 
my eager query. “More than that 1 
cannot say.” 

Fare and Foliatjc. 

That charming fashion of decorating 
tho dinner-table with foliage will he 
nil the rage this winter. Well-known 
London hostesses, basket on arm, may 
daily be seen in Mayfair garnering 
fallen leaves from lawn, path or road¬ 
side. Some very daring Society women 
are dispensing altogether with a cloth, 
the table being covered with a complete 
layer of leaves. 1 doubt, however, 
wliofher this will become popular, 
guests showing a tendency to mislay 
their knives and forks in the foliage. 

A Bon Mot. 

Have you heard tho latest bon mot 
that is going the round of the clubs? 
Mrs. Savory f leet, of Facilist fame, has, 
as you will recall, announced her mien- ; 
tion of taking up war work. “ Ah! ” 
was the comment of a cynical bachelor, 
“it was a case of her taking up some- 
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j thing or being taken up herself ! ” Jlis 
I audience simply screamed with laughter. 

| Watch Out I 

Don’t be surprised if you hear of 
some sensational political dovolop- 
! monts in the near future. Tho Minister 
; who said rocontly that tho inevitable 
1 sequel (o war was peace, was, in the 
| opinion of those competent to judge 
but, by reason of their oilicial position, 
unable to criticise, hinting at proposals 
which, if the signs and portents of tho 
timo go for anything, would have far- 
reaching effects on the question of 
Electoral Representation. I will say 
no more. Time alone will disclose 
my meaning. 

Ominous. 

“ - went every morning to a firm of 

Hansuge-imiltors by whom ho was employod as 
a horse-dealer ."—Irish 1‘ajicr, 

‘■Home, Saturday. 

Tho announcement is made to-day of tho 
award by the King [of Italy] of gold medals 
to Lieutenant (.liuseppo Castrueoio and 1 
sentence him to throe months’ hal'd." 

Manchester Evening Chronicle. 

When will British journalists learn not 
to interfere with tho internal affairs of 
friendly nations ? 


THE LAST MATCH. 

This is the last, tho very, very last. 

Its gay companions, who so snugly lay 
Within tho corners of their fragile homo, 
All, all are lightly lied and surely gone; 
And their survivor lingors in his pride, 
The last of all tho matches in the 
house; 

For Mr. Siftings says ho has no more, 
And Siftings is an honourable man, 
And would not stato a fact that was 
not so. 

For now ha has himself to do without 
Tho flaming boon of matches, having 
none. 

And cannot furnish us as ho desires, 
Being a grocer and the best of men, 
But murmurs vaguely of a future week 
When matchos shall he numerous again 
As leaves in Vallornbrosa and as cheap. 
Blinks, the tobacconist, he too is spent 
With weary waiting in a matchless 
laud; 

What Siftings cannot get cannot be got 
By men like Blinks, that young tobac¬ 
conist, 

Who tried with all a patriot’s fiery zoal 
To join the Army, but was sent away 
For varicose and too protuberant veins; 
And being foiled of all his high intent 
Now minds the shop and is a Volunteer, 


Drilling on Sundays with the rest of 
them; 

lie too, amid his hoards of cigarettes, 
Is void of matches as ho’s full of veins. 
So hero’s a good match in a naughty 
world, 

And wlmt to do with it 1 do not know, 
Save that somehow, when all tho place 
is still, 

It shall explodo and spurt and flame 
and hui’ii 

Slowly away, not having thus achieved 
The lighting of a pipe or any act 
Of usef ulness, but having spent itself 
In lonely grandeur as belits the last 
Of all tho varied matches 1 have known. 

Our Samsons. 

“ Wanted at once.—Kohable Man for carry¬ 
ing oil motor lurrylitlwroc Advertiser. 

“To-day the man possesses a swmil tutnli, 
serviceable for all ordinary purposes.’’ 

IJelfast Keening Telegraph. 

In those days of restricted rations it 
seems a superflous luxury. 

“Diamond Brooch, .IScwt., set with three 
bine white diamonds : make a handsome 
present; £9 9s ."—Derby Daily Telegraph. 

It seems a lot for tho money ; but per¬ 
sonally we would sooner have the same 
weight of coals. 
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THE WAY DOWN. 

Sydney Smith, or Napoleon or 
Marius Aurelius (somebody about 
that time) said that after tun days any 
letter would answer itself. You see 
what ho meant. Left to itself your 
invitation from the Duchess to lunch 
next Tuesday is no longer a matter to 
worry about, by Wednesday morning. 
You wore either there or not there ; it, is 
unnecessary to write now and say that 
a previous invitation Irom the Prime 
Minister and so on. It was Napo¬ 
leon's idea (or Dr. Johnson’s or Mark 
Antony's --one of that circle) that all 
correspondence can he tieated in this 
manner. 

I have followed these early Masters 
(or whichever one it was) to the best 
of my ability. At any given moment 
in the last few years there have been 
ton letters that 1 absolutely must write, 
thirty which i oiujht to write, and fifty 
which any other person in my position 
mould have written. Probably 1 have 
written two. After all, when your pro¬ 
fession is writing, you have some excuse 
on returning homo in the evenings for 
demanding a change of occupation. No 
doubt, if 1 were a coal-heaver by day', 
my wife would sea to tho firo after 
dinner while 1 wroto letters. As it is, 
she does the correspondence, while I 
gaze into tho lire and think about 
things. 

You will say, no doubt, that this was 
all very well beforo the War, hut that 
m the Army a little writing would he 
a pleasant change after the day’s duties. 
Allow uio to disillusion you. If, three 
years ago, I over conceived a glorious 
future in which my autograph might 
ho of value to the more promiscuous 
collectors, that conception lias now 
boon shattered. Three years in the 
Army has absolutely spoilt the market. 
Kvon were I revered in tho year 
2,000 A.D. as SiiUvsi-EAUE is rovoiod 
now, my half-million autographs, scat¬ 
tered so lavishly on charge-sheets, 
passes, chits, requisitions, indents and 
applications would keep the price at 
a dead level of about ten a penny. No, 
I liavo had enough of wiiting in tho 
Army and 1 never want to sign my 
own name again. “Yours sincerely, 
Herbert Asquith,” “Faithfully yours, 
,T. J ELLicoE ”—those by all means ; hut 
not my on n. 

However, 1 wrote a letter the other 
day ; it was to the hank. It informed 
them that 1 had arrived m London for 
a time and should he troubling them 
again shortly, London being to all 
appearances an expensive place. It 
also called attention to my new address 
—a small furnished flat in which Celia 
and I can just turn round if wo do it 


separately. When it was writton, there 
camo the question of posting it. I was 
all for waiting till tho next morning, 
hut Celia explained that thore was 
actually a letter-box on our own floor, 
twenty yards down the passage. I took 
the letter along and dropped it into 
the slit. 

Then a vvondorful thing happened. 
It went 

Flipper In - Jlippr.rlji - Jlippcrty - flip- 
pert;/ -Jlippcrty-jlippcrty - jlippcrly -Jhp- 
per!y -jhp]>erty-jhpperty - flop. 

I listened intently, hoping for inoro 
. . . hut that was all. Deeply dis¬ 
appointed that it was over, hut abso¬ 
lutely thrilled with my discovery, I 
hurried hack to Celia. 

“Any letters you want posted?” 1 
said in an off-hand way. 

“ No, thank you,” she said. 

“ Have you writton any whilo we’ve 
boon hero?” 

“ 1 don’t think I've had anything to 
write." 

“ I think,” I said reproachfully', “it’s 
quite time you wrote to your—your 
hank or your mother or somebody.” 

Hho looked at mo and seemed to bo 
struggling for words. 

“I know exactly what you ’re going 
to say," I said, “ hut don’t say it; write 
a little letter instead.” 

“ Well, as a matter of fact I must 
just write a note to tho laundress.” 

“To the laundress," I said. “Of 
course, just a note.” 

When ifc was written I insisted on 
her coming with mo to post it. With 
groat generosity I allowed her to place 
it in the slit. A delightful thing hap¬ 
pened. It went 

Flipperty - Jlippcrty- jlippcrty - Jlip- 
pei Uj- thppn Uj - jit jipet ty - jlippcrty - jhp- 
perty-jlipperlipjlipppi ty--FLnr. 
j Right down to tho letter-box in the 
j hall. Two flipportios a floor. (A sim- 
I pie calculation shows that wo are 
perched on tho fifth floor. I am glad 
now that, wo live so high. It must be 
very dull to bo on tile fourth floor with 
j only eight flipportios, unbearable to bo 
j on the first with only two.) 

“ O-uh ! How fas cinating ! ” said 
j Celia. 

“ Now don’t you think you ought to 
write to your mother? ” 

“Oh, ['must." 

She wrote. Wo posted it. It went 

Flipperty - Jlippcrty- - Howevor, 

you know ail about that now. 

Sineo this great discovery of mine, 
life has been a more pleasurablo busi¬ 
ness. Wo feel now that there are 
romantic possibilities about letters set¬ 
ting forth ou their joumoy from our 
j floor. To start life with so many fiip- 
perties might lead to anything, Bach 
j timo that wo send a letter off wo listen 


in a tremblo of excitement /or tho final 
flop, and when it comes I think we both 
feel vaguely that we are still waiting 
for something. We are waiting to hear 
somo magic lotler go Jlippcrty Jhpperty- 
Jlipperty -Jlippcrty . . . and behold 1 
there is no floi* . . . and still it goes 
on— Jhppn ty -jlippcrty - Jlippcrty - Jlip¬ 
pcrly— growing fainter in the diBtaneo 
. . . until it arrives at somo wondei land 
of its own. Ono day it must happen 
so. For we cannot listen always for 
that flop, and hear it always; nothing 
in this world is as inevitable as that. 
One day wo shall look at each other 
with awe in our faces and say, “ But 
it’s still flippoiiing! ” and from that 
time forward the Hill of Campden will 
ho a place holy and enchanted. Per- 
liaps on Midsummer Five- 

At any rate I am sure that it is the 
only way in which to post a letter to 
Father Christmas. 

Well, what 1 want to say is this : if 1 
have been a had correspondent in the 
past 1 am a good one now; and Celia, 
who was always a good one, is a better 
ono. J t takes at least ton letters a day 
to satisfy us, and we prefer to catch 
ten different posts. With tho ten in 
your hand together there is always a 
temptation to waste them in one wild 
rush of flipportios, ull catching each 
other up. It would ho a groat moment, 
hut I do not think wo can afford it yet; 
wo must wait until we get even uioro 
practised at letter-writing. And even 
then I am doubtful; for it might he that, 
lost in the confusion of that ono wild 
rush, the magic letter would start on 
its way— jlipperly-jlipperty —to the 
nover-hind, and we should forever havo 
missed if. 

Ko, friends, acquaintances, yes, and 
oven strangers. I beg you now to givo 
me another chance. I will answer 
your letters, how gladly. 1 still think 
that Napoleon (or Canute or the 
younger Pliny- -ono of tho pre-Raph- 
aolitcs) took a perfectly correct view of 
his correspondence . . . but then he 
Never had a letter-box which went 

Flipperty - Jlippcrty - Jlippcrty - Jlip- 
pnrty-Jlippcrty -jlippcrty - jlippcrty - Jlip- 
perty-Jlippcrly-Jlippcrly — flop. 

‘__A. A. M. 

The H.D. and Q. Department. 

“ Major-Gonorul P. O. iiond is ga/ottod 
Director of Quartering at tlio War Office.” 

Pacifists beware! 

“ DIRTY WORK 

AT 

DOWNING STREET. 

BY 

IIohatio Bottomlky." 

John Bull. 

They shouldn't havo let him in. 
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Officer. “ WlIY WERE SOU NOT AT RoLE-CAI.L l.AHT NIOHT?" 

Defaulter. “Well, Silt, with this 'ere came camouplaced so much, I couldn't find my way out op 'Jhh canteen.' 


COUNTER TACTICS. 

About a year ago I paid a visit to 
my hosier and haberdasher with the 
intention of purchasing a few things 
with which to tide ovor the remaining 
months-of winter. After the prelimin¬ 
ary discussion of atmospherics had been 
got through, the usual raffle of gar¬ 
ments was spread about for my in¬ 
spection. I viewed it dispassionately. 
Then, discarding the little vesties of 
warm-bloodod youth and the double- 
width vostums of rhoumatic old age, 
I chose several commonplace woollen 
affairs and was proparing to leave 
when my hosier and haberdasher loaned 
across the counter and whispered in 
my ear. 

“ If I may advise you, Sir, you would 
be wise to make a large selection of 
these articles. We do not expect to 
replace them.” 

He glanced cautiously at an elderly 
gentleman who was stirring up a box 
of ties, then, loweriiig his voice another 
semitone, added, "The mills are now 
being used exclusively for Government 
work." He‘insinuated the death-sen-' 


torice effect very cleverly, and at that 
moment, coming to his support, us it 
were, the old gentleman tottered up, 
seized upon two garments and carried 
them off from under my very fingers. 
As ho went out a middle-aged lady 
entorod and made straight for tho 
residue upon tho counter. A feeling 
of panic cumo upon me. “Right you 
are,” I exclaimed hurriedly, “ 1 ’ll take 
the lot." As a matter of fact she only 
wanted a pair of gloves for her nephew 
in France. 

A few days later, still having the | 
wool shortage in mind, I approached 
my hosier and haberdasher on the' 
subjoct of shirts. For a second or two I 
he looked thoughtfully at the toe of, 
his boot. Then coming suddenly to 
a decision he disappeared stealthily 
into the back premises, from which ho 
presently emerged carrying a large hale 
of flannel, which ho cast caber-wiso 
upon the counter. 

“There,"*'he said triumphantly, “I 
don’t suppose there’s another piece of 
flannel like that in the country." He 
fingered it with an expert touch. 

"You,don’t say so," I said as I 


rubbed it reverently between my linger 
and thumb, just to show that he wasn’t 
the only one who could do it. 

“ I’m afraid it’s only too true,” ho 
confessed, “ and 1 may add that, after 
wo have sold out our present stocks, 
flannel of any kind will he absolutely 
unobtainable." 

“ None at all '! " I asked, horror struck 
at the vision of my public life in 1920 
—a bow cravat over a double-width 
vestuui. 

lie shook his head and smiled wisely. 

J am instinctively against hoarding, 
hut i know that if I did not buy it 
Jones would, and then some fine day, 
when nobody else had a shirt left, he 
would swagger about, and make my 
life intolerable. This decided me and 
1 bought the piece. 

A few days later it occurred to mo 
that it might be advisable to lay down 
some sock# My idoa was in perfect 
unison with that of my hosier and 
habordasher. Socks were going to be 
unprocurable in a tew months. I 
patted myself on the back and bought 
up tho 1916 vintage of Llama-Llama 
footwear. The following week thirty- 













Muthei (In clul'l who lias been naughty). “Aiiun't you avnuiu vsiumi.ii or vonuKM ? * 
t’hilil “Wnu,, Moinr.it, 1 w\sn’t, Hut now that you 'vk biti.ousti o ir L am." 


seven shirts arrived and I had to buy “Sir,” T said, turning to the stranger, 
a now cbest-of-drawers. “1 believe you are about to make a 

I This, as 1 luivo stated bofore, was selection from these articles (I indicated 
about a year ago. Yesterday I paid them individually), which you imagine 
my hosier and haberdasher another to he I he last of their i ace ” 

Yisit. If all tho hone factories had not lie nodded at mo ill a bewildered 
been too exclusively engaged, etc., etc., sort of way. 

.1 wished to buy a collar stud. There was “In a few months,” I continued ro¬ 
an elderly man standing in tho shop, inorsclessly, “ they will ho absolutely 
lie was quite alone, contemplating a unprocurable” (ho gave a start of recog- 
mountain of garments. There were nit ion), “ and you, having bought thorn, 
little vesties, double-width vostums and will sneak thtough life with tho feel- 
oidinary woollen affairs. mgs of a food-hoarder, mingled with 

You could.have knocked mo over those of the man who slew the last 
with a dress sock. Camberwell lleauty. 1 know tho slate 

And where was my hosier and halier of mind. Hut you need not distress 
dasher? Had the stranger—just aw uk yourself. These garments (1 indicated 
ened to the value of his possessions - them again) will only he unprocurable 
entered the shop and suddenly cast all because they are in your possession, 
this treasure upon the counter? I 1 have about half-a-ton myself, which, 
imagined tho shock of this procedure until a few minutes age, would have 
on a man liko my hosier and halier- been quite unprocurable. Hut 1 have 
dasher, whoso heart was perhaps a changed my mind and, if you will come 
trifle woolly. Ilad lie collapsed? I with mo, you can take your choice 
glanced surreptitiously behind a para- with a clear conscience, and (I glanced 
pot of clocked socks. maliciously at my fadod hosier and 

A moment later, from somewhere haberdasher) at the prices which were 
in the hack premises, ho appeared prevalent a year ago.” 
carrying a large balo of flannel, which I linked my arm with that of the 
he cast caber-wise upon the counter, stranger, and together we passed out 
I was dumbfounded. of the shop into the unpolluted light 

Then I knew the truth. of day. 


T’RHTKNDJNCi. 

I know a magic woodland with grassy 
rides that ring 

To strange fantastic music and whirr 
of elfin wing, 

Where all the oaks and beeches, moss- 
mantled to the knees, 

Are really fairy princes pretending to 
bo trees. 

I know a magic moorland with wild 
winds drifting by, 

And pools among the peat-hags that 
mirror hack the sky; 

And therein golden hruekon the fronds 
that toss and turn 

Are really little people pretending to bo 
fern. 

1 wander in tho woodland, J walk tho 
magic moor; 

Sometimes I meet with fairies, some¬ 
times 1 ‘in not so sure ; 

And oft I pause and wonder among 
' tho green and gold 
If I am not a child again- -pretending 
to be old. W. II. O. 

It is understood that the I’ood-Con- 
thoi,t,rh has protested against the 
forcible feeding of hunger-strikers. If 
they want to commit the Yappy Dis¬ 
patch, why shouldn't they ? 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monthly, November 19 th. —Such a 
runh of Pool's to the lluuso of Com¬ 
mons has seldom boon seen. Lord 
Wimbohmo, who knows something of j 
congested districts, arrived early and 
secured the covoted seat over the clock. 
Lord Curbon, holding a watching brief 
for the War Cabinet, was only just in 
time to secure a place; and Lord 
CorHT.N kY and several others found 
“standing room only," If wo have 
many more crises Sir Annum Mono 
will have to make provision for strap- 
bangers. 

There was very little sign of passion 
in Mr. Asquith’s measured criticism of 
the Allied Council and of the 1’rimk 
Minister’s speech on the subject in 
Paris. Jlis foil was carefully buttoned, 
and though it administered a shrewd 
thrust now and again it was not in¬ 
tended to draw blood. 

At first the Prime Ministeu followed 
this excellent example, and contented 
himself with defending, and incidentally 
re-composing, his Paris oration. The 
Allied Council, a8 now depicted, was a j 
horse of quite another colour from what j 
it seemed in Paris. A further example 
of caiiwit/layt:, 1 suppose. 

Only when he came to deal with his 
Press critics did ho let hiiusclf go, to 
the delight of tho House, which loves 
him in Ins swashbuckling mood. As lie 
confessed, however, that he had deliber¬ 
ately made “ a disagrooablo speech " in 
Paris in order to got it talked about, 

11 10 Press will probably consider itself 
absolved. 

Tuesday , November 201//.-- Like John 
Hull, as represented in last week’s 
cartoon, Lord Lamington has ai rived at 
the conclusion that compulsory ration¬ 
ing must come, and the sooner ‘the 
bettor. Lord Rhondda, however, is 
still hopoful that John will tighten hts 
own belt, and save him tho trouble. 
“More Yapping and Loss Biting” 
should he our motto. But if we fail 
to live up to it, the machinery for com¬ 
pulsory rationing iH all ready. Indood, 
according to Lord Dkaonfort, it has 
been ready since April last, when an j 
“S.O.S.” to tlic local authorities was 
on the point of being sent, hut a timely 
increase in imports stepped it. 

Nobody doubts Commander Wedg¬ 
wood’s essential patriotism; ho has 
proved it like a knight of old on his 
body; but ho is unfortunate in some 
of his political associates, who take 
advantage of his good nature. A hook 
with a preface bv himself had boon 
seized by tho polieo ou suspicion of 
being seditious, and he loudly demanded 
to be prosecuted. But Kir George 
Cue was not inclined to set up a legal 


presumption that the writer of a preface 
is responsible for the rest of tho book. 
Jf lie were, a good many “forewords” 
would, 1 imagine, never have boen 
written. 

I Wednesday, November 'list .—By a 
strange oversight the Royal Marines 
wore not specifically mentioned in tho 
recent Vote of Thanks to tho Services. 
Apparently tho fact that this country 
is proud of them is ono of those things 
that must net he told to the Marines. 
But Dr. Macnamara assured the House 
that the omission should now ho re¬ 
paired. 

There lias been a shortage of pro¬ 
visions in the city where Lath) Gotliva. 
suffered from a shortage of clothes. 



■ilih fml was carefully buttoned 
Alu. Asquint. 


Mr. Coynes was prompt with a remedy. 
A representative of tho Food-Oon- 
troleer has alroady been sent to 
Coventry. 

Conscientious Objectors found a 
doughty champion in Lord Hugh 
Oeiti,. Rarely has an unpopular caso 
been fortified with a greater wealth 
of legal, historical and ethical argu¬ 
ment. Only once, when ho accused 
Mr. Bon Ait Law of holding the same 
doctrine as Herr Betiimann-IIollweg, 
did he lose, for a momeut, the sympathy 
of his audionee. But he soon recovered 
hiiusclf, and thereafter hold tho House 
rapt with Cecilian harmonies. 

, To such ft lofty plane, indeed, had 
the debate been lifted that Mr. Eqnami 
McNeill, tall as ho is, lmd some diffi¬ 
culty in bringing it down to earth again; 
and when the division was called the 


spell was still working, and cn a very 
big House tho “Conchies” only lost 
their votes by thirty-eight. 

Thursday, November 22nd,- -Pending 
the introduction of the promised censor¬ 
ship of Parliamentary Questions, Mr. 
Josefh Kino is working overtime. No 
story is too fantastically impossible to 
find a shelter undor his hospitable hat. 
To-day it was a secret treaty between 
the Russian Government (old stylo) and 
the French Ropublic, by which Belgium 
was to he compensated at the expense 
of Holland. Lord Robert Cecil de¬ 
nounced it as an invention of the oneiriy. 
But I don’t suppose tho denial had the 
smallest effect upon Mr. King, who 
probably wont off arid dined heartily 
on a magnum of mare’s-nost soup. 

A tremendous accession to the ranks 
of tho Sinn Feiners has boon narrowly 
averted. Whon Members read the menu 
which, according to Major Newman, 
tho Irish Government has adopted for 
political prisoners—three good square 
meals aday, including an egg, ton ounces 
of meat, a pound and a half of bread, 
two pints and a half of milk, and real 
butter- they were strongly minded to 
enlist under Mr. de Vai, era’s banner 
and gel, themselves arrested forth with. 
But Mr. Duke’s emphatic denial 
shattered their dream of repletion at 
the taxpayers’ oxpenso. 

A final attompt to get proportional 
representation included in the Franchise 
Bill was heavily defeated. In a dash¬ 
ing attempt to save it Sir Mask 
Sykes declared that tho old Hatanswill 
methods of electioneering had gone for 
ever—“ no mouth was large onough to 
kiss thirty thousand babies.” But tho 
majority of tho House seemed to be 
more impressed by tho self-sacrificing 
argument of that eminent temperance 
advocate, Sir Thomas Whittaker, who 
feared that “ P.R.” would load to an 
increase in “milk-and-water politicians.” 


Always Something New From Africa. 

“ A Belgian Kast African communique says 
that before the converging advance of the 
Anglo-German Belgian columns, the enemy 
retired to the south hank of the Kilimboro.” 

Mombasa Times. 

Wo seom to have met some of these 
Anglo-German columns in the Pacifist 
Press. 

“ Our machines then bombed tho General, 
in which tho German Head-quarters at Con¬ 
stantinople aro reported to ho situated.” 

Times. 

The General must have been stout, 
even for a German. 

“ Not having regained consciousness the 
jKilicc aro left with little tangible evidence to 
work upon .”—Daily Telegraph. 

Let us hope they will soon come to. 





HOW TO UTILISE OUR SKILLED CRAFTSMEN. 

First Lieutenant. “ WilAT was this man before nc joined?” Petti/ officer. " OrTiciAN, Sis.” 

First Lieutenant. “W'lIAT HAD WE SETTER (ilVE HIM TO DO?” Petty Officer. “ Till' III I ’8 THEM l'UI.-iMMlE hl'OIIINO (II.ASSES, 

Sin. The eeatiifu sthai- is broken off them. He cored si’lict: in a imeol; o' cod i.inf.." 


T ,, ,, , Tr i t ,,,, ,, . , v , Tn Ho ecus warm and safe wlioii lio crept bonealh a cloak of 

LE POILU 1)E CARCASSONNE. horizon-hlue; 

Tiif. jioilus of Franco on tho Western Front arc brave as They clipped fresh busi/nri in his rough white coat as the 
bravo can bo, weiuy months dragged on, 

Whether they hail from rich Provence or from mined And all the sector knows him now as /<■ I'm lit. tie Curcas- 
Picardio; sonue. 

Jt's tho self-samo heart from the lazy Loiro and tho busy 

banks of Koine, And in icturn he keeps then - hearts from tlmt haunting foo, . 

Undaunted by perpetual mud or cold or gas or pain ; l'ennui ; 

And all are as guy as men know how whoso wealth and lie’s their plaything, friend, and sentry loo, mil a lover of 
friends are gone, devilry ; 

But tl.o gayest of all is a little white dog that camo from He helps them to hunt out ruts or Bodies; lie burrows aud 
Carcassomio. sniffs for mines, 

Ho was brought as a pup by a Midi man to a sector along Aad 'f « ro J! ls 'Y 1,en U,f: niun,orous hi,r, ‘J? l,cl llio ’ BC,v ‘ uni,, S 
th© Aisno abov© tho linos. 

But his man laid the wire one pitch-black night and never IIis ^‘ lo bUlck ” 0SlJ k a ‘l uivci ' l."«*«vor a raid 

camo back again. , ... ., „ .„ , , ,, . 

The pup stood by with one oar down and tl.o other a And *'7 ^ ™ liU I ,ndo - . ' ^ ll ' 'I' 11 ' 1 "’ ellr mnac ‘ vnlie 
question mark, 1 0,1,1 dc L > 

And at times ho licked his dead friend’s face and at times T , 110Ue )nol ,, „, l(1 u |,en I hoy went to rest in their 

ho mod to bark, , . . , , _ , J 

Till the listening sentry heard tho sound, and when the , )1 . e > & ruuie< h ltlc '» 

i i : 14 i , J 13ut when they returned to the front-line trench lie was 

daylight shone • , i ■ , , , i 

Ho looked abroad and cried, “Bon Gttictt! Cent lc jioiltt TI J ut * tti * p easoi o x, K l -', 

dc Carcassonne! ” ll ° s , , Uj0 s l ,lnL <jf fun ,tso!f ' f d so " 1,011 o!hei 1,10,1 focl 

blue, 9 

So the dead man’s copains kept tho dog on the strength of IIis friends remark, “ Lc. cufttrd, qitoi ? On Vcmmalt pas 
the company, che.: turns! ” 

Aad whoever went short it was not tho pup, though a So when you drink to tho valiant French and the glorious 
greedy pup was ho; fights they’ve won 

They gave nim tlieir choicest bits of sinja and drops of Just raise your glass to a little white dog that camo Iran 

pinard too; Carcassonne. 
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(this player lias a way of removing Mr. George Bellamy’s Welsh Disestab' 
AT THE "CAY. straw). In the dramatic passage in lisher and Mr. Griffith IIumehreyb' 

“ Loyalty.” which, returning after being broken in exuberaut German press-agent of the 

If you aro a pernickety intellectual a German prison, he relates some of pre-war poriod were both really shrewd 
(soi-ilmant) you may really pormit the horrors of which it is good for us studies. 

yourself to bo faintly amused at the to be reminded, ho rose to the height Of the light sort there were but 
fiery zeal of the mystery-wrapt author of his fine talent. His exquisite elocu- five—and one of these, the editor's 
of Loyalty for bis (or, quite possibly, tion— a remarkable feat of virtuosity— secretary, at heart an honest patriot, 
her) country's cause in this difficult was in itself a sheer dolight. hut in fact eating the bread of shame, 

hour. If you are cast in the common Mr. Stutelihury, the editor, pacifist was perhaps not altogether of the right 

human mould that nowadays is scon and sentimental democrat, was dealt to sort. Still ho did get off his chest at 
for the glorious thing it is, you will Mr. Lennox I'awle. IIo played his last tho pent-up passion of yoars, and 
respond to many single-minded, whole- hand well. There was never such very well lie did it, with the help of 
some thoughts in tho impassioned an editor outsido Bedlam; but Mr. Mr. Handle Ayrton, whoso subtle little 
statement of his thesis. And if you I'awle is a resourceful person and touches, building up a picture of a 
happen to belong to that simple dis- by a score of clover tricks of gesture disheartened back, were very adroit 
credited breed, the English, so long and business made a reasonable figure indeed. 

overshadowed by the nimbler Britons, of fun for our obloquy. All but broken Then there was young Henri) Craig, 

you may have quite a nice little private, in the end, but still claiming that bo at tho beginning an undergraduate in 


you may have quite a nice little private in the end, but still claiming that ho at tho beginning an undergraduate in 
thrill of your own, a thrill of pride iu bad “ the larger vision ” (as he certainly 1 his last term, at the end a V.O. in his last 
your precious stone, and resting - place. Mr. Fkr- 

bogin to think with serious- , —civai, Clarke's was an 

ness of the advantages of — adequate pleasant study. 

“ home rule all round ” in ^y\ a ^° was Mr. Philii* 

an England-for-the-Eng- 13 Anthony’s of a Canadian, 

lisli mood, and of the value l\ is A full of strange idioms, who 

of a nationalism that is as yfwjll j I qvF A/vr\ butted in to just tho wrong 

irrational as conjugal or -dfmllml ill (It \ corner of Elect Street to 

mother love—and as fine. yffnUu\\\ll\uIs.I 'Mg- ~~~V'"'\ l ,u ^ the editor wise about 

The author’s hero is an l i uMluI IT 111 | ^'C intentions of a Gor- 

Englishnian of the wander- I S many in which ho had 

ing type, assistant editor \ vft\\\\\\\ UpyyW ^\ S |.A||||)I; spent Jiis last two years, 

on a crauk paper- The SjW A\'" 1 '!///)/gf And then there was splen- 

play is a protracted debate Q- - 1 til V , W fit 1 I didly English Frank Ay- 

in four sessions, June, I § Bium'ing If / ffnwL W/f tj /ctf.exileretuniod,unspoilt 

1914; July, 1914; August, I * «JK| ig BHBf MmffiMffll by the cynicism of party 

1914 ; September, 1916. j and paper, whose fortune 

And here tho author makes came to him just at the 

his most serious mistake, Ft *psychological Diomout, en¬ 
tile mistake made by Mr. fy abling him to give bis pro- 

IIenuy Arthur Jones in prietor notice aud fight 

his recent squib. If he Till: IAGHXF.K SIDE OF FDITOltlAl, LIFF,. and win a by-election in 

had contrived his Hit.Lie Prank Aylett .Mr. V. Ac lirey Smith. tlio astonied man’s own 

Navy folk, tho proprietor, Aniheu Craiy .Miss Viola Turk. constituency, besides 


his recent squib. If be Till: LIGHTER SII)K OF EDITORIAL LIFF,. and win a by-election in 

had contrived his Utile Prank Aylett . Mr. 0. Ailuu.y Smith. tho astonied man’s own 

Navy folk, tho proprietor, Anthea Craig .Miss Viola Thee. constituency, besides 

editor and revolving cranks as some- had the larger diameter), there was a j carrying off his daughter (Miss Viola 
thing more than mere caricatures, certain dignity of pathos in his exit, a Tree), who was tho fifth of tho light 
brands of straw prepared forhisconsum- late amende by an otherwise remorseless sort. What more plausible English 
ing bonfires, he would have strength- puppet-maker. Mr. Sydney Paxton as hero than Mr. C. Aubrey Smith, 
ened, not weakened, his excellent case, a pillar of Nonconformity offered a except that he had to talk a good deal 
He lias quoted his enemies’ mistakes clever study in the unctuous-grotesque; more than seemed appropriate to his 
without their excuses, their texts with- Mr. Vincent Sternhoyd sketched a type? Tlicro was a well-managed post¬ 
nut their contexts. And that is a form portrait of a nut-consuming impenitent election scene when bo was at his best 
of propaganda which can only touch disarmamontist. Tho author is tlio first, (as was the author). And all through 
the converted, or such of them as are so fai ns 1 know, to give public emphasis there was good and sometimes glorious 

not stirred by a sporting instinct to a to the queer fact of natural history that senso for those to hoar who bad ears, 

certain mood of protest and a wish that there is some connection betweon ex- The programme promised us about 
tho other fellow should bo given abettor t,remo opinions and the prominence of a month’s interval betweon Acts I. and 
start in the heresy bunt. tho Adam’s apple of the holder of thorn II. It was actually loss than that; 

The (Iranians per so me, then, divide — a fact on which 1 have often pondered. but if Mr. J. 11. Squire’s musicianly 
themselves into the mon of straw and Mr. M. Mohand, tho aggressive Soots orchestra bad not been there to charm 
the right sort. Of tho formor you have member of tho oloetion committee, us wo might conceivably have been 

first Sir Andrew Cranj, chairman of inspired to great heights of insobrioty bored. T. 

the party in his constituency and editor by the return of bis London-Seottish . ... 

of The New Standard (thoro wore indeed nephew from tho Pront, sounded a wol- More Commercial Candour, 

altogether new standards of efficiency, come human note, as did Mr. Sam “ For Bale.—A 15 H.P., C cyl. —,— Car, 


mentality and hospitality in that rather Livkbey, the Labour Member of the tourmg body, fitted with overy latest con- 
imaginative newspaper office of the committee, shaken out of bis detach- 

First Act). Mr. Fisher White gave us mont mto an extreme explicitness of (hmranteod over 25-galla. to tho mile by 
the courtly-obstinate old man to the life language by a Zeppelin raid experience. Agents. Rs. 11,000 .”—Indian Paper. 
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HEROES. 

Ik the question were put to a company 
of young women, “ Wliat is the most 
thrilling experience you can have in 
a Loudon street V ” the odds are a 
thousand to one that they would reply 
that nothing could be more thrilling 
than to meet a famous actor in plain 
clothes and identify him. 1 am not 
a young woman myself, but I should 
he inclined to share their opinion. 
There is somolhing about an actor in 
real life, moving along like a human 
being—ono of us—that always stirs 
my pulse. It is exciting enough to see 
Mr. Lloyd Geo hoe or Mr. Asquith or 
Sir Olivkh Lodge ; but no one stirs 
the imagination like an actor. 

That is why I still tremble a little 
whenever I think of my good fortune 
the other afternoon in the Haymarket, 
and why my pen shakes as 1 commit 
the adventure to paper. For I mot 
face to face two of tho most success¬ 
ful actors in London—at the present 
moment, in the world. 

I was walking up the Haymarket in 
tho vain, hoping, in spite of the new pro¬ 
hibitive rates, that I might see an empty 
oab, when l met them coming down. 
They were walking with a man whom 
I,did aot recognise, and, like me, were 


j getting wot. Ono thinks of successful 
actors as ridingalways in taxis; but taxis 
arc very rate nowadays, particularly in 
the wet, and somehow it did not seem 
unnatural that they should he on loot. 
1 am glad enough that they wore, or I 
should have missed my frisson : and 
others would have suffered a similar 
loss, for the recognition was not only 
on my part but on that of several 
passers-by, and it was instantaneous. 
Indeed, 1 hoard one lady tell her com¬ 
panion the name of tho play they are 
in and the extraordinary length of its 
run, and since she spoke loudly I 
thought how delightful it must bo 
to ho a theatrical celebrity and hear 
cordial things like that as you move 
about. Neither ol thorn paid any atten¬ 
tion, however, although their friend 
showed signs that tho flattery had not 
escaped him; tho two Uluetrions (to 
coin a word) morely walked on, superior 
to our homage, and disappeared into 
Charles Street, where the stage door 
of His Majesty's is. 

Pouring though it was, aud grovelling 
admirer of footligbt favourites as 1 am, 
somehow I never thought to offer either 
of them my umbrella. But then one 
doesn’t offer an umbrella to a donkey 
or a camel, even though they arc two 
of the stars of Clm Chin Chow. 


Another Injustice. 

From a Sinn Fein speech:-- 

“ When Ireland was silent Kngland did not 
hear lier cry out."— Wicklow News-Letter, 

■‘Why Mioimn A ltuiwiT cost 2s. 3d.? 
Tins question from n render induces mu to 
postpone until next week my analysis o£ the 
high cost of onions.'’— Km pi to News. 

On the principle that it is bettor to 
make sure of the rabbit bol'ore arrang¬ 
ing about tho stuffing. 

“Stockholm, Tuesday. 
News from Finland shows that the Socialist 
leaders have Jest control of tho workmen, and 
all kinds of excesses are taking place. Tho 
present Commandant at Toriieu was a sailor, 
the head of the passport office was a tailor, 
mul the clnel telegraphic censor a tinker.” 

Central News, 

We miss the soldier, to say nothing of 
"apothecary, ploughbov, thief." 

■ Scholars and tragedians between them 
seem to have appropriated the. right to keep 
Shakespeare's memory green. Hut there a re 
other Jtiehmouda in the field, humble ltieh- 
iiionds, not wdW read . . . John of (Taunt, 
crying that his England ‘never did nor never 
.shall lie at the proud foot of a conqueror , . ” 

The Times. 

* 

Tho writer who thus deprived the 
Bastard in King John of his famous 
lines was, we infer, one of the ‘’other 
Richmonds.” e 
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SUGAR. 

An Elkouc Ode. 

Queen of tho palate ! Universal Sweet! 

Gastronomy's delectable Giooonda! 

Sirieo with submission loyally I erect 
And follow out the regimen of Bhonmja, 

I cannot be considered indiscreet 
If I essay, bid, never go beyond, a 
Brief elegiac tribute to a, sway 
'By sterner needs now hugely swept away. 

Thy candy soothes the infant in its pram ; 

Thou aildest mellowness to old brown sherry; 

Thou glorifies! marmalade, on Gam 

And Isis making breakfast-tables merry; 

Thou loudest magic to the meanest jam 
Compounded of the most insipid berry ; 

And cansfc conveit the sourest crabs and quinces 
To jellies lit for epicures and princes. 

Thou charmest unalloyed, in loaf or lumps 

Or crystals; brown and moist, or white and pounded ; 
1 never was so deeply in tho dumps 

That, once thy fount of sweetness I bad sounded, 
Courage returned not; oven with the mumps 
I still could view with gratitude unbounded 
Tiro navigators of heroic Spam 
Who found the Mew World—and the sugar-cane. 

Sprinkled on buttered bread thou dost excite 
In human boys insatiable cravings. 

On Turkish (1 regret to say) Delight 

Thou hirest them to dissipate their savings, 

Instead of banking them, or sitting tight, 

Or buying useful books and good engravings; 

And lastly, mixed with strawberries and cream, 

Thou art more than a dish, thou art a dream. 

Before noeessity, that knows no ruth, 

Ordained thy frugal uso in tea and coffee, 

Some Stoics banned thee—men who in their youth 
Showed an unnatural dislike of toffee; 

Eor sweetness charms the normal human tooth, 
Sweetness inspires the singer’s torulerest stroplio, 
Since old Liiohetii's musically chid 
Tho curse of life— uman illiquid. 

Ea>i snare, I admit, is rather lame 

Compared with boor or whisky blent with soda; 

But gallant Erenchmon, experts at this game, 
Commend it highly either as a codn 
Or prelude to their meals, arid much tho saino 
Is sherbet, which tho Gaokwav of Baroda 
And otlior Oriental satraps quail 
In preference to ale or half-and-half. 

Nor must 1 fail, O potont saccharin! 

Thou chomic offspring of by-products coaly, 

Late comer on the culinary scene, 

To hail thy aid, although it may ho lowly 
Even compared with beot; for thou hast been 
Employed in sweeteniug my roly-poly— 

Thou whom I once regarded as a dose 
And now the active rival of glucose I 

But still I hear some jaundiced critic say, 

Some rigid self-appointod censor mortem, 

" Why harp upon the pleasures of a day 
When freely sweetened was each cup and jorum, 


Ere stern controllers had begun to stay ,. 

Tho genial outflow of the fans laporum ? 

Now sugar's scarce, and wo must do without it, 
Why lot regretful fancy play about it? ” 

True, yet it greatly goes against the grain, 

Unless one lias the patience of Ulyssos, 

Wholly and resolutely to refrain 

From dwelling on the memory of past blissos ; 
Forbidden fruits allure tho strong and sano; 

.Toys loved hut lost are what one ehioily misses; 
This is my host excuse if 1 deplore 
“ So sad, so sweet, the days that aro no moro." 


’TATEES. 

Scene; At “ The, Plough and Horses." 

“ Von seen 1‘arson lately, George?” 

“ Not lately I ain't, Luther.” 

“ Not since ’is 'talers he out o’ ground ? ” 

“ No. Finest crop in-village, some do say.” 
i “That be light—sov’ral ton of ’em there bo.” 

“What to goodness do ’o want ’em all for, then? Tm 
an’ ’s wife an’ a maid ’ll never cat all them ’tators.” 

“I’ll tell you what ’o says to me, for'appen Vll say 
it to you, George, when 'o comes acrost you next. 'E says 
to mo, ‘ i Ve growed as many potatoes as 1 ’vc had strength 
to grow, an’ they ’vo prospered exceedin’ly,’ ’e says, • thank 
God! So if any deservin’ folk in my parish gets through 
wi’ their own crop an’ wants more later on they ’as only 
to come to me, for I’ve growed moro ’an my ’ouso’old ’ll 
cat if they was to cat all day.’ " 

“ ’U ho proud o’ that? ” 

“Fine an’ proud 'e ho.” 

“An’ yet it bo some’at unfort’nato too. For all of us as 
is left in this ’ere parish ’as growed as many ’tutors as 
they’ll lie like to need, same as ’o. So 1 don’t see nought 
hut disappointment for Parson an’ a lot o’ good ’talers 
lyin’ to rot in their pies.” 

“Some there bo too fond o’ Parson to let that ’appon. 
Mo an’ my wife he sendin’ few of ours to London ov’iy 
week or so. So in duo seuson we shall ho free to go to 
Parson an’ ’olp ’im through wi’ ’is, same as ’o wants us to. 

1 ’ears as others is doin’ some’at tho same as us—fear is 
as too many ’ll tumble to tho idea, which is why I ’d ’avo 
you koop it fro’ goin’ further, George.” 

"Silent as th’ grave I’ll he. So you’re givin’ your 
’talers ’way to please Parson? Yet I do alius say as i 
’talers what a man grows wi’ sweat of ’is own brow do 
boat all others in t’ eatin’." 

“That may ho; hut us can’t afford to he so mighty per- 
nickcrty in tune o’ war. Nor wo ain’t givin’ nothin ’way 
in manner o’ speakin'. Fair market price llioy gives for 
’em in London. So it ho somethin’ in ’and in theso ’ard 
times as well as savin’ Parson from a bitter disappoint¬ 
ment what ’o ain’t done nothin’ to deservo, so far as I 
can see.” —. . . .— 


“Two organ grinders,^ged 23 and 1C, woro taken to Charing Cross 
Hospital to-day with bad injuries and sevoro shock, tho result of 
a barrel organ getting out of control in Bosebery-avenue.” 

Evening Paper. 

They should try a less dangerous instrument next time. 


“‘Seed potatoes’ means potatoes grown in Scotland or Ireland in 
tho year 1917, or grown in England or Wales in the year 1917 from 
sood grown in Scotland or Ireland in the year 1910, which will pass 
through a riddle having a ljj-in. mesh, and will not pass through 
a riddle having a l|-in. mesh .”-—Journal of the Hoard of Agriculture. 

We ourselves cannot get through any riddle of this kind. 
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Sergeant (instructing squad of volunteer* in physical drill). “This 'hub hkxkrcisk is intended to ’abden the muscles of thh 

STUM MICK AND MAKE IT HIMI'HUYIOUK TO OEBMAJS BULLETS HIM CASE OF HI NYASTON," 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

It is difficult within the ordinary limits of a reviow in 
these columns to say all that one feels or oven to express 
adequately one’s gratitude after roading the two volumes 
of Lord Mobley's generous and delightful licrolleetions 
(Macmillan). I soam to have boon sitting with him in a 
largo and comfortable library while the groat Viscount 
rolled me out liis mind, now breaking out into a glowing 
oulogy of George Meredith, Joseph Chamuerlatn or 
Leslie Stephen, or again dashing off with a few firm 
and skilful strokes a portrait of John Mill or Herbert 
Spencer, or some other intellectual giant of that nineteenth 
century which Lord Mobley nobly defends and of which 
he himself was grande decus columcnque. The hook is 
crammed with passagos that arouse and maintain pleasure 
in tho reader and clamour for quotation on tho part of the 
reviewer. “Meredith,” we are told, “who did not know 
Mill in person, once spoko to me of him, with the con¬ 
fident intuition proper to imaginative genius, as partaking 
of the Spinster. Disraeli, when Mill made an oarly 
speech in Parliament, raised his eye-glass and murmured 
to a neighbour on the bench, * Ah, the Finishing Gover¬ 
ness.' ” Or wo are introduced to Spencer at Mill's 
table: “Tho host said to him at dessert that Grote, who 
was present, would like to hoar him oxplain one or more 
of his viows about the equilibration of molecules in some' 
relation or other. Spencer, after an instant of good- 
natured hesitation, complied with unbroken fluency for a 
quarter-of-an-hour or more. Grote followed every word 
intently, and in the end expressed himself as well satisfied. 
Mill, as we moved off into the drawing-room, declared to 


me his admiration of a wonderful piece of lucid exposition. 
Fawcett, in a whisper, asked mo if I understood a word 
of it, for be did not. Luckily I bad no timo to answer." 
Or again: “ Another contributor [to The Saturday lteview] 
was tho important man who became Lord Salisbury. He 
and I were alone together in the editorial anteroom every 
Tuesday morning, awaiting our commissions, but lie too 
bad a talent for silence, and wo exchanged no words, oithor 
now or on any future occasion.” IIow charming a picture 
is this of two shy British publicists maintaining towards 
one another, against every possible discouragement, an in¬ 
violable silence. Not even the weather could tempt them 
to break it. Yet tho great characteristic of this book is 
the large-hearted tolerance of comment and judgment 
which makes it emphatically a friendly book. As such I 
commend it with all tho warmth in my power. 

For her new story, Missing (Collins), Mrs. Humphry 
Ward has used her knowledge, already proved elsewhere, of 
two settings, the English Lakes and a Base Hospital some¬ 
where in France. Also perhaps her knowledge of human 
nature, though I liko to think that there are not many elder 
sisters so calculatingly callous as Bridget. Tho bother 
about lior was that she sadly wanted her attractive younger 
sistor to marry a sufficient establishmout, not, I fear, from 
wholly altruistic motives. So she was not altogether sorry 
when the impocunious sokuer-husband, whom Nelly had 
personally preferred, was reported missing, thus leaving tho 
chance once again open. Then, just as her plans seomed to 
be prospering, word came secretly to her that there was a 
man shattered and with moinory lost in a baso hospital 
who might possibly bo the brother-in-law whom she so 
emphatically didn't want. What happens upon this you 
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shall find out for yourself. Mrs. Humphry Ward, as you 
will notico, has no fear of a dramatic, even melodramatic, 
situation ; handles it, indeed, with a skill that the most 
popular might envy. Thence onwards the story, perhaps a 
trifle slow in starting, gathers force. The two visits to the 
e.imp at X-(a vory thin disguise for a place that no 


Englishman of our time will ever forget) av 
vivid ; the last chapters especially being as moving as any 
thing that Mrs. Ward has given us, whether in her popular, 
profound or propagandist manner. 


Lately, Mr. E. E. Henson scorns lo have been devoting 
himself almost wholly to chronicling the short and simple 
annals of tho middle-aged. With one exception, all his 
recent protagonists have been, if not exactly in the sore and 
yellow, at least ripely mature. Ho that such a title as that 
of his latest novel, An Autumn Sowing ((Jor.r.iNs), produced 


boon preparing to write all hie days, ever since,,as a boy, 
ho first opened the “ magic casement.” A book represent¬ 
ing so long and ardent a devotion, and written by one 
whoso loyalties have always been so cordially sustained 
and acknowledged, could not but glow; and it is its 
warmth of feeling which, lo my mind, peculiarly marks 
e admirably this very distinguished work. It is more than a life; it is 
vim' as nnv- a “ companion ” to Keats so complete and understanding 
that one can with confidence apply to it the abused word, 
“definitive." Critical essays on the poet no doubt will 
continue to appear, but this is the last biographical monu¬ 
ment likelv to he raised to him. 


Your enjoyment of Tim Head of the Family (Methuen) 
may in a measure depend upon your capacity to appreciate 
William Linhhoni and the glory of his "groat flaming 
board." To mo, unhappily, William was an uncouth rustic, 


m me rather a feeling of familiar expectancy than of just that and very little else; but ho possessed some mys- 
surpriso. Also when the wrapper artist clothes a volume torious attraction for women ; so, at any rate, Mrs. Henry 


with a picture of an elderly gentleman obviously giving up Dudeney tells me, though she does not explain to my 


an attractive young wo¬ 
man of perhaps one-third 
his years it is idle to pre¬ 
tend that the contents 
retain all tho thrill of the 
unforeseen. Having said 
so much, I can let myself 
go in praise (as how often 
before) of those qualities 
of insight and gently sub- 
acid humour that make a 
Benson novel an interlude 
of pure onjoymont to the 
“jadedreviewer.” Incase 
tho indiscreet cover may 
happily have been ro- 
movod beforo the volume 
reaches your hands, I do 
not propose to give away 
the plot in any detail, j 
The autumn sowing of 
course produces a crop 
not exactly of wild oats, 
but of romantic tares l 
that springs in tho hitherto barren heart of one Keeling, 
prosperous tradesman, husband, father, mayor, public 
benefactor and baronet, by reason of the too sympa¬ 
thetic damsol who typos his letters and catalogues his 
library. That library shows Mr. Benson’s genius ; without 
it I should hardly have been able to believe in tho sub 


i 

A CONSOLINO 


Jielatrd Traveller (surprised hij a Lull when talcing a short rut to Hr 
station). “By jovk! I bklikvr 1 shall catch that train afthr all.’ 


satisfaction what it was. 
Phoebe ■ Louisa married 
him partly because she 
wanted a man to help 
in her greengrocery; but 
what charm he had for 
her soon waned, and Bhe 
smote hard when she 
I ! caught him philandering 
with Beaus ire Fillery. It 
was all the lady’s fault ; 
William had, so to speak, 
only to wave his heard 
and she was at his feet. 
But if tho hirsute feature 
j of this story leaves me 
cold it is easy enough to 
! enjoy and admire the rest. 

! The Firebraces, spoken of 
: here as "The Family,” 
are most ad mirahly d raw u. 
Never has tho condescen¬ 
sion of county people to 
those less exalted in birth 
been described with more delightful irony. True that 



THOUGHT. 


some of tho Firebruocs kicked over tho traces and married 
whom they listed, hut tho family as a whole was rooted 
deep enough to stand shocks which would have devastated 
people of less assured position. The scenes of the story 
are laid in and.around Lewes, a part of England dear to 
sequent happenings, but, given this " secret garden," all Mrs. Duukney’s heart, and of which she writes with real 
tho tragedy is explained. 1 have left myself no space in comprehension and devotion, 
which to do justice to some admirable characterization. 

Keeling’s wife is worthy of a place in tho author’s long By a self-denying ordinance Mr. Punch declines, as a 
gallery of woolly-witled matrons; while in Silvmlale ho general rule, to review in theso columns the work of his 
has givoti a study of clerical futility and egotism almost Staff. But he may permit himself to announce to all 
savage in its detestability, a portrait at which one laughs lovers of tho gay humour of " A. A. M.” that Messrs. 


and shudders together. Of course tho book will hate, and 
deserve, a huge welcomo. 


Holder and ,Stoughton have just brought out a now 
novel, Once on a Time, by Mr. Alan A. Milnk, with 
illustrations by Mr. H. Mi. Brook. 


The union of scholarship and sympathy, enthusiasm and 
eloquence, is rare; yet these qualities are to he found in 
perfect harmony in the stately volume on the poets' poet 
which has just been published under the stylo, on the 
cover, Life of John Keats, and on the title-page, John Keats, 

His Life and Poetry, His Friends, Critic*and After-Fame 
(Macmillan) —a volume upon which Sir Sidney Colvin 
has been engaged ever since hie retirement from the Print 1.800 days were destroyed .’’—Singapore Free IWcss. 
Room of tho British Museum, and may be said to have Let us hope that every day had its dog, 


" Alexander had his 'Plutarch * always under his pillow.” 

British Weekly. 

This must have been a very early edition. 

"Colombo is suffering from an attack Of rabies and there have 
been 38 cases reported so far. In the first six mouths of the year 
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CHARIVARIA. 

The announcement of Mr. Justice 
Bray that bigamy is rampant at the 
present time has been drawn to the 
notice of the Food-Controlled, who 
wishes it to be clearly understood that 
under no circumstances will the head 
of a family be allowed a sugar ration 
for more than one wife. 

❖ * 

“ 1 have in my possession,” writes a 
correspondent of The Evening News, 
“ a loaf of bread made by my husband’s 
mother in 1821.” This should dispose 
of the popular belief that nobody anti¬ 
cipated the War except Mr. B latch- 

FORD, ^ ^ 

# 

Lug-worms are being sold at Deal 
for live, shillings a score. 

They are stated to form 
an ngreeablo substitute for 
macaroni. t * 

* 

“ In China," says The 
Daily Express, “ a chicken 
can still be purchased for 
sixpence.” Intending pur¬ 
chasers should note, how¬ 
ever, that at present tho 
return faro to Shanghai 
brings the total cost a trifle 
in excess of the present 
London prices. 


A recent applicant to tho 
Warwickshire Appeal Tri¬ 
bunal claimed that he had 
captured the German shsll- 
less egg trade. He donied 
that the enemy had pur¬ 
posely allowed it to escape. 


A notice exhibited in tho window of 
a Bermondsey public-house bears tho 
words, “ There i3 nothing like Govern¬ 
ment Ale.” Agreed. 


V 


“ Shrimps,” says a Southern Com¬ 
mand Order, “ should not be purchased 
where a long train journey is involved.” 
For soldiors, however, who require 
this kind of diet little excursions to the 
seaside can always he arranged for 

with tho C.O. 

‘ 

At Aberavon tho other day tho son 
of an interned German was bitten by 
a dog which he had kicked by acoidont. 
The dog of course did not know it was 
an accident. * 

Ik ‘ 

Wo are the first to record the fact 


orders at once, as they can only bo 
dealt with in strict rotation. 

* t 

The prisoner who escaped from the 
Manchester Assize Court, after being 
sentenced to threo years’ imprisonment, 
has explained that ho was just pro- 
tending to be a German prisoner. 



An awkward situation has arisen 
through Mr. George Bernard Shaw 
and Mr. George Moore having solved 
the Irish problem in tho same week, as 
one or the other of them is certain to 
claim the credit of having his solution 
rejeetod. * * 

"Blasting” for tin is being carried 
on in an experimental station in Corn¬ 
wall. Similar operations are said to 
be used in searching for 
sugar. 


1 We ’ll no ovnu in there, Jock.’* 

‘For why, Don a i.’ ? ’’ 

‘Man, it’s got an awfu’ Gerrman-ukk name, von." 


-wishes to recom- 

a boy (15) who has done 


A tramp charged at Kingston with 
begging was wearing three overcoats, 
two coats, two pair of trousers and an 
enormous pair of boots. It seems 
strango that this man should not have 
realised that he was in a position to 
earn a handsome salary as a music-hall 
comedian. # 

* 

Owing to a cow straying on the line 
at Acton Bridge last week a goods 
train was derailed. It seems that the 
unfortunate animal was not aware that 

cow-catchers had been abolished. 

* * 

It is reported that the two thousand 
taxi-drivers still on strike have deoided 
to offer their services to Sir Auckland 
Geddes for munition work. Suitable 
employment will be found for them in 
a high-expletive factory, 

* 

In New York a club has been started 
exclusively for golfers. The others in¬ 
sisted on it. 


that a dear old lady, the other morn¬ 
ing, went up to tho Tank in Trafalgar 
Square and offered it a bun. 


* * 
* 


We should like to deny tho rumour 
that when he heard of Lord Rother- 
merf.’s appointment to the Air Ministry 
Lord Northclikfe muttered, "Alas! 
my poor brother.” 


* * 


More bread is being oaten than ever, 
says tho Food Controller. It appears 
that the stuff is now eaten by itself, 
instoad of being spread thinly on 
butter, as in pre-war days. 


* * 

* 


The largest telescope in the World 
has just been erected at the Mount 
Wilson Observatory in California. En¬ 
thusiasts predict that the end of the 
War will bo clearly visible through it. 

£ * 

Owing to searoity of petrol several 
fire-brigades have had again to resort 
to horses. In consequence people who 
have fires are requested to place their 


A Daughter of Lilith. 

" Gentlewoman, with tame 
snake, wanU quiet home, sub¬ 
urban family, small garden i 
no others ; no animals.'’ 

Melbourne Argus. 

“'Mrs. — 
mend 

well in tho pantry. 

Moslem Daily Press. 
But would Sir Arthur 
Yaw approve? 

" Will any generous soul 
savo and buy up a young 
scholar, foreign (British) aris¬ 
tocracy, by helping him in his 
first struggle (legal profession) ? 
acceptable only on returnable 
condition.’’ 

Manchester Guardian. 
Before starting to save for 
the above purpose, we 
should like to know more about this 
scion of the "foreign (British) aristo¬ 
cracy.” We don’t want to find our¬ 
selves trading with the enemy. 

“ Canon-made a strong comment on 

the proposal to use the Tilley water for public 
consumption during his sermon on Sunday 
morning .”—Provincial Paper. 

The rev. gentleman cannot believe that 
his sermons are so dry as all that. 


that a very superior cow will be slaughtered 
on tho 20th evening and exposed on tho morn¬ 
ing of the 21st for sale .”—Mailtos Mail. 

That ought to Btop her swanking. 


11 Camouflaged , Attack. 

* Paris, Thursday. 

All the newspapers print long aocounts of 
the new offensive, under tho heading, • Great 
British Victory,’ and All agree in assigning the 
chief honours attack, and tho new British 
method of organ-attack, and the new British 
method of organising the offensive in secret." 

Provincial Paper. 

And very well camouflaged, too. 


vol. run. 
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LEAVES FROM A LONDON NOTE-BOOK. 

Bv Oun Man About Town. 

(With acknowledgments to some of our 
Metropolitan penny rreniuj papers.) 

Sugar Cards. 

A liipinned official tells mo that 
the discovery that a liumher of people 
inovo about from place to place, that 
servants sometimes leave their situa¬ 
tions, and that households are con¬ 
sequently liable to variation in their 
personnel, is due to a vory smart 
member of the Sugar Commission, who 
will bo suitably decorated. This dis 
eovory, on tbo very eve of compulsory 
rationing in other commodities, will 
mean an immonso saving of national 
funds. Instead of billions, only a few 
millions of cards will need to bo 
destroyed—a very useful economy. 

A Great Mayfair Effort. 

The Mayfair Tableaux Association 
will shortly bold a Fancy Dress Exhibi¬ 
tion of Really Beautiful War-workers. 
The subjects represented will range 
from Cleotatua to Botticelli’s “ Pri- 
mavora," and from Salome to the 
Sistine Madonna. Preliminary photo¬ 
graphs are about to appear in tbo 
Society Press. Tbo particular object 
of this great sacrifice in tbo cause of 
charity has not yot been determined 
upou, but will be announced in due 
course. 

The Submarine Menace. 

No significance should be attached 
to recent statistics of torpedoed ships 
in view of public announcements to tbo 
effect that tbo submarine menace has 
been practically scotched. 

International Bolo. 

The British Parliamentary Branch 
of the International Bolo C!ul> indig¬ 
nantly deny that they have received 
a single pony, or any loss sum, from 
German sympathisers in support of 
Pacifist propaganda. They generously 
recognise that Germany's economical 
straits are oven greater than ours, and 
they would not willingly, oven for the 
sake of a common cause, put a.strain 
upou tho resources of their German 
friouds. 

Mahon ge. 

The other day I consulted au old 
friend on the Imperial Staff as to the 
pronunciation of Mahenge, tho scene of 
our latest victory in East Africa. From 
the evasive character of bis reply I 
gathered that my inquiry was of the 
nature of au indiscretion.. 

The Cabinot and the 1 Vicious 
Cirele.” 

Several members of tbo Cabinot— 


tbo one that doesn’t meet—have in¬ 
formed mo of their conviction that, in 
the event of tho War lasting on into 
1920, there is every prospect of estab¬ 
lishing an elementary co-ordination be¬ 
tween the various Government depart¬ 
ments. Meanwhile they ask me to 
correct u confusion in the public mind 
by which tho "Vicious Circle” is re¬ 
garded as a synonym for thcmselvos. 

Manhood and Moral. 

Every day brings mo ft sheaf of 
correspondence in which I am asked 
to give my opinion as to our prospects 
of victory in the near future. 1 have 
one foimula for reply. I refer my 
correspondents to a recurrent para¬ 
graph in The Times under the heading 
‘‘News in Brief.” It runs as follows: 
"At the close of play yesterday in the 
billiard match of 10,000 points up, 
hetwoon Inman and Stevenson, at the 
Grand Hall, Leicester Square, the 
scores were,” etc., etc. After all, tho 
deciding features in the Great World- 
Struggle will he manhood and moral. 

Trotsky’s Peaoo Overtures. 

From private sources, which corro¬ 
borate tho information given to tho 
public, 1 hear that tho Spanish Charge- 
d'Affaires at 1‘etrograd is the only 
member of the Diplomatic Corps in 
that capital who has taken cognisance 
of Trotsky's overtures (winch, of 
course, must ho distinguished from 
Tsuilukowsky’k). I very much doubt 
if Kino Alfonso had a hand in this, 
though lie has moro than once inti¬ 
mated to mo his desire for peace. 

Lansdowne and Lenin. 

What with tho aircraft strike at 
Coventry and tho activities of Lord 
Lansdowne, Lenin and others, this has 
been a groat week for Pacifists and Pro- 
Bosches. In Germany, whore the Pm s 
has eagerly followed 'The Daily Tele¬ 
graph in giving prominenco to Lord 
Lansdowne’s views, it is felt that our 
ex-Foreign Secretary ought to receive 
a stop in tho poorago, with the title 
Duke of Lansdowne and Ilandsup. 

The Premier Abroad. 

In conversation with Mr. Lloyd 
George, on the occasion of one of bis 
flying visits to England, I learned how 
much he regretted that pressure of 
time prevented him while in Italy from 
running over to Venice and ascending 
I the restored Campanilo. While in re¬ 
sidence in Paris, howovor, he had had 
the pietism o of renewing his acquaint¬ 
ance with.the Eiffel Tower. 

Browning and Swinburne. 

During the dark hour of trial through 
which Italy has been passing, my 
thoughts have often strayed to Asolo in 


the Trovisau, the scone oCPippu Passes, 
by the late Robert Browning (whom 
I know well), “ Italy, what of the 
night V ” wroto my old friend Swin¬ 
burne. “ Morning's at seven ! " replies 
Pippa. Those brave words have heart¬ 
ened mo a good deal. O. S. 

TO A DACHSHUND. 

[About tho proviso nationality of whoso 
ronioto progenitor whether Danish, Flemish, 
or British through tho old English Turnspit — 
tho writer will n-i stay to argue.) 

My faithful Peter, mount upon iny knee, 

And shame mo with the patience of 
your eyes, 

Till 1 for divers patriots that he 
Humbly apologise. 

Not for tho streot-boy—him you had 
for years 

And, knowing, make allowance for 
his ways, 

If hoots of ignorance and stones and 
jeers 

Martyr your latter days ; 

But for such shoddy patriots as jo : n 

Tho street-boy's manners to a petty 
mind,' 

And dealing little in true-minted coin 
Tender tho baser kind. 

For instanco. Smith (till lately Griin- 
delhorn), 

Who meets you with your mistress 
all alone, 

And growls a “Gorman beast!” with 
sensuloss acorn 

In a (still) guttural tone. 

And Jonos, who owes his mansion to 
the War 

And lo\os to drown great luncheons 
in champagne, 

But who, to provo ho loves his England 
more, 

Strikes at you with his cane. 

Tho while Miss Podsnap, who in dogs 
can brook 

No namo that smacks of Teuton, 
snatches up, 

Lost you contaminate it with a look, 
Her Pomeranian pup. . 

Forgive thorn, Pete 1 Wo are not all 
well bred, 

Not all so wise, so sensible as you; 
Not all our sires, for generations dead, 
To Bi itisli homes were true. 

Yet, prizing steadfast love and fealty, 
somo 

The gulf of their deficiencies may 
span, 

And learn of you tlio virtues that be¬ 
come 

An English gentleman. 

We wisli Russia wouldn’t wash her 
dirty Lenin in public. 
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MILLIE AND THE “KAYSER.” 

Millio is a “daily help.” Who it 
is lliat she holps—whether herself or 
her employer—1 am not in a posit ion 
to say, for 1 am only temporarily a 
lodger in the house where Millie helps, 
and she doesn't help mo much. But 
to-day I have made her hear and under¬ 
stand one whole sentence. It is the 
first time during the six days that wo 
have known each other that 1 have 
conveyed anything to her except by 
graphic gesticulation and grimace. 

.1 accepted the fact at the outset that 
my soft and seductive tones could never 
ponetYate Millie’s stone-deafness. Only 
the loudest and angriest remarks are 
audible to Millie, so I preserve an atti¬ 
tude of silent facial amiability in all 
my relations with her. 

Balaam could not 
have looked more sur¬ 
prised than did Millie 
this evening when, in 
the act of clearing away 
my latest meal, she 
heard mo say, “ Leave 
the matches.” 

She stopped dead and 
looked at me over the 
tray of dirty crockery. 

Her expression was not 
unfriendly. 

“But I got t' look 
after myself,” she ex¬ 
plained i “ I'd ho all 
done up if I hadn’t they 
matches in the morn¬ 
ing to light the fire and 
all. You wouldn't get 
no bath-water.” 

“ I want to smoke,” I 
said obstinately. 

She kept her hand over the box of 
matches. She had not heard. I made 
intelligent signs illustrative of the 
lighting of a cigaretto. Millie told mo, 
in pure Cornish 

“You can only got a box at a time 
now, and half-a-pound o' sugar I gets 
when 1 shows my card, and they do say 
wo won't get that—only quarter soon. 
I d like to got at that Kayskr ! 1 'd 
smash him up, I would 1 ” She said 
this in the kindest, most bonign way, 
with a smile as nearly caressing as a 
smile without front teeth can bo. 
“He'd come short off if 1 got to him ! 
And he deserves it, I'm sure,” she 
concluded, as she departed—with tho 
matches . . . 

A long walk over the Cornish cliffs 
in tho gusty North wind from the 
Atlantic had made me drowsy, and 


stature and round-backed, who showed 
her fifty-odd years unflinchingly to the 
world; Millio with her felt slippers and 
her overall and coarse hands; Millie, 
tho possessor of a sugar-card—and the 
mighty War Lord, stern and implacable, 
trying to subdue the world to his will. 


into him; the rest of the company were 
unknown to me. They were all engaged 
in a heated discussion when suddenly 
there came a knock at the door, a knock 
whiclj, to mo, was curiously familiar. 

During the silence that ensued Millie 
walked into the room. She was still 


And Millie only wished she could get woaring her overall and felt slippers, 
near him to smash him up- "tho and she had not waited to put on a hat 
KaYKK it would coiuu short off.” ... or oven to straighten her hair. She 
;• * came forward unhesitatingly, with her 

The lamp-lit cott ago room faded; the short, shuffling stops and, disregarding 
sound of November winds and swirling tho furious demand of a Bavarian 


loaves outside died away. For a 
moment I peered through a greyish- 
bluo moving mist—it might have boon 
cigarette smoko; gradually I distin¬ 
guished forms and colours beyond; 
then tho fog lifted and I looked upon 
an electrically-lighted room, with tho 



Friend (to Cinema Commissionaire, who has received notice). 
you 'UK LIC A VIS’. X THOUOHT VOU WAS A FIXTURE ’EKE.” 

Commissionaire. "Is anybody a fixture in thf.hf. times? 
Tsah of Husbia, Tino, Tuipitz, and the uebt of ’em.” 

aspect of an office dc luxe. There were | 
telephones and file cases, typewriters 
and all the appurtenances of business 
operations; the furnituro was massive 
and handsome, and carpets and hang¬ 
ings had every appearanco of magnifi¬ 
cence and costliness. 

I know without thought that this 


General as to who she was and how she 
dared to enter there, sho addressed 
herself to tho Kaiseu himself. She 
spoko in her normal tones, but to me 
there seemed something sinister about 
them at this moment, and 1 noticed 
that in her right hand she carried a 
I coal-hammer. 

- — ! Now above all things 

Millio hated broaking 
: coal and filling scuttles, 
and I knew that sho 
would not ho carrying 
a coal-hammer without 
a very special reason. 
Her words revealed it. 

" You, Kayher, I ’ve 
| been wanting to got 
'near you and smash 
’ you up, 1 have. You 'vo 
I gone a bit too far, you 
i liavo. .. No sugar with¬ 
out a card, and then 
j only half-a-pound, and 
' they do say it ’ll only 
be a quarter soon. And 
matches !—only one box 
at a time, and they don’t 
strike, and how's a 
body to light a fire at 
al! ? ” 

With this she lifted her coal-hammer 
and brought it down with all her force 
ou the Kaiseh’b head. Involuntarily 
I flinched; it was a terrible blow. 

Sevoral Generals, their iron crosses 
jingling, rushed forward and seized 
Millie, uttering guttural sounds of 
horror and indignation. But tho Kaiseu 


I 'M BEUI'ltlBKl) 


Look at the 


was the private room of Wilhelm of stood unmoved—yes, unmoved. Millio 
Prussia. He himself, standing with gaped at him. He ordered his satellites 
his hack to the roaring log fire in the to reloase her and, as they reluctantly 


deep grate, was too like the cartoons in 
the English papers to bo mistaken. 
The iron-grey hair and upturned mous¬ 
tache, the cold eyes and sardonic mouth 
were all there “as per invoice.” He 
was even wearing an aggressively 
Prussian uniform, and kept his spiked 
helmet on his head and his sword 


did so, Millie nodded her head at them. 

“ You leave me where I'm to! He 
can take up his own part,” she told 
them. 

The Kaiseu addressed her sternly. 

“Presumptuous woman,” ho said, 
“ it is not written that you Bhall be the 
cause of my death. There is some¬ 
thing much higher in store for me. You 
deserve worse than death at my bands; 


hanging at his side. 

' Tho CftoWN PriSoe was in evidence, 

as I sat before the fire my thoughts' disguised as a Death’s Hoad Hussar, but since you are from England I will 
wandered from Russian politics and and IIindenhuhg was oasily recognis- squeeze from you all the information I 
the Italian situation to Millie—and the ablo as he bristled with the nails which require and bend you to my uses.” 

“ Katser ": Millie, who was short of the admiring populace had hammered All this was obviously wasted on 
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Millie, who. heard nothing. Having 
waited politely until his lips stopped 
moving in speech, she again cracked 
him on the head with the coal-hammer. 

The Kaiser ignored this uncivil re¬ 
tort and spoke again. 

11 You shall go back to your match¬ 
less country and tell them there that 
we have plenty of matches in Gormany; 
that wo have kept on good terms with 
Stockholm, and our matches are made 
in Sweden. We have all we need to 
kindle every fire in hell. Now are you 
convinced that you are beaten ? ” 

He was interrupted hy another blow 
from the coal-hammer, which made 
him bite his tongue, for Miilio was 
becoming exasperated and put all her 
strength into the stroke. Tho Kaiseb 
stepped back. 

“Poor fool! You arc wasting your 
strength, even as Haig wastes his in 
blow after blow on tho Western front.” 

Hut even us ho uttered the lying 
boast ho tottered and fell back uncon¬ 
scious into the arms of Little Willie. 

The Generals and Statesmen gathered 
round their stricken master, gabbling 
purest Prussian. 

Millie appeared satisfied at last, 
although the Crown Prince had 
scarcely glanced at her, for she was not 
his type. She took advantage of tho 
commotion to procuro two boxes of 
matches which had been thrown 
carelessly on tho table. These she 
bestowod mysteriously beneath her 
overall. 

“ He deserved it too! ” she muttered 
contentodly as she hobbled to tho door; 
“ and 1 don't believe so much about all 
his matches either. You can only get 
two boxes at a tirao even hero.” With 
this reflection she unostentatiously 
departed. 

* * * * 

Again that familiar knock. . . . 

1 was back in my little Bitting-room 
in Cornwall aud Millie entered with my 
candle, which she put down on tho table 
rather noisily, I gave her the usual 
grin and nod of acknowledgment, and 
she wished mo good night and went. 

.In tho tray of the candlestick there 
was a box of matches. I picked it up 
and turned it over curiously. Could 
my dream have been true ? Or was it 
only a coincidence that in blatant red 
letters on that match-box were tho 
words:— 

“Male in Sweden.” 

“ Spokane (Washington), Monday. 

Troops raided tho I.W.W. headquarters and 
arrested James Rowan (leader) and 2} others 
on tho eve of threatened disturbances.” 

Toowoomba Gazette (Australia). 

Unfortunately in such cases half¬ 
measures are rarely successful. 







Sub (to A.V.M ., who him severely censured him for being without gloves, wearing collar of 
wrong colour, etr.). “Oh, by the by, Sir, how do you like the way 1 no my haiu?" 


“THE AUTUMN MEETING 
of the 

Wisbech Local Peace Association 
will be held on 

Wednesday, November 2Sth, 1017. 
Being full moon, a good attendance is ex¬ 
pected.” —Isle of Ely Advertiser. 

The Gothas would see that it was a 
peace-meeting aud leave it alone. 

“The tanks crossed the deep gulf of the 
Hindenburg main line, •pitching nose down¬ 
wards as they drew thoir long bodies over the 
parapets and rearing up again with their long 
forward reach of body and hoaving themselves 
on to the German paradise beyond." 

Yorkshire Evening Post. 

That is not what the Germans called.it. 


“ IF CAMBRIA FALLS- 

The possibilities in tho Now Battle.” 

Dublin Evening Herald. 

No wonder Mr. Lloyd George hurried 
olT to France. 

“ Ou the earth, the Broken acres; 

In the heaven, a perfect ground.” 

The Canadian Churchman. 

Of course Canada is bofore everything 
an agricultural country, and we feel 
sure that Browning would be the last, 
man to object to any adaptation of his 
lines which would make them more 
suited to the noeds of the people and 
the times. 
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THEATRICAL CORRESPONDENCE 

Kwit.yjno one answer to the ques¬ 
tion, “Wiiy nous A DRAM ATI:,T OROW 

OLD SOONER THAN ANYONE El.KK ? ” 

From (1. Sheridan Smith, author, to 

Sir James IJimJielil, actor-manager. 

Deyr Sir,— Herewith 1 am forward - 
ing a copy of an original throe-act 
comody, entitled, Mat mat Munitions. 
As tlio interest is largely topical I 
should iio much obliged if you could 
lot mo have your verdict upon it with 
as little delay as possible. 

Faithfully yotus, 

Cl. SiiKiumN Smith. 

From the Same to Ins fiiend, Buskin 
Browne, actor. 

Dear B. 15., —By this post I am 
sending my now comedy, Men and 
Munitions, to your manager, whom I 
beliove it should suit. If an occasion 
served for you to put in a word about 
it without too much trouble, I should 
be eternally grateful. 

Yours over, G. S. S. 

From Buskin Jiiowne, in answer. 

My hear M in, -With all the pleasure 
in life. 1 fancy wo 're changing our j 
bill shortly, and, as farce is all the rage j 
just now, l 'll boom your Munition Mad j 
directly I gel a chance. Host of luck. 

Yours, Bee-Bee. 

From (I. Sheridan Smith, m reply. 

.•1 telajrani. 

Thousand thanks play called mon 
and munitions comedy not farco. 

From the. Same la the Same, si.r weeks 
later. 

Dear 1.5. B.,—T hate to trouble you, 
but as l’\o board nothing yet from 
tho management about my comedy' I 
am writing to ask if you can give mo 
any idea of Kir.). B.’s intentions rogaul- 
ing it. Did be say anything that you 
dare repeat? Yours, (J. 8. 8. 

From Buskin Browne, in answer, a 
fortnight. later. 

Dear oi.d Bov, • No chance as yet, 
as tho chief has been away ill. But 
ho comes hack on Saturday, when I 
will mention tho farco to hiui without 
fail. 

Yours “while this machine is to 
him,'’ Bee-Bee. 

From G. Sheridan Smith to Sir James 
lien field, a month later. 

■ Dear Sir,—1 was profoundly grieved 
to learn from a mutual friend that you 
had boon so long on the sick list. Now, 
howovor, that you are at work again, 
and (I trust) fully restored to hoalth, 
may I hope for a verdict upon my 


comedy, Men and Munitions, at your 
earliest convenience? 

With warmest congratulations, 

1 am, Faithfully yours, 

G. Sheridan Smith. 

From Sir James Benfield. s Secretary, 
m answer, a week later. 

Dear Sir, —Sir James Benfield de¬ 
sires mo to acknowledge your letter, 
and (o inform you that ho has been 
away ill, and unable to attend to any 
correspondence. 

Faithfully yours, 

Basie Vyne-Pethkrinoton, 
Secretary. 

From Buskin Browne to (1. Sheridan 
Smith. 

Dear oi,n Man, —I hoard unofficially 
last night that your farce has had a 
quite lop-hole report from the reader, 
and might be put on almost at once. 
t\'a marehe! Anything for mo in it? 

B. B. 

From Basil Vyne-Petlic ring ton to G. 
Slid idan Smith, by same post as above. 

Dear Kir,— -In answer to your iu- 
[ quivv wo can trace no record of the 
roceipt of any MS. from you. If you 
will kindly let mo have particulars, 
namo of play, date when forwarded, 
etc., the matter shall receive further 
attention. Faithfully yours, 

B a si r. V yn u - Beth erington , 
Secretary. 

From (/. Sheridan Smith, in answer. 

A leteyrani. 

Aren and munitions comedy fourteen 
weeks ago kindly wire reply paid, 

lie ply to a bore. A telegram. 

No tiaee comedy entitled fourteen 
weeks suggest inquire post-office. 

Jlephi to above. 

Namo of comedy men and munitions 
reply paid urgent. 

Be ply to above. 

Your play returned last week. 

Be ply to above. 

Nothing arrived lioro please look 
again. 

From Basil Vyve-Petherington to 
jif. Sheridan Smith. 

Dear Sir,— -In returning herewith 
your blank-verse tragedy, Hadrian, I 
am desired by Sir James Benfield to 
thunk you for kindly allowing him the 
opportunity of reading it. 

Faithfully yours, 

Basil Vyne -Petiteiungton, 
Secretary. 

From Buskin Browne to G. Sheridan 
Smith. 

Dear odd Bor,—The A.S.M. told mo 


to-day that our backers won’t, look at 
farco, though tho chief simply loves 
yours. So I ’m afraid wo can only say 
hotter luck next time. 

Yours disappointed, B. B. 

From Basil Vyue-Tethering ton to G. 
Sh ndan Smith, fire weeks later. 

Dear Silt,— Sir James Benfield has 
been interested to learn that you have 
written a comedy of topical interest, 
called (ho understands) The Muni¬ 
tioned-. Should you caro to forward 
it for his consideration ho would be 
pleased to road if, and, if suitablo, to 
arrange for its production at this 
theatre. Faithfully yours, 

B a sir, Vyn k-Beth k ri n gton , 
Secretary. 

From G. Sheridan Smith, in reply. 

A telegram. 

Where did you get a name like that ? 

Fiom Basil Vyne-Pethcrington, in final 
answer, a month later. 

Sin,—J am requested by Sir James 
Benfield to state that ho has been 
compelled to make a rule never to send 
his autograph to sti augers. 

Yours faithfully, 

Basii, Vvne-Bethehington, 
Secretary. 

WHITE MAGIC. 

Blind folk see the fairies, 

Oh, better far than wo, 

Who miss tho sliming of their wings 
Because our eyes are filled with things 
We do not wish to see. 

They need not seok enclmntmont 
From solemn piintctl hooks, 

For all about, them as they go 
Tho fairies llutler to and fro 
With smiling, friendly looks. 

Deaf folk hear tho fairies 
Howovor soft their song; 

’Tis wo who lose tho honey sound 
Amid the clamour all around 
That beats tho whole day long. 

But they with gentle faces 
Sit quietly apart; 

What room have thoy for sorrowing 
While fairy minstrels sit and sing 
Closo to their listening heart ? 

.— E. F. 

Extract from a French account of 
the tanks in action in tho battlo for 
Cambrai:— 

“ Los chars d'assaut ourent aussi lour cri do 
guerre. Ton avant l'attaque, lo long do lour 
ligne courut nn message rope taut, on lo modi- 
fiant l< s gilroment, colui de Nelson A Trafalgar: 

‘ Jj’Anglutorre compto quo ehaquo tank fora 
anjourd'hui son dovoir sac re.' Havas. 

We had often wondered what the French 
was for “ Do your damnedest! ” Now 
we know. 




So HE BINGS UP fiOBINHON, 


WHO WILL BE DELIGHTED TO SHE HIM. 


Blown kxpbiuencks a distinct shock 
OS MEETING EOBINKON, 











TO MY BUTCHER. 

O nuTCiiEU, butcher of tho bullions eyo, 

That in hoarse accents hidst mo “buy, liny, buy !” 
Waving largo bands suffused with brutish goie, 
Have 1 not found thoo ovil to tho core? 

Tho greedy grocer grinds tho face of me, 

The baker tiadcs on my necessity, 

And from the milkman havo 1 no surcease, 

But thou art Plunder's pm feet masterpiece. 

These others are not always lost to shame; 

My grocer, now—last week ho lot me claim 
A pound of syrup ’t\\ as a kindly deed 
To help a follow-townsman in his need, 

Though harsh tho price, and I was feign to crawl 
About his feet ore J might buy at all. 

But thou—although a myriad flocks may crop 
By Sussex gorso or Cheviot’s grassy top, 

A myriad herds tumultuously snort 
From I’alos Verdes eastward to Del Node, 

Or where tlio tierce vaquero’s hold bravado 
Resounds about tho Llano Bstacado; 

Though every abattoir works overtimo 
And every stall in Smithliold groans with prime 
Cuts, bom thy lips tho ready lie falls pat, 
lfow thou art sold clean out of this and that, 

But will oblige mo, just for old tirno’s sake, 

With half a shin bone or some hard flank steak; 
Or (if with mutton 1 prefer to deck 
My fostivo hoard) I he scraggy end of neck. 

And once, when goaded to a desperate stand, 

1 wrung a sirloin from thy grudging hand, 

Did not thy hoy, a cheeky little brute 
With shifty eyes, mislay tho thing en route, 
Depositing at my address the bones 
Intondcd for tho dog of Mr. Jonos? 


I sometimes think that novor runs so thin 
The milk as when it loaves the milkman’s tin; 

That o\ cry link the sausagoman prepares 
Ilaibouis somo wandering Towser unawaios. 

And Binns, the baker (whom a munain seize!), 
.Immune from fraud's accustomed penalties, 

Sells me a stuff’ compound of string and lead, 

And lias tho nervo to name the subslanco bread. 

But deafer far to the voice of conscience grown 
The type that cuts mo off a pound of bone 
Wherefrom an ounce of fat forlornly drops. 

And calls tho thing two shillings’ worth of chops; 
More steeped in crimo the heart that dares to llecco 
My purse of oighteen-ponco for one small piece 
Of tripe, whereof, when times were not so hard. 

The price was fourpenco for tho running yard t 

Whereforo .1 hale thee, butcher, and would pass 
Untempted of thy viands. But, alas! 

Tho spirit that essays in master Rights 
To sip the honey from Parnassus’ heights, 

That daily doth his Pegasus bestride 

And keeps the War from spoiling on the side, 

Fails to ho fostorod by the sensuous sprout 
Or with horse carrots blow its waistcoat out. 

Ho, though I loathe thee, butcher, I must buy 
The tokons of thy heartless usury. 

Yot oft T dream that in somo life to come, 

Whore no sharp pangs assail the poet’s turn, 
Athwart high sunburnt plains I drive my plough, 
Untouched by earth's gross appetitos, and tlvou, 

My ox, my boast, goost groaning at tho tugs, 

And do I spare thy feelings? No, by jugs! 

With tireless lash I probe thy leaden feet, 

And boat and boat and beat and heat and beat. 

Ancon. 
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recciurc r»c dadi iamcmt oncounters, although the opponents, Lord Courtney that ho .was not of 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, like the toy " wrestlers ” of our youth, the croed of the conscientious objector. 

Monday, November 20th. —Rather a never got much “ forrader.” The They had been under the impression 
jolly day in the House of Commons. Monitor for West Toxteth lias probably that his public career bad been one 


It was pleasant to hear Lord Wolmeh, forgotten more about the shipping trade 
ingenuous youth, explaining, on behalf than his opponent evor knew. Rut for 
of the War Trade Department, that 
there was no danger of an unusually 
large consignment of rubber bathing- 
caps finding their way from Switzerland 
to the heads of German Frauloins. To 
Colonel Yatb belongs the credit of 
pointing out that people do not bathe 
in Switzerland in the winter. 

Whore Russia is concerned Mr. 11 al 
four declines to he included among 
tho prophets; all ho knows is that that 
unhappy country has not yet evolved 
a Government with which he can ne¬ 
gotiate. He was more explicit regard¬ 
ing the German tale of a .Privy Council 
in i9i:i, presided over by the Kino, at j 
which Mr. Asquith and Txird Kituh- j 
ener conspired with Bir Edward Grey ' 
and fjord Mom.F.y (whoso " Reminis- i 
cences” are strangely silent on tho 
subject) to declare war upon Germany. 

Who after this shall dare to say that the 
Germans have no imagination ? 

Mr. Winn Thorne considers that 
compulsory rationing ought to be post- i 

poned until the menus at the hotels 
and clubs are cut down to two courses. 

Homebody ought to invite Mr. Thorne, | 

who from his appearance I should judge j „ Can . t w0 and have a Htoak Komuwbfir , ? , 
to havo a healthy appetite, to partake of ,,, 

one of these (alleged) Gurgantuan feasts | 11 ' I,jL ,10,tNK ' 

and see what he thinks of it. His com- all that Sir Leo keeps his end up, 
nient would probably be, “Can’t we go though his assertion that tho consumer 
and have a steak somewhere V " would not benefit if the Government would havo disappeared from the roll 

When is a leallot not a leaflet? charged “ Blue-book rates” for ordinary of constituencies. In graceful tribute 

to the memory of Joseph Chamberlain 
tho House unanimously agreed to its 
reinstatement. It also changed the 
name of the Woodstock division to the 
Banbury division; but tho idea that 
this was done as a compliment 
to the junior Member for the 
City of London is, I am told, 
erroneous. 



long orgio of conscientious objection 
to everything that did not emanate 
from bis own capacious brain. Even 
his hat and his waistcoat proclaim his 
defiance of conventional opinion. 

For weeks past tho House of Com¬ 
mons has been invited to believe that 
German “ pill boxes ” were composed 
of British cement; and the ease seemed 
clear when a British ollicer wrote from 
Flanders the other day that he had 
discovered in tho German linos a livbol 
plainly marked “ Artificial Portland." 
Members were relieved to learn that 
the label came from a Belgian factory 
taken over by the Germans. “ If those 
pill-boxes had really boon made of our 
cement,” said a Medway representa¬ 
tive, “we should to hammering at 
them still." 

Thursday, November22th. —Question- 
Liruo would be much more amusing if 
Ministers and Members were more ac¬ 
complished in the art of repartee. A 
few are quick enough. When Mr. 
Lees Smith complained that one of his 
statements had been described by tho 
Foreicin Secretary as a mare’s nest 
Lord Robert Cecil swiftly replied that 
to did not remember the incident, but 
had no doubt that if bis right hon. 
friend used the term it was justified. 

Under tho Redistribution scheme as 
arranged by tho Boundary Commis¬ 
sioners the name West Birmingham 


is a 

“ When it is an election address,” says cargo does not convince everybody. 
Sir George Cave. At tho same time But then everybody does not understand 
he warned Mr. Kinu that if bethought Blue-books. 

to get round the now regulations by Wednesday, November 28tli. —Tho 
embodying bis peculiar views in the Peers were surprised to hear from 
form of electioneering literature 
lie might still collide with “Dora.” 

Tho warning was surely super¬ 
fluous. The last thing any Paci¬ 
fist M.P. wishes to do is to 
submit himself to the judgment 
of his constituents. 

Tuesday, November '21th. —Mr. 

M uthkrhon’s statement that 
ollieors with the Expeditionary 
Force aro supplied with whisky 
at prices varying from 3s. Gd. to 
Os. a bottle may have horrified 
tho teetotalers, hut has intensified 
tho patriotic desire of some of 
our Volunteors to share the hard¬ 
ships of those gallant fellows in 
the trenehos. 

There was another long-drawn- 
out duel between Mr. Houston 
and Sir Leo Gmozza Money on 
the subject of shipping freights. 

The House always enjoys there 



“ Kir too keeps his end up.” 


Mu. Houston. 


Sin Leo Oiuozza Money. 


“In such a Questionable 
Shape." 

“This, of course, brings up the 
almighty question—Who wrote Shape- 
spoaro ? Mr. George Moore in "The 
Observer.'' 

A short answer to this almighty 
question is—Either Mr. Georoe 
Moore or the writer who de¬ 
termined “ to call a spade a 
spape.” 

“ Cook-fienoral, good (26), Wanted 
immediately, or by Deoember 6th, for 
three months, in Exeter. Wages 60s. 
per mouth.” 

Express anil Echo (Exeter). 
Wo confidently hope that she has 
only one. 




BELIEVE ME OH BELT FA’E 
ME NOT. 

AtjThouqij ho had boon rendered ab¬ 
solutely dumb by shoU-shock tbo soldier 
was able to earn a little extra money 
by doing odd jobs. Hut nothing could 
get bis spooch back. 11 was a very stub¬ 
born and perplexing case. For eighteen 
months bo bad not succeeded in uttering 
a word, though understanding every¬ 
thing that was said to him. All tbo 
usual devicos bad failed ; ovory kind of 
sudden surpriso to startlo him into 
articulation bad been attempted ; elec¬ 
tricity bad boon passed through the 
muscles of the tonguo and larynx; 
doctors bad discussed him with a volu¬ 
bility only equalled by bis own silence. 
But be remained dumb. It seemed 
hopeless. 

Last week the mistress of tbo house 
where lie was mostly employed sent 
him to the grocer's with, as usual, a 
slip of paper. The paper was addressed 
to the grocer, and it said, “ Pleaso do 
your utmost to give tho boarer some 
sugar and tea. Even the smallest 
quantity will bo gratefully welcomed.” 


More War Economy. 

iScTCHKit. Wanted, Second Hand.” ; 

Mnnehcstn Evening Kara. j 

“ Southport.-Airs. —, Homely Apts ; ! 
sea view ; piano: mod."— Ihiili/ Papa. 

We approve Mrs. — 's candour about ! 
the piano, which accords with our own 
experience in seaside hoardiug-housos. 

‘‘Germany recently began culling up Class 
lUl'JO." — IIVi/i-iii Mail. 

The mid of the War may ho in sight, but 
it still seems to-be some distance off. 

“ hi districts where a number of shops were 
serving the sumo people and streets, they would 
bo ashed to ofi-operato so that butcher, baker 
and grocer would use the sumo vans. Traders 
who refused to comply with the scheme would i 
bo dealt with." - Evening Paper. 

But surely such unpatriotic shop¬ 
keepers should not bo dealt with. 

* .. — 

“ Iiost, on or about September SO last, a 
Gold Bar Brooch, with oliusto Scotch terrier 
in centre .”—Manchester Evening Mews. 

We are glad to seo that at least one 
of our dumb frionds has not been 
affected by tho wave of bigamy that 
has been sweeping over the country. 


Entering tho shop the soldier laid 
tho message on the counter, prepared 
to wait patiently for tbo harassed 
tradesman to attend to biin. lie bad 
often been tliero boforo and knew what 
it meant; but on this occasion the 
grocer instantly advanced to meet him, 
took the paper smilingly and read it. 

“ Certainly,” lie replied. “ I suppose 
four pounds of each would bo enough 
to go on with ? ” 

"Four pounds!” said tbo soldier. 
“ Strike me pink, she'd think herself 
the Queer, with four ouncos ! ” 

Things we Bhould like to see Illustrated. 

From a recent novel:— 

”... Then the gong went, mid she followed 
it into the dining-room ...” 

” Class A (fit for genoral service) is sub¬ 
divided as follows: — ]—Men actually fit for 
general service in any theatre in all respects. 
•2—Kecruits who should ho fit for A1 as soon 
as trained. 1)—Mon who have previously 
served with an expeditionary force, who should 
bo fit for ill as soon us ‘ hardened.’ ” 

Edits Paper. 

They must be well worth it, even hi a 
soft state. 
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Old hand {supplying dcbircd information to new arrival). “Those THLNUR up thebe? Oh, thev’uis canteens for the It.F.C.’’ 


THE HUT. 

As ordered, we marched the Buttery 
to B 3 fid 45.25. Header, have you ever 
lived in, or on, an unfurnished map- 
reference in Flanders? If not, permit, 
me to inform you that this group of 
letters and numerals represented a mud- 
flat pocked with ancient shell-craters, 
through which loafed an unwholesomo 
st ream under a bilious-looking sky. The 
Junior Subaltern, fresh from home, 
usked where the billets were. Wo could 
but bless his happy innocence and re¬ 
mind him that us Army Field Artillery 
we wore nobody’s children, the orphan 
bravoos of the Wostorn P'ront, and that 
for us a bunch of map co-ordinates was 
considered ample provision. 

The horses, having with proper pride 
sneered at the stream, were silenced 
with their nosebags, and then wo asked 
our cook what about it? That daunt¬ 
less artist in bully beef promptly brought 
our far-travolled moss-table into action 
in the open, and thus publicly wo sat 
round it on our valises and drank Vichy 
water until the novelty palled. Then 
tho rain began and the men once more 
united in wishing themselves in Ten¬ 
nessee. 

The Captain was now driven from tho 
bosom of the mess to find a Camp 
Commandant, and to tell him, with the 
Major’s compliments, that even tho 
personnel of Army Brigades were liable, 
in the words of the book, to deteriorate 
rapidly if unprotected from damp. The 
officer, whom he found lurking in a 


neighbouring Nisson hut, was tall and 
stately, but admitted, undor pressure, 
that to him was entrusted the steward¬ 
ship of our mud-flat and the adjacent 
camps, and that lie could give us a 
moss. Through the insistent drizzlo 
thisperson, smiling now very pleasantly, 
led us to a depressed wooden building 
that suggested a derelict Noah's Ark 
witli a sinister look about the windows. 
The bad-tempered sky scowled between 
tho planks of the roof; the querulous 
wind whined up through the floor; rats 
backod snarling into the comers on our 
entrance. 

“ This is tho place,” said tho C.C. 
“ You ’ll soon make yourselves very 
comfortahle.” 

That night I dreamed I was a “TJ ” 
boat, and started up, snorting, to find 
myself under a cascade, while the felt 
upon the roof hanged and rasped and 
flapped. It sounded as if the ark wore 
trying to fly, hut found its wings rusty. 
At dawn wo sent the Captain out, and 
refused him breakfast till by some re¬ 
source of ingenuity or crime he obtained 
certain sausages of new felt. These 
our fearless batmen unrolled and nailed 
upon tho roof. After his porridge we 
pushed him out again with a strong 
party under orders io carry the nearest 
R.E. dump by foroe or fraud, and secure 
large quantities of timber, nails, canvas 
and, if possible (the up-to-date R.E. 
dump secretes many unexpected com¬ 
modities), Turkey carpets, wall-paper, 
so|fa-cusbions and bedroom-slippers. 

Tho batmen were sent out with a 


limbered cart, some smoke shell and 
the total establishment of billhooks, and 
forbidden to return without sufficient 
materialfor bods toad a, window- shutters, 
bookshelves and chairs. By evening 
tho place began to feel habitable, and 
the C.C., when he lookod in to borrow a 
horse, endeared himself to us all by his 
obvious pleasure in our comparative 
comfort. We lent him the best horse 
in the battery. 

Tho Major’s batman devoted the 
following day to the construction of a 
species of retiring-room at one end of 
the hut, wherein the modest members 
of the mess might bathe and splash at 
ease. The remainder of the servants 
went out armed and returned with 
(1) a zinc'bath, (2) a stove, (3) acuokoo 
clock, (4) a large mirror, (5) a warming- 
pan. “ Once let us make a home for 
ourselves,” we said, “ and our energios 
will be freo to finish the War.” We 
devoted every cunning worker in the 
battery to this great end. Drill was 
abandoned, stables forgotten. We in¬ 
stalled hookshelves, bootjacks, a side¬ 
board, hat racks, a dumb waiter, a 
stand for the gramophone and a roll- 
top desk for the Major. The walls were 
tapestried with canvas, hung with pic¬ 
tures, scalps, and the various decora¬ 
tions won by members of the mess. 
The original building, disreputable and 
hateful, was hidden and forgotten. 

And then the C.C. called again, and, 
after a minute and admiring inspection 
of our abode, informed us that to his 
bitter sorrow he had to turn us out; 
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umteen battalions of infantry were com¬ 
ing in and had to be accommodated— 
this being an infantry camp. . . . 

That night, as I walked about in the 
rain, I lookod in at the open door of 
our lost home. Two N.C.O.’s wero 
sitting over our stove, lost, lonely in 
the elongated emptiness ; longing, 1 
knew, to be with their comrades bellow¬ 
ing in an adjacent hut. And so 1 
understood and know at length how 
Camp Commandants manage the main¬ 
tenance and improvement of their 
domain. I devote myself now to warn¬ 
ing the simple-hearted gunner against 
unfurnished huts and the hospitality of 
Camp Commandants. And some day 
I hope to be in a position to lond that 
particular C.C. another horse. 


fmncb’s IRoU of Donour. 

We deeply rogret to learn that 
Lieutenant George L. Brown, Loyal 
North Lancashire Regiment, who con¬ 
tributed sketches to Punch before the 
War, has died of wounds. 

Wo are very glad to say that Captain 
A. W. Lloyd, Royal Fusiliers, is making 
a good recovery from the severe wound 
which he received in East Africa. 


MARGARINE. 

A Housekeeper’s Palinode. 

Margarine —the prefix “ oleo-” 
Latterly has been effaced, 

Though no doubt in many a folio 
Of the grocer’s ledger tracod— 

Once 1 arrogantly rated 

You below the cheapest lard; 

Once your “ g " enunciated, 

With pedantic rigour, hard. 

How your elements were blended 
Naught I knew ; but wild surmise 

Hinted horrors that offended 
Squeamish aud fastidious eyes. 

Now this view, unjust, unfounded, 

I recant with deop remorse, 

Knowing yon are not compounded 
From the carcase of the horse. 

Still with glances far from genial 
I beheld you, margarine, 

And restricted you to menial 
Services in my cuisine. 

Still I felt myself unable, 

Though you helped to fry my fish, 

To endure you at my table 
Nestling in the butter-dish. 


Now that I have clearly tracked your 
Blameless progress from the nut, 

. I proclaim your manufacture 
As a boon, without a “ but.” 

Now I trudge to streots far distant, 
Humbly in your queue to stand, 
Till the grocer's tired assistant 
Dumps the packet in my hand. 

Though you lack the special savour 
Of the product of the churn, 

Still the dilforonco in flavour 
1 'm begiutiing to unlearn. 

Thoughts of Devonshire or Dorset 
From my mind have vanished quite, 
Since tho stern demands of war set 
Limits to my appetite. 

Butter is of course delicious; 

But when that is dear and scant 
Welcome, margarine, nutritious 
Palatable lubricant! 

- ■ ■ ■-- ■ — 1 - 

Thu uudewignod, who has just returned 
from the Front, begs to inform the Public 
that he has opened a Berber’s Shop on the 

ground floor of Mias-'a house ill Great 

George Street, whoro he id prepared to give 
Cuts in any stylo required.” 

Dominion Chronicle. 

Well, his customers can’t complain 
that they weren’t warned. 
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TO HELP OUR OTHER ARMY. 

With all eyes so focussed on the great deeds of our 
men in France, in Palestine and on the sea, there is a 
possibility of losing sight now and then cf the constant 
and devoted efforts of the women and girls at home, 
without whose co-operation the War could not be success¬ 
fully waged at all. We are the debtors not only of the 
munition workers who, in their hundreds of thousands, 
are toiling for victory, but of women and girls in myriad 
other employments, which they have cheerfully attacked 
and mastered ; and any little thing that we can do for 
them should, Mr. Punch holds, be done. A practical 
and very simple way of adding to their happiness and 
well-being is to contribute a mite to the funds of the Girls’ 
Friendly Society, an organisation with the finest traditions, 
which is doing its best to build rest and recreation huts 
all over England, for the purpose of conserving the health 
and spirits of our great feminine army. A moment's 
thought will show how vitally and nationally important 
such help is. Contributions should be sent to the Secre¬ 
tary, War Emergency Committee, Girls’ Friendly Society, 
39, Victoria Street, S.W.l. 


MY AUNT MATILDA. 

“ Tt 'k too had,” said Franeosca, “ it really is. It ’ll spoil 
Christmas.” 

“ Tho question is," I said, “ that this House do accept my 
Aunt Matilda’s invitation of herself to stay in it for an 
uncertain period at or about Christmas. 1 think the Ayes 
have it.” 

“Tho Noes have it,” shouted Francesca. 

“ Francesca," 1 said, “ it's no use struggling, and you 
know it. We’ve got to have Aunt Matilda, and there’s an 
end of it." 

“There isn't an end of it at all. It’s only just begin¬ 
ning, and it’ll go on getting worse and worse.” 

“ You do not soom to realise,” 1 said, “ what the posses¬ 
sion of an aunt like Aunt Matilda means. She is like all 
the aunts you’ve ever read about in novels, only moio so. 
Sho'.s so true to typo that you can hardly believe in her 
existence. To be related to her is to havo a Stake in the 
Country and to bo part of the British Constitution, which 
sho ardently believes in without knowing anything about it. 
She s been a widow for fifteen years, and— - ” 

“ Poor old tiling,” said Francesca, “ so she has.” 

" - for fifteen solitary years sho has battled against the 
world, and managed her business affairs extraordinarily 
well; and yet she believes that women are perfect fools, 
and pities them from tho bottom of her hoail for being 
women.” 

“ As far as I’m concerned,” said Francesca, “ sho may 
pity all tho other women if she’ll only not pity me. if j 
have a headache sho not only pities me, hut despises me 
as a weakling utterly uniiflod to manage a household. No, 
my dear, I can't face if. Your Aunt Matilda’s too much 
for me.” 

“ 1 admit,” 1 said, “ that sho's a good deal." 

“ And of course sho 'll bring her maid.” 

“ And her pug.” 

“ Whose namo is ‘MaeLachlan,' and you mustn’t call him 
'Mao' because it's disrespectful.” 

"And the children won’t he allowed to shout about the 
houso when sho takos her nap. And of course they will 
shout about tho house, and thou thero’ll he trouble.” 

“ And tho children will bo compared with other children 
who are much bettor behaved.” 


“It’s a queer thing, but tho children don’t seem to mind 
her.” 

“ She biibos them with chocolates.” 

“ Well, she won’t do it any more, because there are no 
chocolates in the world. Chocolates are a luxury.” 

“ So's your aunt,” said Francesca. “She’s tho biggest 
luxury I ovor hoard of. She’s rare—I might almost say 
uniquo. She’s expensive, and sho can be done without. 
Obviously she’s forbidden by tho Dofonco of the Realm Act. 
Wo shall he fined and imprisoned if wo conceal her hero.” 

“Well, you'd bettor sit down nnd tell her so, and got 
it off your chest.” 

“1 suppose I must play the lmmhug.” 

“ Yes, do. Sho 'll see through you all right, though.” 
“Oh, 1 say,” said Francesca, “there’s a P.S. to her 
lottor. She says she's saved two pounds out of her sugar 
ration, and she’s sending it to us as a Christinas prosont. 
Isn’t sho an old topper? ” 

“ Yes," I said, “ I forgive her everything. Is two pounds 
a lot ? ” 

"It’s generally supposed to he just two pounds," said 
Francesca. _ __ It. G. L. 

THE VENGEANCE. 

1 NKVP.it liked tho man at Number Nine, 

■ But now my breast is bursting with its wrongs, 

For when wo had a few old friends to dino 

And crownod our feasting with somo gontlo songs, 
Instead of simply drinking in the glamour, 

Tho charm of it, lie had tho cheek to hammer 
The party-wall with pokers and with tongs. 

Ah, mo 1 that Art should suffer such disdain 1 
But what can one expect in time of war? 

Mayhap our minstrelsy had given pain 
To somo tired patriot in bed next-door — 

Rome woary soul that all day fashions fusos, 

To whom Ins sloop is more than all tho Muses— 

And so, for England's sake wo sang no moro. 

No longer now tho hideous truth is hid : 

The man is nothing hut a Pacifist ; 

And, what is worso, lie draws four hundred quid 
For representing views which don’t exist, 

Although in Parliament, without his poker, 

1 'in glad to see they would not hear the eroakor, 

But when lie talked they only howled and hissed, 

And now all Hammersmith with zeal prepares 
To make a night of it when next we sing; 

Wo shall not wasto our soft romantic airs, 

But the glad street with warlike strains shall ring 
Of blood and armaments and Fritz’s whacking, 

And ho shall hammer till tho walls are cracking, 

Anil the whole suburb joins us in “Tho King.” 

... -.. A. P. II. 

One of the Cannibal Islands P 

“Tho unfrequented coral harbour was an idoal spot for this opera¬ 
tion. The 00 odd mon and women on the Scoadlor wero landed, and 
the natives, avid for change of diet, welcomed them.”—- The Times. 

“ A distinctive uniform will bo given tho now Air Service when 
tho old is worn out, Major Baird announces.”— Daily Mail. 

An officer in the R.F.C. writes to say that the old Ait- 
Service has no intention of woaring out. 

“ The coroner said poople would bo wise to carry electric torches or 
newspapers, and ladies should wear something white—a pocket hand¬ 
kerchief would be hotter than nothing.”— Sunday Observer. 

Certainly " better than nothing," but a newspaper would 
make a more showy costume. 
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THE NEW LANGUAGE. 

Tommy [to inquisitive French children). “Nah, thus, alley toot sweet, as’ tub tooteu tub sweETEbI" 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Beamed Clerks.) 

At this date “The .'Junior Sub” fortunaloly neods no 
introduction to a public that has long gathered him and 
bis to its appreciative heart. I should not like to guess 
how many people load and enjoyed The First Hundred 
Thousand ; they all, and more, will delight in tho appear¬ 
ance of Carrying On (Blackwood), in which the exploits 
of tho famous regiment, of Major Wagstaffe and Captain 
Bobby Little and the rest of them are continued. What 
the preciso war position of Ian JIay may bo by now I am 
unaware, hut l should emphatically suggest liis appoint¬ 
ment to tho post of Official Cheoror-Up. i'orha] s (how 
shall I put it?) the eye-pieces of tho writer's mask are 
a trifle too rose-coloured for strict realism; great-hearted 
gontlernon as wo know, our heroes to be, are they always 
quite so merry and bright as hero? One can hut hope so. 
In any case, as special propaganda on tho part of tho 
O.C.U., the stories could hardly ho bettered. One, colled 
“ Tho Push that Failed," I would order to ho read aloud to 
tho workers in every munition factory in tho laud; its 
heartening tale of how the British pooplo had, to tho 
paralysed astonishment of Brother Bosch, “delivered tho 
goods ’* to such effect that his projected spectacular attack 
under the eyes of William tho Worst was smashed before 
it began, is of a kind to strengthen the most weary arm. 
While 1 was yet upon the final page the bells in a famous 
abbey towor close by broko into grateful clamour for tbo 
nows of victory. But Ian Hay does not wait on victory; 
he has his joy-bells ringing always in our hearts. 

The Tree of Heaven (Cassell) spread its friendly branches 
over a pleasant cornor of a roomy Hampstead garden. 


Matter-of-fact Anthony, tho limber mei-chunt, always would 
insist that it was a mere common ash ; but the others, 
Frances, and the children, Dorothy, Michael, A icky and 
adopted Veronica, know better, as also, no doubt, did 
Jane-Pussy and her little son, Jerry, who was Nicky's most 
especial pal. Miss May Sinclair, without being a con¬ 
scienceless sentimentalist, docs us tbo tine service of re¬ 
minding us that the world of men is not all drab ugliness, 
but that there are beautiful human relationships and un¬ 
selfish characters, and wholesome training which justifies 
itself in tbo day of trial. She divides her charming 
chronicle into three parts- Peace, Tbo Vortex, and Victory. 
Tbo first deals with the childhood of tho happy brood of 
Anthony and Frances, delicate studies subtly differentiated. 
Even tho little cats have their astonishing individuality, 
and I don't envy anyone who can road of Jerry’s death 
and Nicky’s grief without a gulp. Tho Vortex is—no, not 
the War that comes later hut tho trials of a world which 
tests adolesconce, a world of suffrage rebellious, of Futuristic 
art and morals. Thou tho real vortex of tho War, the 
Victory which means ready (or difficult, unready) sacrifice 
and death for tho hoys and their friends and as great a 
sacrifice and as cruel a thing as death for the others, the 
women and tho elders ... A novel, which is much 
more than a novel, packed witli beauty and sincerity, 
setting forth its tragedy without falso glamour or shallow 
consolations. * 

Since it is natural to expect that a nniehheraldcd book 
will fail, when it does eventually appear, to fulfil the promise 
of its publishers, it is tho more pleasant to find oneself 
agreeing with Mossrs. Hoddkii and Stoughton that bash- 
fulness on their part would havo been out of place in regard 
to Mr. James W. Gerard's memoirs, My Four Years in 
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Germain/. As read in their completed and collected form ever its length, is an admirable and distinguished piece of 
those papers are not only, as one could foresee, of historic writing. The subject of it is the old question of mixed- 
importance, but they are moreover capital reading. There marriage, but treated from a now aspect. Kudah Box (the 
is u, world of unaffected goniality and humour about them Clift in question) is the son of an adoring Mohamedan father; 
that forms a most admirable complement to such serious ho goes to England for education in the law, and there falls 
matters as the protracted negotiations over the U-boat cam- in love with and marries the brainless daughter of a London 
paign, or the now famous incriminating telegram addressed landlady. Ho is a very human and appealing figure. The 
by the All-Hichiest to President Wilson in the days before d6bfl.de that follows his return to India with so impossible 
tho Huns had quite decided with what lies to defend the a bride is told in a way that convinces. Here Mrs. Perrin 
indefensible. This document is reproduced in facsimile as is at her best. Romo of the shorter talos also succeed very 
the egregious son dor of telegrams wrote it for Mr. Gerard happily in conveying that peculiar Simla-by-South-Kensing- 
to transmit, and is one link moro in the thrice-forged chain ton atmosphere of retired Anglo-Indian socioty which she 
of evidence. But even stronger witness to Gorman guilt is suggests with such intimate understanding. But, to be 
to be found in the series of minor corroborations appearing honest, the others (with tho exception of ono quaint little 
incidentally in the course of Mr. Gerard's narrative, whether comedy of a canine ghost) are but indifferent stuff, too full 
tho author is pretending to be in awe of Prussian Court of snakes and hidden treasure and goneral tawdriness—the 
Etiquette, or openly laughing at the Orders of the Many kind of Orientalism, in fact, that one used to associate chiefly 
Colourod Eagles, or simply detailing his work at Ruhleben with the Earl’s Court Exhibition. Mrs. Perrin must not 
and tho other prison camps. Ilis devotion there has earned mingle her gonuine native goods with such Brummagem 
a gratitude throughout i . 771 waro - 

this country that it [ §g"M.? % . 

would he mere pre- KJ „ P 1 jgk 1 A Mydeais tl.at when 

sumption to try to put 1 ' '■ - FA - ■ Mr. H. C. Bailey called 

into words. 
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My idea is that when 
Mr. H. C. Bailey called 
his latest story The 
Yount/ Lovers (M e - 
thukn) he was doing 
it something less than 
justice. For the width 
and variety of the plot 
make it far moro than a 
mere lovo-talo. Anna 
viritjue are quite as 
much Mr. Bailey’s 
theme as Cupid, who 
indeed makes a rather 
belated appearance at 
the tag end. Before 
that we have a vast 
deal of agreeable ad¬ 
venturing. Tho scene 
is set in the period of 
the Peninsular War; all 
the characters, lovers, 
parents and hangers- 
on, are more or less 


Those of us who have U | Mf| thukn) he was doing 

loitered with Mr. .Dk TO . OffiY —— - Mr 3J&'’ 0 - ,t; KOmotl " ng less t . h , a ! 1 

Veuk Stacpoolk by justice, her the width 

blue lagoons and silent f 3^ "' ' Y - ' <& and variety of the plot 

pools know that ho is a / ' r Mm ffl .,^,^11*— ~ make it far more than a 

master of atmosphere, „ MlOCt -7 CW> /ifes?’ lnero lo ™-telo. Anna 

and so he proves him- ~ mri( J ue are a3 

self again in The Starlit IKt TC.uA o much Mr. Baileys 

Garden (Hutchinson), QafJ V\h theme as , Ca P ld - who 

though it takes him JT mt1eCd tnakeS a rat,hep 

some time to got there. * the^tag ^nd^Before 

can ,e tind8 y0 Sself n the ^ that we ^have ^ vast 

flamer" a° distent 1 re- Y .. " /-"7 3k venturing" The scene 

lation—and comes over »#->- ' , ' l ® P®* 10< * 

fn i n if a Unr Viibok with fcb© Peninsular War; all 

him to the States it A nITHKUT0 GNTliELISHED INCIDENT IN THE HISTORY OF th „ cllaracter8 , l ove rs, 
hun to the Wales, it ANCIENT ROME. _. r ents and hancers- 

does not require much Sequel to the wahnino given by the patriotic obese. jV j 

what will happen. Phyl Berlcnowles strongly objects to the involved in the fluctuating fortunes of my Lord Wellington, 
intrusion of Richard Pinckney into the glorious muddle of There are spies of both sides, intrigues, abductions and what 
her Irish m6uage, and irritates him so successfully that he not. Mr. Bailey has a pretty touch for such matters; his 
returns in* a considerable tantrum to America, leaving her people move with an air; and, if at times their speech seems 
with some friends in Dublin. So far the tele is lively enough, a trifle over-burnished, dulness is far from them. More- 
but not until Phyl feels the call of her blood and goes to over, the incidents of the campaign give scope for some 
stay with her relatives in Charleston does the author find vivid descriptions of war and battles, as such were in tho old 
scope for his poculiar charm. Then we get a most delight- days before Mars put off his gold lace and sacrificed the 
ful picture of a starlit garden in the south of America, picturesque. Sometimes, on the other hand, it is the smn* 
wlieio Phyl’s experiences, without placing a tiresome strain larity of conditions then and now that will strike you. _ For 
upon our powers of belief, produce a sensation at once example, the passage tolling how, despite apparent inactivity 
romantic ami unusual. Memories of the past liafig over and home prognostications of stalemate, the confidence of 
this garden, and although Mr. Stacpoole’s attempt to the Army grew from day to day—impossible not to see the 
reconcile the period of which he writes with the years that very obvious parallel there. In fine, Mr. Bailey has given 
are gone is not uniformly successful I am cordially glad us another brisk and engaging romance, which, if it is not 
that he made it. quite the kind you might expect from its title, is something 

-- a g 00( i deal hotter worth reading. 

The publishers of Mrs. Alice Perrin’s now volume, Tales :■.runs...n 

that are Told (SkkffinGTON), appear to be anxious that the Worth, Texas.— Poolville, Parker county, near here, has 

public should have no hesitations on the score of measure raised *1,240.50 as a reward for the delivery of the German emperor 
supplied, as they explain that the chief of the teles is "a into tho hands of the American authorities.”— Buffalo Courier. 
short novel of over 20,000 words.’’ I am content to take On reading this item Hindknburo is reported to have 
their word for the figure, but I agree that they were well said that if Poolville would make it even money he would 
, advised to focus attention upon “ Gift of God,” which, what- think about it. 
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A “ Company for Oversea Enter¬ 
prises ” 1ms been formed in Hamburg, 
ft lias no connection with the German 
High Sea Elect.. 


<: * 
* 


nient has been requested to havo a Many grocers and publicans, it is 
“ take over ” whistle blown in the coni- stated, have already been combed out 
dors before they commandeer the next of the Welsh coal mines. Efforts to 
hotel. * ... comb the others out of their gold 

mines are meeting with only indifferent 
success. ... * 


It seems that Thot/ky is to have no 
nonsense. IIo has even threatened to 
A guinea a dozen is being offerod for j make lynching illegal, 
rabbits in the Islo of Wight. Most of j 

them, however, are holding hack for a I The Nctie Fine 1 Vc.v.sy: describes 


War bonus. 

A Newcastle man who has 
missing for eleven months has 1 
just turned up at his homo. IIo 
excused himself on the grounds 
that tho tea queue was rather 
a long one. * .. 

There arc reports current of 
an impending strike of brewery 
workers in the North. Several 
omployeos have threatened to 
“ Down Beer.” 

4c 4c 

Confirmation is still awaited 
of the rumour that several food 
ships have recently torpedoed 
themselves rather than fall into 

the hands of tho profiteers. 

★ * 

* 

The statement that Viscount 
Nobthcljfee has rofnsed tho 
post of Minister of Health is 
without foundation. It is no 
secret, however, that ho would 
decline tho position even if lie 

should oiler it to himself. 

* * 

Double-headed matches arc 
impracticable, according to tho 
Tobacco and Matches Control 
Board. Tile sorts witli detach¬ 
able heads, however, will con¬ 
tinue to ho manufactured. 

* 

A Norfolk fisherman with 
twenty - six children has been 
fined live shillings for neglecting 
seven of them. Ilis offence is 
thought to liavo been due to 
oversight. * * 


Benin as the revolutionary with 
at his feet. IIo also seems to 
been | several knaves up his sleeve. 



Scandalised, Voice from Gallery. “ 'Ekk, nor 's THE I’Al’EH 
CONTROLLER DOIN’?” 


British grit will win, declares Sir 
William Robertson. If some of our 
eldorly statesmen will refrain from 
ings j dropping theirs into tho machinery, 
iavc I 

The London Eire Brigade has been 
given permission to form a band. 
The lack of some method of 
keeping the crowd amusod at 
tho more protracted fires has 
often proved an embarrassment 
to the force. + * 

The big elephant at tho Zoo 
has been destroyed, says a news 
item. A maximum price for 
potted game is already being 

considorodby the Food Ministry. 
' * * 

4 

Charged with selling bacon 
that was had, a firm of grocers 
pleaded that the stuff' had been 
released by the Government. At 
j first sight it looked as if it had 
; merely escaped from custody. 

** ' 

Tho man who was last week 
charged at a London police court 
with posing as a Government 
official has been put back for 
the state of his mind to ho in- 
1 quirod into. 

"The lain Mr. Mcrrvwualher, who 
wan in bis 78th year, was responsible 
for gloat developments in lirc-lightmg 
appliances." —Scotsman. 

A good scheme—light it first and 
; fight it afterwards. 

“Supposing a wolf were to attack 
you and your family, what would 
you do?—Mr. 1 lodderwick. 

"1 would point out that season 
tickets are issued by railway companies 
only as an net of grace.—Sir William 
Forties .The Star. 

Words 


A Brixton lady has left tho sum of Our contemporary heads this 
Accordipg to tho Lord Mayor of four hundred pounds to her dog. It Winged To-day.” 

Dublin there is plenty of food in Ire- would be interesting to hear the family 
land. In the host Sinn Fein circles it solicitor asking him whether lie would 
is thought that this condition of things take it in War Bonds or hones, 
points to an attompt on the. part of the **'” 

Government to bring discredit on tho The Timber Commission reports a 
sacrificial devotion of the Separatists, grave shortage of birch, and a number 
*„,* of earnest ushers are asking, “ What is 

So realistic has the Btage become of tho use of tile censorship? ” 
late that in The Boy at the Adelphi, %* 

Mr. W. H. Berry (we givo tho rumour It is now declared that 


From “ A Word to the Churches, 
by Miss Marik Corelli :— 

" 1 A word ’ of no],'mu warning was uttered 
by tho Angel of tho Seven Spirits to the Church 
in Sardis. . . . 

And this ‘word’ was fulfilled to tlm letter, 
for, as HerWotus tolls us, ‘ Sardis wns taken 
and utterly socked.’ ”—Daily Graphic. 

the high We fancy the passage must occur in 

for what it is worth)'sits down to a explosive found on Countess Majikim- Book X., in which wo also find the 

meal of wood cutlotB. vice’s •• green scouts" was not in- famous account of the capture of 

*.* tended for destructive purposes. Mr. Timbuotoo by tho Iloman Emperor 


he 


In order that no confusion may DeValeba, M. I 5 ., was merely going to Montezuma in the fourth Punic War 
i caused among guests the Govern- eat it. —or was it the fifth Crusade ? 
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TO THE GERMAN PEOPLE. 

Run to his taste: if you prefer 

Tlio Kaiskh’s whip across your flanks; 

If you enjoy the bloody spur 

That rips your cannon-fodder's ranks ; 

If to his boots you still adhere, 

Kissing 'em as you’ve always kissed 'em, 
Why, who are we to interfere 

With your internal Teuton systom V 

If from your bonds you know quite well 
You might, this moment, find release, 
Changing, at will, your jirosent hell 
For Liberty's heaven of lasting peace; 

If yet, for habit’s sake, you choose 
This reign of steel, this rule of tenor, 
It's not for us to push our views 
And point you out your silly error. 


LONDON CHARIVARI. [Dkck«i«u» l?, 1917._ 

employment of which means that my offspring would 
have to stait overnight." 

I received a quite polite hut rather chilly answer 

“I am directed by the Methylated Spiiit Controller to 
inform you that the class of necessary household affairs for 
which methylated spirit may ho employed as a motor fuel 
comprises the conveyance from the nearest convenient source 
of supply of foodstuffs, fuel and medical requisites, provided 
that they cannot ho obtained without unduo delay by any 
■ means of conveyance other than a motor ear.” 
j My interest thoroughly stimulated by this time, 1 made 
; yet one more attempt. 1 w rote :— 

! "Dio.ut Km, Referring to Methylated Spirit (Motor Enel) 
I Jlesti iction Order, No. 2, 1917, I wish to sell my car "— 
j which was true “ but bow, as I am now practically do 
I banod from driving it on tho road, am 1 to givo an intend- 
! mg purchaser a trial run ? " 

This was evidently a shrewd thrust, which required cou- 
j sideration, and l heard nothing for a fortnight, during which 


Herein I speak as I am taught- - 
That your all'ans are yours alone, 

Though, for myself, L should have thought 
They had a hearing on my own , 

Have I no right to interpose, 

Erging on you a free autonomy, 

.lust, as-your U-boats shove their nose 
lu my interior economy '.' 

1 'm told we have no quarrel, none, 

With you as Gormans. That's absurd. 

Mysolf, l hate all sorts of Hun, 

Yet will I say one kindly word: 

If, still refusing Freedom's part, 

You keep tho old Potsdam connection, 

With all my sympathetic heart 

I wish you joy of that selection. O. K. 

AN ORDER OF THE DAY. 

In my opinion the value of tho stock letter has distinct 
limitations. What I mean to sav is that if there is in a 
Government office a series of lialf-a dozen standard epistles, 
one or other of which can ho used as a reply to tho majority 
of the conundrums that daily serve to bulge tho post-hag of 
the “controller" or “director,” the selection of the appro¬ 
priate missive should not he left purely lo chance. 

Last month I wrote to tho Methylated Spirit Controller :— 

“ Deaii Km,- -Referring to the recent Methylated Spirit 
(Motor Fuel) Restriction Order, No. 2, 1017,1 wish to know 
whether 1 am at liberty to use my car as a means of con¬ 
veyance to a farm about, ton miles away where tho rabbits 
arc eating the young blades of wheat. A friend has invited 
me to help him shoot them --the rabbits, I mean.” 

Well, that was lucid enough, wasn’t it 7 But tho reply 
was not so helpful as 1 could liavo wished. It opened 
intelligibly with the words “ Hoar Sir," hut continued .— 

" 1 am directed by the Mothylaied Spirit Controller to 
inform you that tho employment of a hackney motor 
vehicle, not. licensed to ply for hire, as a conveyance to 
divine service constitutes a breach of Regulation 8 of 
the Defence of the Realm Regulations.” 

Not a word about tho rabbits, you see. 

I was so fascinated by the unexpected results of my first 
effort, that 1 tried again, this time breaking now ground. 

"Deaii Sin,” I wrote,—“Referring to Methylated Spirit 
(Motor Fuel) Restriction Order, No. 2, 1017, ani I at liberty 
to use my car daily to take my children to their school, 
which is live miles from my residence? The only alterna¬ 
tive form of conveyance available is a donkey and cart, the 


1 disposed of the ear to the proprietor of the local garage. 
At, last the well-known 0.11.M S. envelope gladdened my 
ey es. The letter within it, apologetic hut dignified in tone, 
is, I fancy, the most popular in stock. It, said :--- 

“1 am directed by tho Methylated Spirit. Controller to 
express regret that there is no trace of the correspondence 
to which you refer ” 

I left it at that. 

SFGAK CARDS AND WILLS. 

To the Manager of the J,egal Department, "Punch.'' 

Sin,—I am one of the executors and trustees of the will 
of a relation who cannot, 1 fear, live for many weeks. 
Included in his property will lie a sugar card ; and to you, 
Sir, I turn for advice and guidance in tho responsibilities 
which 1 am shortly' to assume. 

1. Will the Government accept a sugar card (as they 
do War Stock) in paymont of Estate Duly? 

2. What is the correct method of valuation? Does one 
calculate tho market price by so many years’ purchase 
based on one’s estimate of the duration ? Or will quotations 
ho obtainable on the Stock Exchange? 

,‘l. M y rehitivo lias left it in the discretion of his Trustees 
to distribute a part of his estate for charitable purposes. 
Could the Trustees, under their discretionary power, hand 
tho card to tho Trafalgar Square authorities in reduction 
of the National Debt? Or ought thov first to obtain the 
consent of the residuary legatees? 

4. There is a tenancy for life of part of tho residue. If 
tho card is comprised in such part, and the tenant for life 
became bankrupt, would the card vest in liis Trustoo in 
Bankruptcy? If so, what becomes of tho remaindermen's 
rights? l’erhaps tho host plan would ho to put on a 
distringas with tho doceasod’s grocer. 

[>. Have the Trustees power on their own initiative to 
lease tho card for a term of years ? Or should tho approval 
of the transaction by tho Court, under the Settled Estates 
Act, ho first obtained ? 

(>. Witli whom do the Executors register the Probate, 
so as to perfect their title? Lord Rho.njdda, Sir A. Yait, 
or tho grocer? 

7. On the true construction of the Finance Acts, 1891- 
191(3, do you consider that a sugar card is “Free Personal 
.Property,” or “ Settled Property,” or “ An Estate by itself,” 
or “Property in which the deceased's interest was loss 
than an absolute interest.” The card is apparently “ oggre- 
gablo” with something or other for the purposes of duty. 
Would this be the testator’s furniture? 

Yours, etc., A Constant Rkadf.h. 
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THE WATCH DOGS. 

iixvn. 

My TlEAlt ClIABEES, —In tho little 
village 1 ’ni thinking of it is a sight, on 
no account to be missed to see the sarue 
ohl British Tommy shopping by tele, 
pathy. He doesn’t speak their language 
and they don't speak liis, and when the 
artielo required is not in the window or 
on tho counter to bo indicated by the 
thumb, a deadlock would appear to be 
inevitable. Our Master Thomas, how¬ 
ever, never did realise what a deadlock 
is; lie goes on till ho gets what he 
wants. Ho yon see them in pairs, tak¬ 
ing up a stolid position at the counter, 
obstinately stating and re stating their 
demands in a composite language of 
which the foreign ele¬ 
ment is almost negligi¬ 
ble, until the merchant 
or bis wife gives in and 
produces the article re¬ 
quired. I know one 
simple soldier who man¬ 
aged to roeoncilo him¬ 
self to the confirmed 
halt it amongst the 
French people of ad 
dressing each other in 
the Branch language, 
but could nover under¬ 
stand their addressing 
horses and dogs in 
sueh an unintelligible 
tongue. “Jf you want 
a dog to come ’ere, why 
not, say * Como 'ere! ’ 
and ’ave done with it ? " 

Men may learn strange 
lingoes to humour their 
feliow-nien, but how 
can any dog he expected 
to understand “ Vieus ici " ? ' 

Three years and some odd months 
have not changed this point of view; 
and now for Thomas to find himself in 
Italy is only to discover another lot of 
unfortunate peoplo who cannot under¬ 
stand or make thomselves understood. 
A little thing like that, however, is not 
going to bo allowed to stand between 
friends; already new words and phrases 
are boiug coined, mutually acceptable 
to both parties. 

Tho first sign l saw of our avrival in 
this country was a derelict mess-tiu on 
a country station platform ; at the next 
station I saw a derelict rifle; at the 
next a whole derelict kit, and lastly a 
completo-in-all-parts dorelict soldier. 
Ho was surrounded by a small crowd 
of nativo men, women and children, 
anxious to show tlioir appreciation of 
his nation by assisting himself. They 
were doing their utmost to ascertain his 
needs; they wore trying him with slices 
of bread, a Jiasco of ehianti, words of 


intense admiration, flowers. It was 
none of those things ho wanted; he bad 
only missed bis train and wanted to 
know what to do about it. Bat bow 
were they to know that ? When, a 
Imtin misses his train lie doesn't sit 
down stolidly and think slowly. 

1 wont to bis aid. From tho manner 
in which bo rose to salute me they 
guessed that I was tho (Jommander- 
in-Chief of all the English, and wore 
for giving me an ovation. Thomas 
explained bis trouble to mo in half a- 
dozen words; 1 solved it for him in 
oven fewer. Thomas and I quite under¬ 
stood each other, and there was no want 
of sympathy and fellow-feeling between 
us. To the small crowd, howover, this 
was the extreme of brutal curtness. 



First Tommy (in lorry). "You’ve STOOD THERE WATCHING US l.ONG ENOUGH. 
I SUPPOSE YOU FIND UB INTERESTING ?" 

Second Tommy. “Noa. A wur just thinkin' o’ when t' Punch and Judy 

SHOW USED TO OOOM TO OOIIR VILLAGE.” 


They now thought I was of the English 
carabinieri, and that Thomas was being 
led off to his execution. They were 
visibly cowod. 

But tho situation is not so simple 
and clearly defined as it was in the 
first place. In tho old days either wo 
were English and they weren’t, or they 
wore French and we weren’t. There 
was no lertiuin quid. Now things are 
more complicated. As Thomas and 1 
stood on tho platform, loving each other 
silently anil unostentatiously, a cheery 
musical train of poilus laboured into 
the station. There was nothing silent 
or curt about them: they were all 
for bread and ehianti and flowers and 
ovations or any other old thing the 
crowd cared to oiler. Anything for a 
jest and to pass the tirno of day. Be¬ 
tween t he French troops and the Italian 
crowd the matter was clear enough. 
Next-door neighbours, molested by the 
samo gang of roughs in the same brutal 
manner, quite understand each other 


and the general situation when they 
climb over each other’s garden fences 
to put the matter to rights. It was the 
presence of Thomas and myself which 
put such an odd complexion on the 
whole affair. 

Between ourselves and the crowd it 
was “ Long livo Italy! ” and “ Long 
live England ! ” Between tho poilus 
and the crowd it was “ Long live J loly! ” 
and “ Long live Franco 1 ” But between 
tho poilus and ourselves there were no 
signs of any desire that England or 
France might endure another day. And 
yet tho crowd couldn’t suppose that we 
didn't like each other, for the knowing 
looks which passed between the hilari¬ 
ous pnilu, and slowly smiling Thomas 
clearly indicated some st range and in¬ 
timate relation, The 
crowd just didn’t know 
what to make of it all 
and what exactly was 
between these odd 
strangers, who seemed 
to have everything in 
common hut nothing to 
say to each other. For 
ourselves, I think it 
made us feel homesick, 
and tho homo which 
Thomas and I felt sick 
for (if you can believe it 
of us) was a certain 
ostaminot we know of 
and a cup of eaffy-o-lay. 
It was at this moment 
I first realised that, as 
between England and 
Franco, there are no 
longer such things as 
foreigners; either we’ve 
become French or 
they’ve become Eng¬ 
lish, or else the two of us have com¬ 
bined into a now mixture which hasn't 
yet got a name to it. 

I think, though one doesn’t talk 
much out hero about glorious alliances, 
some deep feelings woro being felt all 
round. Diversion was ultimately pro¬ 
vided by the arrival of an imposing 
ligtiro in dark blue, with a lot of gilt 
about him. The potlu put him down 
as an Italian cavalry officer, and ex¬ 
pressed the further hope that Italy 
would endure for over. The Italian 
crowd took him for something English, 
hut not being able to judge wliother 
he was greater or less than myself, 
contented themselves with an attitude 
of non-committal reverence all round. 
Thomas informed me that ho was a 
French Staff Officor and displayed no 
further interest. Though I, cannot tell 
you what in the name of goodness ho 
was doing in those parts, he was in 
fact an American Naval Officer. 

In short, Charles, alliances are 
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" Excuse MU, III X IS THEBE an ath-uaii> on?" “Ykb, I THINK SO." 

"I’M MUCH OBLIOEI). My friend's ue from the coentry and HK’8 never BEEN one.' 


tilings as wonderful to see as they are 
magnificent to read about. 1 do, how¬ 
ever, regai'd with something approach¬ 
ing alarm the new language which will 
be evolved to put the lot of us on 
complete speaking terms. 

Yours over, Henry. 

A Light Repast. 

“I'ndor existing conditions, it is tho duty 
of every citizen to confine his present con¬ 
sumption to nil average of six matches a day, 
which with careful economy ought to suffice 
for all reasonable meals during the present 
omergenev— Daily Mail. 

“At Lords Assizes yesterday sentences wore 
passed by Mr. Justice Boeho . . .”— Times. 

Does not this almost amount to con¬ 
tempt of court ? 

From a speech by the Lord Mayor 
uf Dublin 

“That fvouhl bo a crying evil, to leave the 
poor pooplo lu the city without milk. It would 
ho a wise tiling if tho Corporation would take 
tho bull by the homs aud deal with the 
matter.”— Dublin Erenmg Mail. 

It might be still wiser to tackle the cow 
at the udder end. 


THE 1NCORHUPTIBLES. 

flterr Kchaff, writing in tlio Ttiylichc 
llunchichau on the spiritual grandeur of Ger¬ 
many, declares that the degradation of her 
enemies will not prevent her doing honour to 
those dauntless men who in enemy and neu¬ 
tral countries have stood for truth and actual¬ 
ities. “The time will como when wo shall 
mention their names and call them our friends. 
After the War we shall do homage to these 
men and to their incorruptible conduct. We 
shall erect monumental brasses in thoir 
honour. They are heroes, and their memories 
shall be consecrated.”] 

A literary spokesman of the Huns 
Pays liboral homage to those “ daunt¬ 
less” sons 

Of hostile nations, who have all along 
Maintained their fellow ■ countrymen 
were wrong. 

No guerdon for their courage is too 
great, 

But, till the War is ended, they must 
wait; 

Then shall Germania, with grateful soul. 
Inscribe their names upon her golden 
roll; 

And “monumental brasses” shall attest 
The ifeal wherewith they strove to foul 
their nest. 


Such homage no one grudges them in 
lauds 

Where eulogy for deep damnation 
stands; 

But in the Motherland they still infest 

How shall we treat this matrieidal pest? 

No torture, not the worst thoir patrons 
use 

On starving women or on shipwrecked 
crews, 

No pain however bitter would requite 

Their transcendental infamy aright. 

Death in whatever form wore all too 
mild 

For those who at thoir country’s 
anguish smiled. 

Oblivion is by far the bitterest woe 

England’s professional revilers know, j 

Who joyously submit to bo abhorred 

But suffer grinding torments if ignored. 

So loft them live, renounced by their 
own sonsy 

And taste tho amnesty that spares and 
shuns. 


“Mm. J. M. B~ 
son.”— ,Scotsman. 


(nec Nurse 


Nurses, like poets, are boro, not made. 
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THE PLAY’S THE THING. 

.Invi outside Mrs. Hopes' drive {piles 
there lies u famous and exclusive golf 
comse, and when she turned her house 
into 11 Convalescent. Home the secretary 
wrote offering the hospitality of the 
cluh to all ulliccrs who might come 
under her care. 

Nevertheless, when ll.iyms and 1 
first arrived, wo weie holli too languid 
and feeble, for any tuou: exuding lorm 
of uthbTir- Ilian spillikins and jig 
saw-', and if was ,-ume lime before the 
M.O. gave u- permission (o go uu the 
links. 

“ \ud 'e'l.emhei'," lie milled. " gently 
lo beg: 
lade 


i i. Stoji a! the l bin cent !i 


“ Ol e li.se, ' I -a.il apologe! leally to 
Ibiyne, a ■ we neared tlie clubhouse, 
“I wn- pieity put)id hefoilj the War, 
-o 1 shall 1 e s.mplv indeserdialile. now.” 

"My d sir chap, this isn't, going to 
I ea in a! eh. Keep your excli-.es till we 
phly He I mu- gull. Today's just tl 
gentle Knock round. Hero wo are. 
I'll go and hoi'.ow some clulw, you 
get it couple of caddies. 

Five Himi.t'.s later he rejoined me, 
carrying two sets of dub-. 

•* i la I hi 1 he lemaiked in siirpiise. 
"I diciu t, know you'd In ought, y.nu 
family 1 iitroduce me.” 

“ Ni :ilji‘l, J -ti.d, "and I .iny our 
caddies.' 

" (lirls " 

" Tin y have that appearance. Why 
not' 

‘■They'd damp my stylo lienihly , 
1 like, to he lire " 

‘‘Can't you he free in French for 
mu e ? ” 

“Mo-tun ali-l’ying. Why didn't v on 
gel hoys' 1 ” 

*‘The cuddy mider says pi) girls are 
hitter: (M he Inis no hoys. (<■) all the 
hoy's he has are hooked by plutoeials 
v. it li season ttekets." 

“ (.>!■, all rigid. Hero tiro youreluhs 

l.lio pro. gave mo tho only I wo sets 
lie had available. You’re a hit taller 
than 1 am, -o 1 ve. given ymi tin! long 
ones. 

i looked at t hem crit ie.dly . 

‘ Doe-lit a pair of stilts go with 
■ timin'. 1 '' 1 asked 

“Well, mine are worse, .lust a 
bundle ol toothpick.,. Here, catch hold, 
Lucy.” 

Mabel teed up for me. 1 .selected a 
; driver about tho length of a telegraph 
pole and swept my hall away. It 
stopped just short ol tho lirst hunker. 

| Haynes bent himself double to ad¬ 
dress his ball, but straightened up whilo 
i swinging and missed it by a foot. At 
j the second attempt he hooked it over 


square-leg’s head oil to tho fairway of 
tho eighteenth hole. 

** Sucre bleu !” ho said with very fair 
freedom, “ 1 'm not. going all that way 
after if. Lucy, run and fold) it, there's 
i a dour.'' 

j Lucv, highly scandalized at tho idea 
of losing a hole so tamely, started off; 
i .Mabel and Haynes and 1 went after 
my hall, 

i took the nmsliio, because I dis¬ 
trusted in\ ability to curry the bunker 
| with another telegraph pole. That 
mashio would have boon about, the right j 
.length for mo if 1 could have stood j 
; on a. chair while making my stroke. 

; As il was if cnlctcd the giound two 
; feet behind the hall and emeiged, with 
j a superb divot, just in front. 

I “ Aren't there muj sliml clubs in the 
hag, Muir l?” I asked. She handed 
| me a straight-faced putter . . . 

Five strokes later I picked my ball 
j up out of the hunker, 
j "I'm overexerting myself,” I said. 

| “ We’ll call (hat hole a half. ' 

| Neither of ns was satisfied will) his 
. tee shot at tho next hole. 1 picked my 
1 hall out of a gorao hush, and Ifavnoa 
j i L'scued his from a drain. Then we 
j studied amicably towards tho third tee. 

I Our caddies, unused to such methods, 

| followed reluctantly. 

I "Was that 'ole 'ahed, too, Sir'.’” 

! piped Mabel with anxious interest. 

“ It 's a nice point. I hardly know. 

| Why ?” 

| She hung her head and blushed. A 
I sudden suspicion shuck me. 
j “ Mabel,” 1 said sternly, “ arc you - 
; cun ymi he - brtlui.j on this game ? ” 

| “ Yes,Sir, ’she answered with a touch 

of deli nice. “Hoys always does.” 

| 1 fold Haynes, who appeared pro¬ 

foundly shocked. 

“(hod G -! I incun, Alim dim!" 

' he exclaimed. “ What aie wo doing? " 

" Surely you can't hold us respon¬ 
sible'? The child's parents . . 
j “ 1 don't mean that, you ass. Hero 
I we bale Dm innocent public putting its 
I money on our play, and wo To treating 
, the whole thing as a joke. This has 
got lo ho a match, alter all. A woman’s j 
fortune hang- upon tho issue -doesn’t 
lit, Lucy?" 

i “ Yds, Sir,” -ho unsworn! without 
1 comprehension. 

j From this point tho game became a 
; grim struggle, I won Die third hole in 
J seventeen, but Haynes took tho fourth 
i in nineteen to my twenty-two. 

At tho fifth 1 noticed a pond guarding 
tho green. I carefully circumvented 
f his with uiy faithful putter and holed 
out in my smallest score of tho round 
so far. 

“Hi!” shouted Haynes. "How 
many?" lie had been having a little 


hockey practice by himself in thorough, 
and was now preparing to play an 
approach shot across tho pond. 

“ Twelve! ” 

“ Then 1 've this for tho holo," ho 
yelled, and topped his ball gently into 
tho water . . . 

So it wont on - what the papers call 
a ding-dong struggle. Sullico it to say 
that at tho twelfth I was ilormy one 
and in a stato of partial collapse. 

The thirteenth is a short hole. You 
drivo from a kind of pulpit, and tho 
green is below you, protected by large 
siiIf-hacked hunkers like pews. 

“Last hole, thank Heaven," panted 
Haynes. " 1 couldn’t hear much more, 
i 'hi all of a dither as it is." 

Mabel, twittering with oxcitomeut, 
Iced up, J looked at flic green lying 
invitingly below and took Hint gigantic 
{miter. The hall, struck with all my 
little remaining stiength, ilew straight 
towards the bigge-.t hunker, seined a 
direct hit on the top of it, bounced high 
m the air—and trickled on to the green. 

Haynes invoked the Deity (even at 
that stressful moment, to his eternal 
credit, in French) and look his minia¬ 
ture driver. Ills I all, hit much loo hard, 
pitched in the same, hunker, crossed it, 
climbed up the face of it, and joined 
minn on tho green. lUtorly unnerved, 
we toddled down and took our putts. 
Haynes, through sheer luck (as ho 
admits), laid his hall stoue dead ; 1 had 
a brain-storm and over-ran the hole, 
leaving myself a thirty-foot putt for the 
match. I took long and careful aim, 
hut my bauds wero shaking pitifully. 
The hall started on a grotesquely wrong 
line, turned on a rise in tho ground, 
cannoned off a worm-cast and plopped 
into tho tin. Mabel gave a shriek of 
joy, and Lucy--well, 1 regret to say 
that Lucy made use of a torso expres¬ 
sion tho French equivalent of which 
her employ or had been at gioul pains 
to remember. Haynes and I lay flat 
ou tho ground, overcome as much by 
emotion as by our physical weakness. 

At lust 1 struggled to a sitting 
post me. 

“ Mabel,” I croaked, “ I shall want 
at least ten per cent, commission for 
that. How much have you won?" 

“ Pleaso, Sir," she cooed happily, “ a 
'a'p'ny, Sir.” 

" *•' . . ■ . .. 

The Merry Widow (giosa). 

“Mother's help, to assist lady; husband 
away; happy home.” 

Birmingham Daily Dost. ' 


“A. Kt. ('leather man, who had planted a 
wastrel, is to bo invited to attend the next 
meeting."— HVs/em Morning News. 

Surely they don’t want tho wastrel 
dug up again. 
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FRATERNISING AT THE FRONT. 

Nervous Tommy (on ou tpost duty fur the first time). “ ’Oo OOliS THERE ?" 
Tommy. “Advance an’ be reconciled.’’ 


lioseh Stout. “Friend." 


A NEW USE FOR LATIN. 

By our Classical Expert. 
“Crook is in the last ditch,” writes 
Sir Henry Nkwrolt in his New Slndy 
of English Poetry ; “ Latin is trembling 
at sight of the thin edge of the wedge.” 
Still a hope of saving Latin—within 
limits—yet remains, if the appeal of 
" Kismot ” in The Spectator moots with 
a sympathetic response. He asks the 
readers of that journal “ to render into 
Latin in two or three words the old 
cricket adjuration, ‘ Play the game.’ " 
He has already had some suggestions, 
including “ Lude ludum," from “ an 
eminent scholar,” but, like the late 
Mr. Toole in one of his most famous 
songs, still he is not happy. 

In rendering colloquial phrasos into 
the lapidary style of ancient Homo, I 
confess it is often hard to improve on 
the brevity of the vernacular, though 
the admonition“to keep your end up” 
can bo condensed from four words to 
two in “ sursum cauda." Again the 
familiar eulogy, “Stout fellow,” cq,n 
be rendered in a single word lay the 
Virgilian epithet ‘‘bellipotens.’’ A dis¬ 
tinguished Latinist recalls in this 
context the sentiment of the writer, 
Pomponius Caninus:— 

licbu.i in adversis comitam sen's prospers 
pinmtem 
Dtt mski. 


And to the same authority I am in¬ 
debted for the following version of 
“Don't speak to the man at the 
wheel: ”— 

O silete, circwmlantcs 
Naitlas rotrnu opemutes. 

Though Latin is tottering at our 
schools it occasionally pops up in un¬ 
expected places. Per example, not 
very long ago I heard a popular come¬ 
dian introduce his family motto and 
translate it for the benefit of a music- 
hall audience. Latin quotations, even 
from Horace, have gone out of fashion 
in the Houses of Parliament. Perhaps 
they will revive on the stage. The 
unfair preference for Greok shown by 
doctors in the nomenclature of disease 
is perhaps to be explained by the 
value of unintelligibility. Did not Dan 
O’Connell, *in his famous vituperative 
contest witli a Dublin washer-woman, 
triumph in tho long-run by calling her 
an unprincipled parallelopiped V 

Meanwhile I appeal to the Editor of 
The Westminster Gazette, who, in his 
Saturday edition, has done so much to 
maintain the practice of classical com¬ 
position, to offer, a prise in one of his 
periodical competitions for the best 
Latin version, of "to buck up," “to 
stick it out,” “a hit thick,” “talking 
through one’s hat,” “ I don’t think,” 
“.blighter," “rotter,” and “ not ’art." 


Ecclesiastical Intelligence. 

“Mr. ZangwiU (tho Chief Rabbi) also 
spoke .”—Daily News. 

Eollowing tho appointment (recently 
announced by Mr. Punch) of Mr. if. 
G. Wells as Chaplain to the Forces. 

From a cattle-auction advertise¬ 
ment ;— 

“ Note. — Pigs and Calves are requested to 
ho forward by XI o'clock." 

Kirkcudbrightshire Advertiser , 

Vive la pohtesse! 

“ The hereditary privilege of remaining 
covered in the presence of tho Monarch was 
granted by Henry VIII. to John Forester of 
Walling (Street, in 1.170 ."—Observer. 

We wonder what Goon Queen Bess 
thought about this posthumous inter¬ 
ference on tiie part of her papa. 

_ *_ — _ 

From Mr. Winston Churchill’s 
latest novel:— 

“It was, indeed, something of an achieve¬ 
ment toaet on terms of confidence with those 
alien elfiictren . . . many of whom had ac¬ 
quired a precocious suspicion of Greeks bear¬ 
ing gifts. That sense of caveat donor was 
perhaps their most pathetic characteristic.” 

Timoo Danaos ot dona accipientesl 
Which may be roughly rendered: “ I 
suspect Tino, oven when he’s in re¬ 
ceipt of a subsidy.'' 












LAVENDER. 

1 'm tickled b\ a pansy, wot's called an 'Appv Thought,; Aly male 'o 'ml a sister, w’ich I diiln't even guess 

I 'in gone on yalliT “ (dories ” of 11 1 o ]ivoper smells sort; Till 1 was at (lie wicker gale an' see 'or cotton dress ; 

And once 1 'eld gerani ums was gi under than the rest, 'Kr face was sweet as summer-time an’ jitelly as a tune ; 

Tint now I likes the lavender, tho simple lookin’ lavender, ’J'ireyes was like the lavender, the blue, bewitebin’ lavender, 

A little bit o’ lavender the best. As lovely as tho lavender in June. 


I Aly mate 'oil been a gurdoucr; ’is roses wasn't beat ; 

I 'Is manors was a marvel and 'is strorborrics a treat : 

; Hut w'on 'o leave 'is e.oilitlow’rs aid lettuce to enlist, 
j ’Ji said it was the lavender, 'is blinkin’ bit o' lavender, 

| A silly patch o’ lavender '<; missed. 

j lu Trance 1 used to fuller 'im to gather up the bits : 
i T! “'adn't ’card” o’ snipers an.I 'e “wasn’t ’cedin’ ” Fritz ; 

| ’Till in a slip o’ garden by the Gnnvout 'o was copped, 

| And dahn among t lie lavender, the trodden sodden lavender, 
1 'J’lie bloody muddy lavender 'e dropped. ^ 

i ’ • 

i A job it was to IT 'im up and do a double bunk, 

| Tut ’o was chaftm’ casual while l was oozin’ funk ; 

| 1 Jo yarned abalit the bits o’ things 'o used to s.'O at Ivcvv, 
j An' told me of the lavender, tho tidy lot of lavender, 
j The leagues an’ leagues o’ lavender 'e grew. 

I They book 'im through to Blighty and ’o drop a lino from 
’ome, 

Comparin’ clay in Flanders with the proper British loam ; 
“ An’ w'en you gets yer seven days, you come along an’ see 
The roses an’ the lavender, the lavender, the lavondcr . ; . 
You oughtev see the lavender! ” says 'e. 


She bid me welcome kindly, an’ as quiet as you please, 
An’ fust wo talk o’ battlefields an’ then wo talk o’ bees; 
But, though the ’oliy’ocka was aht ati’ all tlie roses rod, 

L only see the lavender, the patch o’ purplo lavender ; 

“ I’m pleased you likes the lavender,” she said. 

1 ’m tickled b> a pansy, wot's called an ’Appy Thought; 
l'm gone on jailer “ Glories ’’ of the proper smelly sort; 
An’ once I 'old gerani-ums was gayer than tho rest. 

But now I likos the lavender, a little sprig o’ lavender, 

I likes a hit o’ lavender the host. 


An Infant Prodigy. 

“Sir Frederick Smith, the Attorney-General, i„ fi, but does not look 
it, for lie keeps a full thatch and a fresli complexion, and has features 
so softly contoured that as a baby he must have been the prido of 
the family.’’— Yorkshire Evining Pont, 


Asia in Europe. 

“Serbia has been crushed, and, with the exception of Salonika 
and the regions temporarily hold by the British in Palestine and 
Mesopotamia, Germany holds command of Middle Europe. 

That becomes quite obvious when one looks at the map.” 

Kr. IioitKKr IIla rrriFOHD in “ The Sunday Chronicle." 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, December 3rd. —No further 
publicity is to be given to Lord Lans- 
downk'h letter if tho Government can 
help it. But the author is not to bo 
prosecuted and the rumour that Lans- 
downo House has been raided by the 
police and its noble owner's type writer 
confiscated lacks confirmation. 

A long and complicated answer by 
Mr. Ci.yneb, describing and defending 
the now sugar-oards, was not altogether 
satisfying. Sir F. Banbury's inquiry, 

! “ Does the lion, gentleman think that 
! anybody will get any sugar after this V ” 
was prompted, no doubt, by anxiety for 
the future of his famous cakes; but it 
expressed the general doubt. 

Lord Robert Cecil, who has 
hitherto stoutly denied that the Allies 
have given ex-KiNG Constantine a 
retiring allowance, admitted that the 
Creek Government might make him 
some payment, and that the Allies 
furnished Greece with money. In 
other words, Greece has given Tino a 
penny to play in tl jo next street, and 
the Allies have lent her the penny, 

Asked by Mr. George Lambert 
whether the labour expended on fitting 
gas-bags to motor cars could uofc be 
more usefully employed, tho Minister 
op National Service replied as fol¬ 
lows: “The questions involved in tho 
use of gas-bags, inclndiiuj that rairnl 
by (hr. him. Member, are being con¬ 
sidered.” And Mr. Lambert is now 
wondering whether Sir Auckland 
G bodes intended to be personal. 

Tuesday, December 4th .—In answer 
to a question as to what steps tho Board 
of Agriculture was taking to replant 
districts demulod of trees, Sir Richard 
Winfrey replied that “ surplus nursery 
stock” would be transplanted by 
“gangs of women.” Evidently sur¬ 
prised by tho laughter which followed, 
he whispered to iiis neighbour, “Havo 
1 said anything very funny ? ” 

At, tho end of a long catechism by 
Mr. King regarding tho'litorature issued 
by tho War Aims Committee, Mr. 
Outhwaite inquired if it could be sent 
to Momhers of the House. Major Guest 
was quite ready to oblige. In his 
opinion some Members, including Mr. 
Outhwaite himself, would bo much 
the hotter for its porusal. 

Mr. Pratt is about the last Minister 
whom I should havo suspected of 
cynicism, but I have my doubts about 
him now. By his admission the British 
Pharmacopoeia (war edition) contains 
“Glycorins devoid of glycerin and 
syrups free from sugar.' “But,” he 
added, "it does not materially lessen< 
their value as medicines." 

Upon the House being asked to 


recommit tho Representation of the 
People’s Bill in respect of the provisions 
dealing with conscientious objectors 
and redistribution in Ireland, Mr. Red¬ 
mond, naturally anxious lest tho Houso 
should imagine that, Ireland’s objection 


UUKISOeWME MOUSMS 



A STORY LACKIN'!f CONFIRMATION, 
to military service was conscientious, re¬ 
quested the Speaker to dividetbedebate 
into water-tight compartments. No 
artificial restraints, however, could keep 
Mr. IIealy within bounds. He ranged 
at largo over Irish history, and declared 
that the decision to impose on Ireland 
a (more or loss) equitable system of 
representation was an outrage only to 
ho compared with tho breach of the 
Treaty of Limerick. 

As a humourist on this occasion Mr. 
Hk\ly hail to yield tho palm to a col¬ 
league. The Chief Secretary incidoufc- 



8UOAULJSSU BANBURY CAKES. 


ally referred to the arrangement that 
no contentious business should be takon 
during the War. “Except by agree¬ 
ment,” interjected Mr. Nugent. 

Wednesday, December 5th. —Not long 
ago Lord Robert Cecil referred to a 
rumour that tho Gorman Government 
intended to encourage polygamy. Mr. 
King, shocked to discover that this 
charge vested upon a statement in a 
neutral newspaper, protested against 
the practice of making speeches “on 
such miserable foundations.” As tho 
hulk of the lion. Member’s own utter¬ 
ances have a similar basis the retort 
was almost too obvious; and Mr. Bal¬ 
four in making it must have felt as if 
ho had shot his bird sitting. 

Tho courage of the hero who took up 
the challenge : “ Whoever shall these 
hoots displace, must meet Bombastes 
face to face," was comparatively nothing 
to that of Mr. H. W. Forster, who in 
the interests of economy has promised 
to limit the height of women’s boots. 
There will be much stamping of lofty 
heels at this ukase. Sir John Rees 
thought another order lengthening 
skirts was tho logical corollary, and 
so it is if tho Government really want 
“ to make both ends meet.” But Mr. 
Forster showed no disposition to 
embark upon petticoat government. 

Irish Nationalists worked themselves 
into seven different kinds of fury over 
the decision of tho Government to 
apply tho rules of arithmetic to tho 
redistribution of seats in their beloved 
country. Mr. Dillon threatened the 
House with the possibility that at the 
next General Election he and his col¬ 
leagues might be wiped out of exist¬ 
ence. Soared by this awful prospect 
so many Liberals voted against the 
closure that the Government only 
escaped defeat by 29. 

Thursday, December Gth. —The pros¬ 
pect of an all-night sitting rendered the 
House unusually irritable. Mr. Healy 
fulminated at Sir E. Carson (who was 
not present) in language that re¬ 
minded Colonel Sharman-Crawford of 
“ a low police-court." Mr. Dillon’s 
high lop note was ceaselessly employed 
in omitting adjectives more remarkable, 
as Mr. Bonar Law icily observed, for 
their strength than for their novelty. 
At one time it looked as if there was to 
be a first-class Irish row. But wiser 
counsels ultimately prevailed. The 
House as a whole was in no mood for 
protracted discussion in which non* 
Irish moonlighters might participate. 

At last there is hope that the instruc¬ 
tions of the Food-Controller will have 
some practical result. To-day' in reply 
to a question Mr. Clyn&s said, “ The 
order about to be issued will contain 
provisions . , Ah 1 if it only will. 
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EVIDENCE. 

ojjU ' cr . "Now, Skiu;i:a.nt-Majou, what makes you think this mas was ihumk ° ” 

Srrgrtmt - Major . "Sin, os him sioht ok Tin; 25tii, wiiks 1 mkt Tin; acc.i s:-.n, 'r. nusr.ii 'is 'at, ai'ciomi'asyimj tiii: motion with 
Tim wduus, ‘dooo evkmV, Bu i; Ukaiui ! ’" 


THE LOST LEADER. 

Thu Ilillsbury Company of the 2nd Battalion of the 
Lastshirc Voluilloci'H were being inspected for efficiency by 
a Captain of the Grenadier Guards, who had graciously 
conic down and devoted liis Sunday afternoon to this pur¬ 
pose. Forty 11 A ” men bad obeyed their country’s call and 
turned up on parado, and among the officers was Alfred 
Herbert, who was a second-lieutenant of the mature ngo of 
fifty. Ho was enthusiastic, but a slow learner, always 
confusing himself and bis men. Still, bo was obviously 
doing bis best, and the men forgave him and did their host 
to cover up bis faults. 

“ Mr. Herbert,” said tho inspecting officer sharply, “ bo 
good enough to take the company out and move them 
about for a few minutes.” 

Herbert's heart began to beat at the double. He had 
known that this ordeal might come, but lie hod hoped 
against hope that, if lie made himself small and meek, he 
would ho overlooked. All was in vain ; his time li&d come. 
“Drill them as a company of two platoons,” said the stern 
Guardsman. 

“ Yes, Sir,” said Herbert. “ Khali I- —” 

“Take them out at once, Sir. We have no time to 
waste." 

It was at this moment that Herbert's fust dream, or I 
should rather say tho first phase of his treble dream, began. 
He dreamt that lie called the company to attention, caused 
them to slope arms, and moved them to the right in fours. 


So far so good. 

Now they were in columns of fours and marching gaily. 

“This is it good diojtui,” thought Herbert. “ I will got 
them into lino. On the right, form company!” lie shouted 
at the lop of bis voice. 

lie bad done it. lie bad gol the rear rank in front, and 
this is a terrible state of affairs, loading to the most fright¬ 
ful complications at any rate in the Lastshirc Volunteers. 

“ Move to the right in fours! ” lie commanded ; and then 
tho trouble began. 

In less than half a minute, forty deserving men, in¬ 
cluding N.O.O.’s, were tied up into a series of terrifically 
complicated knots, in tho midst of which the Company 
Sergeant-Major bobbod about, an angry cork on a stormy 
ocean of desperate men. 

“ Vory good, Mr. Herbert, oh, very good indeed,” said the 
Inspecting Officer. 

At this point Herbert passed into his second pliaso and 
dreamed that it was all a dream. 

But the question romained : what was lie to do V 

“Doublet” ho shouted, and himself gave (lie example. 
And as he ran lie passed into His third phase aucl dreamed 
it was all true; and be woke up with a start at the orderly 
room, and found that it wan true. 

That very evening bo resigned bis commission, “ owing,” 
os he wrote, “ to au incurable habit of getliug the rear rank 
in front.” 

What happened to the men I canhot say with certainly. 
I think tbey are still struggling. 
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Physical VUcrcisc Instructor. “'Emu, von! W hat the deuce auk ion lahkiku at?" 
Recruit. “Oh, Sergeant, I—I was thinkin^ what priceless bally asses we must hook! 


MEDITATIONS OF MARCUS O'REILLY. 

On the Danger op Popularity. 

* 

The. Ballybun Binnacle, has ceased 
publication—i hope temporarily, for I 
havo bad to fall back on The Times. 
The latter is the belter paper for wrap¬ 
ping things in, and they scorn to use a 
good kind of ink which does not come 
off on the butter, but it’s a bit weak on 
its advertising side. It was O’Mullins 
across the road who pointed this out 
to mo first. He had, he says, an adver¬ 
tisement a whole week in The Times 
tor a total abstainer to rnako himself 
otherwise useful and to mend his stable 
door; but no apparent notice was taken 
of it. The same advertisement had not 
boon a couple of hours in The Binnacle 
before three tinkers tried to stoal Ids 
horse. 

I have hoard people speak well of the 
oditorials in our chief London rival, hut 
they aronot thought much of in -Bally- 
bun ; they haven’t the flavour. Our 
paper used to be strongly political, hut 
the increase in the number of sub¬ 
scribers did not pay for the libel actions, 
and so of late we have boon cultivating 
an open mind and advertisements. It 
is true that oven so it was impossible 
for Casey, our editor, to steer wholly 
clear of vexed political questions, but 
hie latest mannor was admirably states¬ 
manlike. He would sunnmiviso the 
opposing viows of our oight or niijo 
parties and then state boldly that he 
agreed with most of them, and ns for 


the rest ho would not shrink to declare, 
in the face of the world if necessary, 
that they were full of an intellectual 
Zeitgeist, unfortunately only too spor¬ 
adic. Ho would then sum up by draw¬ 
ing attention to the bargain sale of 
white goods at the Ballybun Emporium. 
Everybody liked this, and the Ballybun 
Bon March6 would send in its adver¬ 
tisement for our next week’s issue. 

The Binnacle has ceased publication, 
of course, before. When the editor took 
bis summer holiday or wont bo a friend’s 
wedding in the country he would often 
leave the bringing of it out to his staff. 
The latter used normally to edit the 
sporting and fashionable columns and 
was called Elannagan, but bad only 
one eye and was somewhat eccentric. 
Flannagan couldn't bo bothered some¬ 
times and sometimes he would gofiahing. 
Still, although the paper did not come 
out just when we expected, Flannagan 
might relent and bring it out two or 
three duys later, and at all events ho 
always told us the news whenever he 
met us in the street. 

Thus wo could not strictly say that 
we had no local newspaper. But now, 
1 fear, the case is altered, and The 
Binnacle lias been killed solely by its 
own popularity. 

It doesn't, do for an editor to be too 
popular. People used to drop in on 
Casey at all hours of the day and lend a 
hand and smoke his tobacco and try to 
borrow money. His sanctum became 
the fashionable lounge of the Ballybun 


iHite. A great gap was caused in the 
front of the paper amongst tho best¬ 
paying advertisements by Kelly’s trying 
to clean his pipe with part of the lino¬ 
type machine. Casey noticed this, 
and further attributed the matter to 
the Censor, whom be attacked vigor¬ 
ously in a loading article for trying to 
throttle the safety-valve of trade by 
inoculating tho thin end of the wedge; 
he will do this again, he added, at his 
own peril. He also told Kelly the same. 

As our respected Member of Parlia¬ 
ment is hanging tenaciously on to 
life, and we could not very well in¬ 
vite him to create a vucancy, we woro 
at a loss how to mark our esteem 
lor our popular editor in a prac¬ 
tical mannor. Casey himself suggested 
a testimonial. His friends, however, 
said that nothing sordid should over 
enter into the feelings with which they 
regarded him, and decided finally on 
electing him to the second highest 
office a layman in our part can hope to 
hold. Ho was elected Judge—“ unani¬ 
mously,” as ho put it, “ by 29 to 3 ”— 
and the race meeting came off last week. 
We hate to hold it in war-time, bub 
the breed of horses and bookies must 
be kept up. Even the bed-ridden took 
a day off and trooped to it. 

Picture the feolings of the crowd 
when Casey merged the judge into the 
editor and kept declaring race after 
race a dead heat. They rose at him as 
one man and clamoured for souvenirs. 
What was left of Casey shook tho dust 
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of Ballybun off his feet, while our 
impulsive patriots wove smashing his 
office furniture. 

This only proves what I have often 
maintained, that popularity always 
makes a man unpopular in the long 
run. Meanwhile The Ballybun Bin¬ 
nacle has ceased to appear, but I soe 
from The Times there has been a 
movement in Berlin in favour of letting 
bygones bo bygones. 


BOOKS AND BOOKS. 

["The lust lx>oks of the Winter season art* 
creeping out, ami some urti important anti 
Home arc not .”—Daily Chronicle. J 

Thk last books of Winter, 

Homo slim and some stout, 

Prom the hands of the printer 
Are now “ creeping out ”; 

And it’s helpful to loam from 
A man on the spot 
That some are important 
And others are not. 

• 

And yet the conviction 
Expressed in this guise 
In the matter of fiction 
I’d like to revise; 

For of this romances 
Unceasingly shot 
From tiro press, most are piffle 
And very few not. 

From minstrelsy's melee, 
its foam and its surge, 

A Keats or a Shelley 
May haply emerge; 

Or there may be a Tuppor 
To leaven the lot— 

Some hards are immortal 
And others are not. 

We ’ro certain to meet with— 

The stock never fails— 

Some Memoirs replete with 
Fatiguing details; 

But the chance isn’t groat of 
A Lockhart and Scott, 

Or a Boswell and Johnson— 

No, certainly not. 



Jfoatuaa (plaj/Jitllij). “ What—haven’x you FINISH Cl) \i.t? ’ 

Handy ( rrt/ardintf calf, from which hr ha s hren fold to help Jiinatclfj, “AH, RUT YJB 
KF.N, A CAKK O’ TIIM S1ZF. IRNA RAH BOON KVTF.N AH YU MAY THUNK.” 


Some prophot whose coming 
Is yet undivined 
May set the world humming 
And stagger mankind; 

It may be a Darwin 
Some publisher’s got 
Up his sleevo, or it may bo 
Some one who is not. 

There may be some clinkers 
Now “creeping ” to light. 
Tremendous deep thinkers 
Or high in their flight f 
There may be diffusers 
Of air that is hot; 

There may be a Bergson, 
Again there may not. 


Though the publishing season 
Is now on the wane, 

This isn’t a reason 

Why we should complain ; 

For the view of the export— 

His “ i’s ” when we dot- - 
Is that some hooks are useful, 

But most of them rot. 

From the report of a speech by the 
Chief Justice of New Zealand:— 

“}Ji» Bxeolkmcy tins Governor may make 
any conditions lie' pleases. Jn fact it is a 
case of ‘ floe yoIo Hie lubes; sit pro rntione 
valuators,' I do not think the word omi be 
read in that widcseii.su.” —New /calami Timer. 

Nor do we. 


Another Impending Apology. 

IN PI VX HKFENCK . FOlttJK OttDBRS. 

I vuriTA Sottish 

The Kiupiic (Calcutta). 

“ Ikieiidniit was fined 20s. for the abusive 
lananiiRe which, said tins Chairman, was thn 
worst. Lbc Magistrate# had ever seen.” 

Trarinc'ud Paper, 

Dr oven^tnsled. 

“ Autk|Uos are the ‘ best, sellers' at all 
liiuaurs, and one meets hunters of thorn all 

over the country. I hear of Mrs.-on- 

Raged on the cbr.se at Bath for hor charity 
scheme. The Duchess of — - was tlu're, too, 
taking thn waters.’’--Bai/i/ Mirror. 

Some of our collectors will stop at 
nothing. 
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ART TO THE RESCUE. 

No means to f»ob people to invest in 
War Bonds can bo seriously objected 
to; but I must confess that when, on a 
railway station hoarding, I caught sight 
of a poster representing Whikti.kk’k 
famous portrait of his mother, with the 
words, "Old Age is Coining,” printed 
across it, beneath an appeal to tho 
public to be prudent, about the future 
by buying Government stock now, 
T experienced a jolt. Because this 
picture lias always been one of tho 
sacred things, and to see it again was 
a necessary part of any visit to Baris. 
As to the shock which the sight would 
have caused the painter, wore ho alive 
to-day, tho pen prefers to say little. 
Even with three patriotic, motives to 
control him for lie was American by 
birth, "French by sympathy, and English 
by lesidenco— Whistlek must have 
delivered his mind. That lie would con¬ 
sider this anything hut a gentle art of 
breaking euomios, is certain ; nor can 
J see him holding his peace about it. 

Personally, however, J got. over my 
own sense of the outrage very quickly. 
For t he new War Bonds must succeed, 
and the end justifies the means, however 
desperate—that is how I looked at it, 
and therefore, instead of maintaining an 
attitude of preciosity, 1 began to wonder 
how 1 could assist, the authorities (who 
had dared to bend tho Butterfly to their 
purpose) to further useful nets of van- 


in the interests of tho Allies and to tho 
lasting detriment of' Germany — and 
then replace her. J>ut there is no need 
to trouble about the replacing. That 
will be automatic. 

Beginning with the postulate that 
War’s sinews must he forthcoming, 
or Haio and Byno will hatter at the 
I Hun to iiisuilic.ient purpose, wo can do 



f ed dmj 



*>> 


to txjl oni 
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dalism. Nothing should, I determined, 
stand in my way. Where they were 
merely “ hairy,” I would ho absolutely 
bald-headed. Honeo, if there is any¬ 
thing in the suggestions that follow 
which may set tho teeth of the reverent 
on edge, it must ho attributed to lionost 
/eal. All that I want is for the Ken 7 
nedy-Jonos of the movement to lift Art 
from her pedestal for a few days only— 


anything. Lot then, I say,all tho artists 
bo conscripted, whether old masters or 
| young. The facade of tho National 
| Gallery is to-day one vast hoarding j 
I advert ising the progress of the Loan: lot, 
j us go inside and levy upon its treasures j 
J too. A few pictorial suggestions will 
i bo found on this page; others will 
occur to its habitues, and doubtless 
the T> nstees (although Lord Lann- 
hownk is one) will ho only too glad 
to fall in with tho project. 

Buhne-.Jones’s “Gophetua and tho 
Beggar Maid” hangs, for instance, in 
the National Gallery — temporarily 
borrowed from the Tate—at this 
moment. It would make a good piece 
of propaganda. " Why is the maid a 
beggar?" " Because her parents had 
not provided against tho future by 
provident and patriotic speculation.” 
Gloso by hangs, also on loan from 
the Tate, Cecii. Lvwkon’h "Harvest 
Moon.” “Why on this most favour¬ 
able of nights is thoro no raid?” 
" Because tho success of the War Bonds 
brought about Germany’s surrender.” 
After the authorities’ most admirable 
and dosiruhlo way with Whisteeh’s 
mother, you can do anything and should 
| do anything. That is my point. 

And not only the National Gallery, 
but the galleries of France and Italy, 
and even Germany horself. Perhaps 
Germany first of all, for there would 
be a piquancy in thus employing 
tho cherished possessions of the foe. 
Could not something bo dono, for ex¬ 
ample, with tho famous wax bust, the 


glory of tho Kaiser Friedrich Collec¬ 
tion, into which Leonardo da Vinci, 
as a finishing touch, crammed an early- 
Yictorian waistcoat beforedolivoringthe 
mastorpiece to its owner ? A really in¬ 
genious organisorshould he able to make 
telling use of Lhat, perhaps with a play 
on the word “investment.” But mean¬ 
while Lkonakoo would, I am sure, be 
only too willing to suppress his sensitive 
feelings and assist his fellow-country¬ 
men in their stand on the Biave by con¬ 
tributing “Monna Lisa.” Home such 
words as those would serve: “ Why is 
sho smiling that satisfied smilo ? ” 
“Because she lias bought a nice liltle 
packet of War Bonds and thus insured 
a comfortable old age.” At the same 
lime Titian could help to save his 
Venice by lending the " Venus” from 
tho Uflizi. “ Why is this lady so 
miked?” "Because she neglected to 
invest in War Bonds, and thus had no¬ 
thing with which to buy clothes later 
on." Or, if a French or English piclum 
wore profoircd, 1 noiieh’ "La Borneo,” 
from the Louvre, or Leighton's “ Bath 
of Bsveho” from tho National Gallery, 
could lie used with the sumo touching 
legend. But 1 foci that Titian should 
have the first chance. And there are 
living painters too who would come in. 
Our own old master— Augustus John 
(who is now, 1 am told, a major)— 
would, no doubt, he delighted to lend 
the hoardings one of tho pictures from 
his exhibition now in progress. Tho 



portrait of Mr. G. B. Shaw, for 
example, in which the eyes of tho great 
seer are closed. “ Why is this old 
gentleman not looking at you ? ” “Bo- 
cause ho is afraid you may not have 
bought any War Bonds and he can’t 
bear to soe anything unpatriotic.” 

But enough has been said. The 
National War Bonds must be sold, and 
Art must liolp, and no one must winoe. 






Mullii r tin etui rue of ten arilhinetie lesson ). '* W’uat is half min?" Daughter . “Two.' 

Mother . “And can you iku, mk what is half five?" 

Daughter . "Well, Mcvmii:, it hki'kmw which half you mean - tiii: two on the thunk.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(Tit/ Air, Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Many' years ago, whoti I was younger and more opti¬ 
mistic than to day, 1 thought, out what struck mo as 
an adventure-story of wonderful promise, and confided the 
plot to a friend, reputed expert in such matters. He hoard 
mo with indulgent attention and, when 1 had finished, 
“ Capital,” says lie; “ hut do you propose to differentiate) it 
in an;/ svay from Dead Alan’s Jloclc 1 " l am reminded of 
this anc out wound by the appearance of a new buccaneer¬ 
ing book by fcfir Annum Quir.r.nit-CounH; and that not 
only on account of tho name of the author, hut because 
when a tale of this kind begins in Bristol Hocks, with a 
company that includes an apprentice-hero, a one-eyed 
sailor and a parrot of piratical past, it is impossible not to 
recall Treasure Island. However this may ho, Mortaltone 
soon attains a development quite sufficiently original, with 
an island and a secret and a noble store of buried treasure, 
all in doubloons and pieces of eight, which is exactly how 1 
prefer it. In short a capital yarn, which did but confirm 
mo in an old resolve that, were I ever thinking of com¬ 
mencing pirato or starting any unlawful business of tho 
seas, 1 should avoid apprentices like tho plague. The 
second part of Alorlallonc and Aunt Trinidad (Armow- 
SMITH) I found rather loss satisfactory. Here a number 
of tales of tho Spanish Main are supposed to bo told by a 
trio of withered beldames whose youthful prime was spont 
as pirate queens. A striking and novel approach ; though 
my belief in it was hindorod by tho discovery that these 
untutored crones not only spoke but wrote an admirable, 
if slightly mannered, prose, akin to that of Stevenson or, 


say, Sir Airnniii himself. But these bo tho carpings of 
age; 1 am smo that no hoy lucky enough to find Alortal- 
haie among his Christmas presonts will loavo a paragraph 
undevoured. 

Hr. II. Rtuehmeti is one of that small hand of (lormans 
who have had the courage to denounce tho policy and acts 
of their Government. When tho War began ho joinod tho 
Herman army, fought in the Masurian operations, was 
invalided out of tho army at tho beginning of IDlfi, and 
thereupon became correspondent in Constantinople of the 
Kulntsrhe Xetlumj, in which capacity ho acted until tho end 
of JDIG, when Ins too great truthfulness proved distasteful 
to his employers and he had fo give up his place. Now lie 
resides in Switzerland and “ makes use,” ho says, “ of tho 
opportunity ... to range himself boldly on the side of 
truth, and show that thcio are still Germans who find it 
impossible to condone, even tacitly, tho moral transgression 
and political stupidity of their own and an allied Govern¬ 
ment.” This is a big undertaking, but I)r. Htuekmeh i 
attacks it manfully in his hook, Two War Years in Con- i 
stantinople (lIounKit and Stoughton). Ho gives a harrow- J 
ing description of tho sufferings of tho Armenians, and j 
leaves no doubt that lie considers Germany responsible for 
tho massacro of a nation. T*adviso those who desire first¬ 
hand knowledge of tho political schemes and ambitions of 
the Germans and their Young Turkish friends to consult 
this hook. It is a mine of information. 

Mr. Winston Chuuchiiji always packs his novels with 
sober stuff and redeems them from any trace of dulness by 
tho skill with which he handles his theme, and by his 
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conwiii'iilimw sfndy not, only of his characters but of the! I'fcot-Surgeon T. T. Jk\ns, R.N., scores heavily off most, 
details of ids background. That background m 77/,! Dircll- \ writers ol boys’ adventure tales by having actually lived 
iii'i-J’litrr of Lujht (Maomillan) is an American cotton-j the life he describes. Hero, for instance, in A Naval 
mill district with a mixed alien population of operatives, j Venture (Blaokie) wo do get the real thing, and boyB 
and trouble browing as the result of a headstrong wage- would he well-advised to sample it and see if it is not 
cutting manager, Claude Dilniar, in conflict with the 1. WAV, preferable to the kind of adventurous fiction produced so 
Tho phases of this grim struggle arc most forcibly described, prolific-ally for their amusement. Not, that this yarn is 
I,ho author holding no briol for either protagonist. And, lacking in adventure; indeed it is concerned with the 
if widower Ditmar, man ol iron, for whom the Ohippcring Gallipoli campaign, from the landings until the evacuation, 
Mill is his second and abiding male, be no hero, .lanet, his and anything moro adventurous it would bo hard to 
typist, has the makings of a notable heroine. How this imagine. Hi reading this story of The Orphan, The. Lamp- 
irl, full of character ami of passion bravely restrained, J post, Babbles , 'The linn, llaniins and The Vinlclial, ono 
breaks down the business preoccupation of her duel and | feels that the author actually knows these “ snotties, with 
how her courage and stead fust honour convince him that| their high courage, animal spirits and elementary humour, 
the liaison ho promised himself will not sullico for honour It is in fact history S]iiced with fiction. Of all tho char¬ 


acters my vote joes to Kaiser Bill, for although, being .. 
lortoiso, he performed no deeds of actual gallantry, he 
carried good luck with him wherever he went. Besides, 


urilied desire - all this is finely told. It, was, however, 
hut a faltering and slowly-growing conviction, and death 
claims him before he can make amends for tho wrong into 
which his masterful pleading has betrayed her. 1 never his name might annoy the All-Hkihest. Mr. Jeans 
quite precisely gathered what was “the dwelling-place made an extremely good shot when ho drew his bow at 

of light.” Anyway it: " . 1 -1 Naval 1 cut are. 

wasn't the Chipporiug j 
Mill . . . But 1 was 
sorry whon 1 reached 
tho four hundred and 
ninth and last of the 
closoly-sot pages. Good 
measure for a hook in 
war-time. 


Throughout a vaga¬ 
bond career that, began 
in happiness on a farm 
and finished, thank¬ 
fully, amongst the 
fields, Frank liaingerl 
followed always the 1 
pathway of tho broader i 
experience. Followed 
it so stoutly and was 
such good company on 
tho long road that whe¬ 
ther it was high holiday 
at Cranbroolc Circus 



- / - J- . . 

UNPUm.THHEl) INCIDENTS IN ANCIENT HISTOllY. 

I’anopfajh explains his model at the War Office, Athens, during 
the Trojan War. 


You would hardly bo- 
! lievo what a remark- 
i ably unprincipled set 
! of persons make up the 
least, of Mr. William 
j Caine's newost story. 
He calls them Drones 
(Methuen), but that, 
J feel, is a charitable 
j understatement. There 
was lino [Vanstanlei/, 
rising young sculptor, 
who, boeauso ho didn't 
rise quickly enough, 
was capable of borrow¬ 
ing the savings of his 
friend’s parlourmaid to 
work a system at rou- 
lotte. The friend, Aus¬ 
tin Jenner, was also an 
artist and also rising. 


_ __'His little failing was 

with Mmjijie Coalbran, or a light for tho hopeless cause of concealment of tho fact that lie was almost wholly sup- 
the Southern States in sholl-torn Vicksburg, or only tho ported by remittances furnishod by his hard-working 
kooping of eternal lazy summer with the peons of Yucatan, brother. Incidentally ho was engaged t,o Eric's sister, hut 
I was altogether content to go humbly forward with him, abandoned her without a qualm for tho beringed hand of 
convinced that, as it was written, so and no otherwise should one Mrs. Me.klram, a rich widow, known as Tho B. Q, 
it ho. Even when he deservedly failed to become a shining (Biscuit Queen). Need 1 say that Mrs. Meldrum, moving 
light in tho litorary firmament to which ho aspired—an un in these circles, and with ambitions as an art patroness, 
heard-of piece of audacity on the part of his authoress -1 did lived in Cheyno Walk '! Indeed tho setting of the whole 
not rebel. Miss Shejla Ivaye Smith has an essential clarity comedy is inevitably Chelsea. Having regard to the 
of visualisation, a deep and still resorvo of unforced pathos number of bad hats among the dramatis per some, you will 
aud an exquisite sense of the haunting word, that combine probably not ho astonished to bo told that their goings-on 
with a most competent alertness of movement to make her are excellently entertaining; though I cannot but think that 
latest artistic success, The Challenge to .Sm//s'(N islet), a to give both his loading lady and his souhrettc, or Singing 
hook for which 1 can hardly find adequate words of praise. Chambermaid, the handicap of morally deficient young 
Most admirahlo of all, perhaps, is a strange faculty she has brothers, does look like laziness on the part of Mr. Caine. 

shown for making one satisfied that her people should Surely there exist other avenues to calamity. But it's an 

remain perennially rather poor and unambitious and dull, amusing roguos’ comedy, 
and should even grow old without occasioning us regret. 

With the deop under-drift of tho writer’s philosophy one For the Saving of Child-Life, 

may not ho completely in accord, hut certainly it will worry Mr. G. K. Citestehton will looturo on “ How Dickens’ 
nobody, while the unity and beauty of her methods hold tales came true,” on Friday, December 14th, at 3 o’clock, 
one in willing bondage from beginning to end. This is real at 20, Arlington Street (kindly lent by the Marchioness of 
literature, and everyone should read it, Salisbury), in aid of the Kentish Town Day Nursery. 

— -- Tickets, £1 Is. Od., 10s. 6a!., 7s. 6 d., may be obtained from 

Without any very exceptional gifts as a story-teller Countess Obey, of Chester Street, N.W.l. 
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ought to meet. ’ Failing that, wo think of Turkey thinks of tint capture of 
CHARIVARIA. that a (; i eas i; ono side might meet. Jerusalem. * * 

General Allkniiy having announced 

that all the holy places in Jerusalem Writing to The Evening News a Four letters of Queen Elizabeth 
will be protected, the Kaiser is about Maidstone gentleman protested against have just been sold by auction, 
to issue a manifesto to his Turkish the action of the authorities who covered Strangely enough, nothing iH said in 
subjects, pointing out that so much up the Tank in Trafalgar Square on them about her having no quarrel with 
time lias elapsed sinco be was there in Sundays. On the first Sunday it seems the Spanish people, but only with their 
1898 that the place can no longer Ik- i that somebody tripped over it. Monarch. * * 

considered as holy as it was. | * 

There appears to he an epidemic otj “ Is the potato the saviour of the 
It, is uow stated that the loader of trouble in the animal world. An ole- j Fathorland ? ” asks the Deutsche Taijen- 

phant at the Zoo has just died, while ze dung. Another slight to the Ann- 
only a few days ago a travelling crane Highest. 
collapsed at Glasgow. 

* 

Burglars who looted an Oxford Street 
shop last, week obtained admission by 
making a nolo through a brick wall. reC0 rd of the 

subject of cheese has heeu issuod by the It is supposed the shop floor was closed, rhythms, • la Hospital.’ "—Daily i'aper. 
Foon - Controller. The 


the Sinn Feinors is an American citizen. 
It is hardly likely, however, in view of 
the friendly relations prevaili ng between 
ourselves and the United States, that 
the point will he pressod. 

>l : 

Another lengthy pamphlet on the 


From a review of Lord Lister's 
“ Lifo ” :— 

“It was in Kdmlmrgh that ho struck his 
most famous patient, IlenJey, wlm has a 
Chief’ in his lhymen and 


Department now claims 
that there is no excuse for 
even the simplest grocer 
failing to recognise a 
cheese when ho sees it. 

* * 

* ; 

A painful story comes 

from tho North of Eng¬ 
land. It appears that aj 
man left his homo saying , 
that ho would obtain a 
pound of Devonshire but- j 
ter or die. He was only i 
thirty-four years of ago. j 

A leaflet containing 
President Wilson’s recent j 
speech to Congress has j 
been passed by the Cen- j 
sor, who, however, does : 
not wish it to bo under¬ 
stood that he could not 
have improved on it if he 
had carod to. 



But it was not in refer¬ 
ence to this incident that 
Henley wrote, “My head 
is bloody hut unbowed.’’ 

"If all fouls writs rationed 
there could he no fixed scale." 

Slur. 

Of course not; we have 
always noticed that tho 
j bigger tho fool the mule 
ho eats. 


lioth together. Now, my man, why don’t you salute when you j>ass 

AN OFFICER?” 


# * 

* 


“ Bussaim is a nice town, by a 
dam site .”—Canadian l’a/iei ■ 

But a Canadian friend tolls 
us there are others “a dam 
sigtit nicer.” 

“Tho German government 
has a terrific explosive, which 
is being hold in reserve to the 
last. . . . H is said that a bomb 
weighing scarcely ten kilo¬ 
metres cun annihilate every¬ 
thing within a radius of two 
'—Mew York Herald. 


Surely it is only hindering matters thousand feet 
for people to keep writing to tho Press Wo do not mind saying that wo are 
A grave state of affairs is reported by on. the matter of the appointment of a frankly afraid of a homo that weighs 
a New York paper. It appears that Ministor of Health. It seems to ho about six miles. 

America will shortly ask Mexico to overlooked that so far The. Daily Mail 
mako revolutions a criminal offence, has not indicated who should ho ap¬ 
pointed to that position. 


Tltoy’ll he stopping baseball next. 


>fc * 

*r* 


“Tn’PKUAKY itunoi.AKY.-- Tipperary Tem- 
poruncu Club premises have boon gurgled.” 

Cork Uranium'. 

A question put by Mr. Field in the Tho Government having reaffirmed Gilbert s burglar up-to-date: “Ho 

House of Commons suggested that their statement that they have “ no loves to hear the Temperance Club 

M.P.s should travel on railways free of further fear of submarines,” it is felt to ft '6 ur f?l‘ n S-” 
charge. The ohief objection seems to he high time that someone in authority 

be that they would he sure to want should break it to the U-boats that they “Humwul Alleuhv , no doubt, will go in duo 

... i I ■ J time to the House of Lords, and military men 

return tickets. # might as well give It up and go home. uru a jocular interest ill Ins selection 

* _ "'n* of a title. Lord Bathsheba might serve, or 

A domestic servant points out ill a The‘gentleman who wrote to the Lad Hebron. Lord Jerusalem smacks of the 
couteropomry that she has worked from Press offering to soli eggs at 4.?. Id. a jocose.”— Birmingham Daily Post. 

seven in the morning until ten o’clock dozen lias sinco explained that he For our part we thought “ Lord Bath- 

at night for six months without a break, merely wanted to show how much sheba ” rather funny too. 

Another domestic who holds the smash- higher the market price is than his -— -- 

as-smash-can record wonders where would have been if no had really had An Historical Curiosity, 

this poor girl learnt her business. any eggs to sell. * * “, At Blenheim is a small glass-topped table, 

r J p which contains tho sword of the groat Duke. 

. ,, T * , , . . ... . - . , of Marlborough, also a letter addressed by him 

Discussing the London taxi strike a We understand that it has not yet toBarah Duchess from the field of Waterloo.” 
contemporary remarks that both sides been decided in Berlin what the Sultan The Queen. 


VOL, UI.IU. 
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OUR PACIFISTS. 

F wt as my hurnhlo daily found extends, 

There's nono hut longs to son im lay tlio foe low; 
I cannot trace upon my list of friends 
A solitary instance of a Hole; 

So that T 'vo sometimes nursed a doubt 
Whether there are such lots of them about. 

But now, when that (hi:elle in which 1 read 
(To learn its views on any given matter 
And so avoid 'em) hints that no such breed 
Exists among us, save in idle chatter, 

J am convinced the country reeks 
Willi these unnatural and noisome freaks. 

Only the worst are out for German pay, 

Some, claim ideals on the loftiest level ; 

Peace (and a fig for Honour) is their lay - 
Peace and the Brotherhood of man and devil , 
They love all sorts beneath the sun -- 
Even an Englishman; but best a Hun. 

They save the choicest of their tears to shed 

For those who break all laws divine and human; 
They’d bid the dead past cover up its dead. 
Forgetful of our murdered, child and woman; 
Forgetful of our drowned who sleep 
Without a grave beneath the wandering deep. 

I know not how or when this War will close, 

But this 1 know: unless my brain goes rotten, 
Never will T clasp hand with hand of those, 

False to their blood, who'll have these things 
forgotten, 

Who want a peace untimely made 
Before the uttermost account is paid. 

Thirty years on, when weak with age, 1 might 
Possibly talk to some lepontant Teuton, 

But, while 1 still can toll a knave at sight 

And have enough of strength to keep a hoot on, 
Only in one way will 1 get 

In touch with samples ol the Polo Set. O. S. 

THE CADET’S FRIEND. 

Misunderstood. -You were in the wrong. The custom 
of thiowing chicken-hones over the right, shoulder is prac¬ 
tised only in the moss of (lie ldtli Bavarian Butidsturm 
Regiment. Still, considering that you had only joined that 
) day, wo think your colonel acted hastily. 

As You Were (and seven! other Correspondents). -The 
executive order for the now combined movement of ‘ About 
turn and left incline" is given when the joint of the left 
big too is opposite the right instep (in Hilie regiments 
substitute right for loll and left for right). 

SiuiAiiTKiiN.—- Your company commander is without 
authority for reproving you lor shaving oil your moustache. 
All the same, judging by the photograph you enclose, vve 
think you would bo wise to keep as much of your face 
covornl as possible. 

Field Maksii vn's Baton.— No, you aio mistaken in 
supposing that a private soldier under close arrest may 
spend two hours daily in the regimental canteen. The 
only stimulant allowod him is one glass (9 <>/,., Made IA 7 .) 
of pork daily with tho orderly officer when he latter 
inspects the guardroom. 

Sufferer. — (1) No, White Star gas is never employed 
by army dentists. (2) No, you need nc t, take your respirator 
with you. You hire tho anivstholist's at a small charge. 


Pink Rats. —You assume that if you were appointed 
a Tiiopper-up you would er-offieio he put in chargo of the 
rum-ration. This is not the case. Tho function of moppers- 
up is to collect souvenirs for the new Great War Museum, 
to ho housed in one of tho four remaining London hotels. 

Observer. —German miiinenvverfer itro not dangerous if 
their flight is carefully watched, as they swerve to the loft, 
and their landing place can thus ho fairly accurately 
judged. Two varieties, however tho vvindupwerfer and tho 
lioppitvverfor— swerve to tho right. The googliwerfer 
| swerves both w ays. 

Sociable. —Tho correct method of dealing with snipers 
jin a house is to ring the fiont-door hell with tho thumb 
and forefinger of the right, hand, at the sumo time smartly 
inserting a charge of cordite into the letter-box with the | 
I left. Indents for postmen's uniforms for Ibis purpose j 
should ho rendered to D.A.D.O.K. in triplicate. j 

I Statistician.- -The world’s record is held by the adju- I 
'taut of the pioneer battalion of the .‘171st, Silesian hoot ; 

Hegimcnt. There is unimpeachable evidence to prove j 
! that ho vvas heard drinking grav y soup hum a distance 
j of 477 metres. The night vvas calm. 

IF THE PAPER SHORTAGE INCREASES. 

(Si')iic I'nliue Press linns) 

Fiction Famine in the Provinces. 

From many districts come reports of great difficulty in 
obtaining novels. Yesterday in a well-known Midland town 
! the unusual sight, vvas observed of long queues outside the 
chief hooksolleis'. Sovoiul libraries displayed notices hear¬ 
ing the words, “No Gvhuce to-diiy", and quite early in 
tin 1 afternoon best quality Bensons wore practically un¬ 
obtainable, even h) regular customers. 

First Conditional Sale Prosecution. 

Much interest has been roused in East Anglia over the 
I fine of one hundred pounds inflicted by the Bunch upon a 
j local bookseller, found guilty of ibe Conditional Sale of 
i Fiction. The chief witness, a retired stockbroker, proved 
that defendant refused to supply his order for a shilling’s 
worth of O. Henry unless lie also purchased a remainder 
copy of II '/iinleumjs Hound Wulnex (published at twelve; 
mid-six not). Tho Chairman, remarking that the case vvas 
a specially flagrant one, expressed a hope that the result 
would piolcct, the public from such imposition in future. 
Valuable Discovery. 

In view of the serious shortage in reliable fiction, 
nothing less than a sensation is likely to result from tho 
reported discovery of an entirely satisfactory Barclay 
substitute in tabloid form. Should tho tidings provo well 
iiutbenticated, the patrons of circulating libraries will have 
good reason for satisfaction. The new preparation is said 
to he even sweeter than the original article, and equally 
sustaining. 

Fiction Cards Govtino. 

On inquiry at the Albert Hull (recently taken over as 
ollices by the Literature Control Committee), our repre¬ 
sentative was emphatically assured that, should tho system 
of voluntary romance-rationing prove unsatisfactory, aotno 
form of compulsion will bocorne inevitable. It was pointed 
out that tho indicated maximum of one novel or magazine 
per head weekly is amply sufficient for all reasonable re¬ 
quirements. Tlie attention of the public is further called 
to the need of making tho fullest and most economical use 
of the allowance, and not wasting tho advertisement pages, 
which contain much readable and stimulating matter, the 
patent medicine paragraphs especially being rich in the 
finest imaginative fiction. 
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“CHOCKCHAW;” 

On, Hto-Wios at Puay. 


| popped a piece of Chockchaw into his 
Somebody in the Old Country din- i mouth (becaiiHO he had a difficult March 
covered, with the aid of a hint or two, 'Table to make out and needed susten- 
that the tooth (exact molar not specified) am;e) and foil to work whistling like 
of the General Staff Ollicer.'{ was sweet, an ordinary human being (who cannot 
As a natural result a certain famous whistle). I.O. (not the gadfly, hut the 
firm of confectioners was indented upon j Intelligence Ollicer) dropped in with his 
heavily. Day in, 
orderlies arrived festooius 


(the G.S.0.2 suddenly jumped up from Name, and passed it round. It was the 
his chair, ran to the Canteon cupboard, name of ah Excessively Resplendent 


One, whose lightest word results in 
headlines in the loss expensive daily 
press. 

A frightful panic came over all. 
What — a General Btaff ceasing to 
function even for a minute? It was 


unthinkable. The nows would be 
day oul, perspiring | usual list of suspected hostilo emplace-1 flashed through to all concerned and 
wii.li parcels ! meats, lie took Chockcliaw in case ; become the subject 


of conversation in 


containing all kinds of wonderful things ! lie was asked pertinent questions. He J ten thousand messes that evening. It 


crammed with all sorts of wonderful sur- j has to ho s<> careful what he gives away 
prises. Life in the General Staff Office ! unofficially. Ho knows so nuicli. Gor- 
rosolvod it self into four meals a day be- 1 mans try to steal his summaries to find 
tween sweetmeats. The whole routine, out what their own intentions really are. 
underwent a complete change. Every-; The A.D.G. dropped in for his usual 
one who visited the place made, as a j morning chat and Chockchaw. The 
matter of course, a bee line for the | Staff Officer R.A, (S.O.R.A.), that in- 
Geiioral Staff (fanteen cupboard, and j veterato sweet guzzler, also dropped in. 
while searching for the 

particular dainty lie fancied ! ,\ /[ )&■ ■*''}} fi 

broached the subject of his , 
visit in general terms, lie 
then turned to the officer ho 
was addressing and polite¬ 
ly offered him the kind of 
delicacy ho thought would 
blend best with the matter 
in hand. 

And then Chockcliaw 
arrived, ft began by lotting 
the G.S.0.3 down badly the 
first day. All unsuspicious 
of its properties he rang up 
a Division, popped a piece 
into his mouth and waited. 

In duo Lime the call came 
through, but no word could 
he utter. “Chockchaw lock¬ 
jaw " had set in. Only 
a horrible sound like the 
squelching of ton gum- 
boots in the mud reached tiio indignant, 

Staff at the other end. After a minute’s 
monologuo they rang off in disgust. j muddied all over. 

Yet in spite of all difficulties the : had no breakfast 



vogue of Chockchaw swept through 
tho Corps. It is such a ripe, rich, full- 
flavoured irresistible concoction. Dis¬ 
advantages there are, of course, hut, on 
the other hand, if you want to be quiet, 
it is easy to lure the unsuspecting in¬ 
truder on to Chockcliaw and leave it 
at that. After vain efforts the poor 


TO WISH mSTUlCT. 

“S\V, (Icv’NOI!, \l.lt Vli, III’ REKKUW: A COn*l,E or FI11KT Cl.ARK 
IHNIIKONS Foil Mr, AN' MV FHIII.NIIS ON THE NEXT UAIH NHiilT," 

“ Hullo, what are you follows munch¬ 
ing?" asked the General, coming in 
Give me a bit; I ’vo 
no breakfast. What's the nows, 


Intelligence?” (No answer.) “ Is that 
Move Order done, by the way?” (No 
answer.) “ Why, what the- Good 
Lord, I’m stuck! What stuff is this 


must uot he. Never was there such a 
kneading and gnashing of teeth. But 
to no purpose. You cannot hurry 
Chockchaw : time, and time alone, will 
defeat it. The General tried to pack 
it all into one cheek. Useless; to 
attempt to sculpture in scccotiuo would 
have been a simpler task. The G.S.0.2 
tried a frontal swallow, but 
: only iiiiod his throat more 
! and more thickly until ro- 
; spiral ion became difficult. 
Tho S.O.K.A. nearly swal¬ 
lowed his tongue. The 
j A.D.C., having cricked his 
jaw in him first five seconds, 
counted ton and threw up 
the sponge. The voice 
at tho telephone became 
louder and more insistent. 

| flushed, hot and flurried, 

! tho G.8.0.If thrust tho re¬ 
ceiver into tho hands of 
the G.8.0.2, who handed 
it to tho General, who 
passed it on to the A.D.G., 
who dropped it. Nobody 
spoke. Only the crackling 
atul cackling voice could be 
hoard from the roceivor as 
it hung face downwards at 
tho end of its cord. 

It was a moment demanding imagi¬ 
nation. Naturally tho Intelligence 
Officer felt the responsibility. lie 
stopped forward, slapped tho mouth¬ 
piece three times with the palm of his 
hand, rang off, rang on and slapped it 
again. Tho effect at the other end 


you 'vo given me ? ” And there they all! must have been horrible, but it achieved 


its purpose. By the time connection 
bad I icon restored and the blood of the 
Signal Master demanded, the A.D.C. 
had cheated with a handkerchief and 
was aide to gasp out that the Corps 


stood cliumping in silence 
I The telephone rang. The absurdity 
of a dumb Staff tickled everybody. They 
follow usually creeps away like a cat, j winked their appreciation of the situa- 
with too big a bone and chews himself lion at one another. NoL to be able to 

back to speech round the corner. lie say “ Thank you ** on being instructed j Commander would enjoy seeing the 
seldom returns, and if ho does—there “ with reference to my telegram of to- Resplendent One any time that day 
is always more Chockchaw. Should day for L/Cpl. Plunkett read L/Cpl. Thus the honour of the General Staff 
he refuse it this time yon can take a Plunkett," appealed to them. Amidst, was saved, the Intelligence Officer vin- 
piece yourself and save the trouble of the chuckles and gluggels of all, the dicated and the vogue of Chockchaw 
answering, anyway. G.S.0.3 was obliged to lift the receiver, brought to an untimely end. 

Chockcliaw entailed more perilous Something of the seriousness of the “ You ought,” said the General 
chances than at first appeared prob occasion must have communicated itself severely to the G.S.0.3—“you ought 
able. Indeed at one time it looked like l to' tho others, tot they crowded round to be unstuck for bringing such stuff 
seriously impeding the course of final him, mumbling and munching sympa- .into the oflice.” 

thetically, Speechless, the poor fellow i “ I have never wished so hard in my 
wrote hastily on a, buff slip of paper a j life, Sir, to be unstuck,” said he. 


victory 

On a certain brown November day 
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THE'SUPERfOR SEX. 


“ You are late again,” said Clara, as 11 
entered our domestic portal. “What! 
is it this time? ” 

Gently hut firmly I explained the 
reason. A certain amount, o£ tact was 
necessary, for my wife does not care 
for any remarks that appear to reflect 
upon her sex. 

“Owing to the present abnormal 
state of things, my dear,” I said, “our 
oilico is now almost entirely staffed by 
women. In many ways this is an 
improvement. Their refining influence 
upon the dress and deportment of the 
few remaining male members of the 
staff' is distinctly noticeable. But there 
are, I regret to say, certain drawbacks. 
Admittedly our superiors in many 
respects, in others they are not, I am 
afraid, equal to the situation. Take, for 
instance, matters of detail where you- - 
I mean they—should excel. I asked 
Miss Philpott to write a letter--” 

“ Did you post that letter for me 
this morning? ” said Clara. If Mrs. 
Roberts doesn't get it hIio won't know 
whore to meet mo to morrow.” 

It is a woman’s privilege to wander 
from the point at issue. T told Clara 
somewhat shortly that 1 had posted j 
the letter, although naturally 1 did not 
remember doing so. A man who has 
hundreds of petty details to deal with 
every day, as 1 have, develops an 
automatic memory —a subconscious 
mechanism which never fails him. 

I explained this to Clara. “Not 
once in five thousand times would it 



allow me to pass the pillar-box with 
an unposted letter iu my pocket. Per¬ 
haps it is the vivid red--—” 

“ And perhaps your vivid imagina¬ 
tion,” said my wife. “ Well, i am glad 
you posted tho lotfcer, for Mrs. Roborts, 
as you know, never received tho one 
you posted ten duys ago.” 

“ I took that matter up very firmly 
with the local postmaster,” 1 said. “He 
explained to me that letters are now 
almost entirely sorted and delivered by 
women, and he was afraid mistakes 
sometimes happened. And just to 
satisfy you about this last one, which 
I put as usual in my breast pocket at 
the back of my other papers——” I 
produced tho contents of my pocket? 
As I expected the letter was not there. 

“ Why do you carry so many papers 
in your pocket? What are they all 
about ? ” 


Mis, Judkins [bnitiUif up uyuinst the iliuuy/U in Hit- Tuln'), “TllAN'K («oui>NKKH WE Si i A N’T 
’aye SO AIIMIAIO TO-NItlllT, ftfRS. ’AltUIS. 1 t SEIMS TO BK E LOWIN' UP NICELY FOlt IIA IN'." 


“ Nothing you do surprises me,” said 
Clara. “Now go upstairs, please, and 
make yourself tidy. Have a dull mo¬ 
ment-not more than one, for dinner 
is nearly ready—and get rid of those 
papers.” 

Although my wife lias not a logical 
process of thought, at times slip makes 
sensible remarks. 1 took her advice. 
As L anticipated I hud some surprises. 

A few important business memo¬ 
randa, a sugar form, two income tax 
demands, a number of private letters 
and an unpaid coal account made up the 
collection. There was really nothing 
T could part with. Luckily 1 found 
two duplicates of the coal account. 
These 1 could spare. As 1 opened ono 
of them Mrs. Roberts’s letter fell out 
of it. 


! “ Mary can post it for you. Dinner’s 

: on the table.” Clara extended Iter 
! hand for the letter. I explained that 
jit was so very important that I could 
[not even trust Mary. 

“ Mary's sex is, of course, against 
her," sad my wife, “hut I’ll toll her 
to hold the letlor out at, arm’s length. 
You can see her all tho way from the 
, window and watch her put it iu the 
pillar-box.” 

! A little candour is sometimes neoes- 
I sary. 

, “Strangely enough,” 1 said, “the 
! live-thousandth chance has come off. 
| It is true tho letter is important, but 
j tho business is yours, and the letter is 
! addressed to Mrs. Roberts. I forgot to 
| post it this morning.” 

| “ I know vpu did," said Clara. “You 


“ Candidly, my dear, I do not know. 
Without tho element of surprise life 
would be unbearably monotonous. That 
element I deliberately carry with roe 
in toy breast pocket. When a dull mo¬ 
ment comes. I empty my pockets. It 
would surprise yon--” 


I had just time to catch the post. I 
managed to reach the front-door unob¬ 
served. My wife opened the dining¬ 
room window to tell me that dinner 
was ready. I told her I had forgotten 
to post a very important business letter. 
“ A most unusual occurrence,” I said. 


left it bohium, and I posted it myself.” 

Here I saw that I was going to score. 
“Then what is this?” 1 asked in 
triumph. 

“This,” said Clara, taking it from 
pae, V is the letter you forgot to post 
ten days ago.” 


L J <*.' ■*>!« .O&uttwt 
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TO "MARTIN ROSS.” 

(After irailin,i “Irish Memories") 

Two liish cousins greet ns lioro 

Emm lirsiiE "tlio silver-tongued" 
descended, 

Whoso lives for close on thirty war 
W<*ro indistiiiguishublv hlonded , 
Scorning tho rule that holds for ciioks s 
They pooled their brains and joined 
their forces, 

And wrote a doz.cn gorgeous hook-. 

On men and women, hounds and 
horses. 

They superseded llinultei/ Ci fr : 

They glorified the “hunting fever. ” 
They pinged their pages of the dross, 
While lietleiing the fun, of Lever; 
With many a priceless tmn of phrase 
They stiired us to Homeric laughter, 
When painting Ireland in tho days 
Before Sinn Kein bewitched and 
"stiafed” her. 

With them wo watched good Major 
Y rates 

Contending with litigious peasants, 
With “hidden hands" within his gates, 
With claims for loxcs and lor pheas¬ 
ants ; 

Wo saw Leiijli lxeiiray drop his chin 
That precious English super tripper - 
In shocked amazement diinking in 
The lurid narrative of Slipper. 

Philippa's piercing peacock squeals, 
tittered in moments of expansion ; 
The grime and splendour of tho meals 
01 Mrs. Jiiior and of her mansion : 
'The secrets of horse-coping lore, 

The loves of Sally and of PI in ry — 

All those delights and hundreds more 
Are not forgotten in a burn. 

Vet the same genial pons that freight 
Our memories with joyous magic 
(lave us the tale of Fra line’s fate -- 
Ko vulgar, lovable and tnagic; 

,Tlist to tho land that gave I hem birth 
They showed her smiling, sail and 
sullen, 

And turning from flic paths of mirth 
Probed the dark soul of ('hatloUc. 
Mullen. 

Alas! the tie. so close, so dear. 

Two years ago death lent asunder; 
Hushed is the voice so gay and clear 
Which moved us once to joy and 
wonder, 

Yet, though they chronicle a loss 
Whose pang no lapse of time as¬ 
suages, 

The spirit of brave." Martin Ross" 
Shines liko a star throughout those 
pages. 

Here in her letters may one trace 
The generous scorn, the gentle pity, 
The oasy unaffected grace, 

The wisdom that was always witty; 


Here, mirrored in a sister soul. 

One sees the comrade, strong yet 
tender, 

Who inarelied unfaltering to her goal 
Throueh sacriticc and self-surrender. 


THE FOOD OK THE FAMOUS. 

Thu publication of Lord ltHONrm.\’s 
daily menu will, wo hope, lead other 
prominent people who am striving to 
follow his good example to divulge tho 
details of thoirdietary. But in case their 
natural modesty may prevent them 
from doing so, Mr. Punch ventures to 
supply a few unauthorised particulars. 

The source of Mr. Lnovu (iuoiuiu’s 
boundless energy has long boon a 
mystery. it is now known io ho 
derived from a law leek eaten on rising, 
and a dinner of Welsh rabbit, made 
from a modicum of (iovemmenf. ehoeso 
and half a slice of war bread. 

Willi Mr. Bonau Law all meals are 
oatmeals. A plate of porridge at day¬ 
break, bannocks slightly margarined, 
when possible, for lunch, and a stiff 
cup of gruel just after (Question time 
keep him alert and smiling. 

Thanks to tho Spartan habits formed 
(luring his connection with both ser¬ 
vices, licit,-tightening Inis no terrors for 
Mr. Winston Churchim,. A quid of 
Navy tobacco sullieos for breakfast, and 
his only other meal consists of a slice 
of bully beef with a haul biscuit served 
oil an inverted packing-case. 

The wild rumours recently current 
us to the amount of nutriment, required 
for the upkeep ol Mr. (i. lv. Cjtkktkkton 
have now been happily set at rest. 
The mrdlul calories for twenty-four 
hours of his strenuous existence are 
supplied by two cups of cocoa, a shred 
ol diii'il toast, a I5raz.il nut, a glass of 
soduwater and a grilled banana. 

i “ In onp raso Lite; good cows from one lirnl 
j lisul :m average production of ibs. milk, 

i :iihl lOCi lbs. of fat, while tho poor cows had a 
; ptndtirbioii of only lbs. of mill; and 

I 11D lbs. of tea.”— b'armuuj Kcirs. 

| Ciivc us the poor cows every time. 

| Eroru a Church paper:— 

I Kama Christians . 1 I ninsotn \oucan 
I not get thosefiom till* Army suid Nuv\ Stores.” 

it sound* like the old tiger story. 

*• V i-itIiiiu company commander, looking 
(Hit of Jiis (|uarlers, saw several (lei mans in 
| possession oj a dump not far away. Although 
stall ill liis sleeping clothes, lie seized lus 
trench tick unit rushed towards them. Why 
they did not tire iijkiu hun is oin of those 
little mysteries wliioh will probably never lie 
explained."- I If a hj Paper. 

Unless by the learned author of Minor 
Horrors of War, who knows all about 
the fauna of the trenches. 


THE PERFECT CUSTOMER. 

It was a very ordinary country sale 
of work. The Countess of Bilberry de¬ 
clared if open in a neat, little speech, 
and then bought generously from every 
stall; her daughter, whoso smile nobody 
could resist, did a tine trade with raffle 
tickets for tho record pumpkin produced 
by tiio local allotments; Mrs. Dodd, the 
Rector’s wife, presided over a pair of 
j scales and a strictly rationed tea, and 
all the rest, of tho village sold vegetables 
and socks and pincushions, and tried to 
pretend t hat antimacassars and shaving 
tidies and woolwork waisthclts wore the 
j most, desirable things in the world when 
j they were made by wounded men at the 
nearest Red Cross Hospital, in whose 
I aid tho sale was held. 

| But, there was one unique figure 
j amongst all the folk who knew each 
j other, and each other’s clothes, and 
each other’s clothes’ cost,, so well. She 
arrived at the Village Hall in a pony- 
carriage, drawn by tho ugliest littlo 
pony tlmt, over sniffed oats. # iSho was 
very quietly and very tastefully dressed, 
and, instead of concentrating on the 
well-laden stalls of garden produce or 
the orderly stacks of knitted comforts, 
or the really useful baskets, she went 
straight to tho stall which oven Mrs. 
Dodd, wlio had the kindest heart in the 
countryside, had been compelled to 
relegate to a dark corner. Thoro was 
woolwork run riot over cushions of in¬ 
credible hardness; there were candle- 
shades guaranteed t,o catch alight at 
the mere sight of a match; there were 
crochet dressing table mats, and there 
was a 1 hree-leggod stool on which even 
a fairy could not have sat without 
danger of a break-down. 

The youngest Miss Dodd, a severely 
practical young lady of sixteen, who 
was presiding at this stall, jumped up 
in surprise at the sight of a customer, 
and in doing so knocked over a glass 
box hound with rod and whito and blue 
ribbon, with “Handkerchiefs” painted 
across tlio corner in a dosign of forget- 
me-nots. Thoro was very littlo glass 
hex left when she picked it up, and the 
splinters had made a good many littlo 
craters in tho surface of a big howl of 
clotted croaui, labelled “ Positively tho 
Inst appearance for the Duration of the 
War,” which was at tlio corner of the 
next stall. 

The little stranger said that she would 
take tho box anil the damaged cream 
too; sho bought a whole family of 
crochet mats with centres of orange 
woollen loops ; three pincushions made 
of playing cards discharged as no longer 
fit for active servioo; a table-contre 
with pen-painting of the Allied flags, 
and a letter-caso with the badges of the 
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Dominions forked in wool and “ Across 
the soft, A letter from thee,” straggling 
wearily across one corner. Then there 
was) an antimacassar in purple and 
magenta sateen, with yellow daffodils 
making a bravo attempt to llourish in 
unlikely surroundings. 

At the next stall she bought a photo¬ 
graph framo which had lost its prop in 
I an unequal contest with a tea-tray 
which had collapsed from the'heartiness 
of the Rector’s clapping at the conclu¬ 
sion of the Countess’s speech ; and a * 
Noah’s Ark from which the star per- j 
former and his very host I (easts had j 
somehow disappeared. 

Then tho little lady paused before' 
the livo-stock stall. 

“ There isn’t anything really hideous 1 
i here,” she murmured to herself; “hut 
! 1 think that puppy- it’s never had its 
i tail cut, and nobody will ever know ; 
I whether it’s a sealylmni, a spaniel or! 
oven a dash of a setter - I will take the 
puppy, please,” she added, “ as soon as j 
I ’vo had some tea. After that I will • 
see what is left. You have such nice j 
things.” | 

After tea she wont hack to tho young-: 
est Miss Dodd and collected a few more 
of the more glaring atrocities, paid her 
bills, and then went off to her pony- 
carriage ; the youngest Miss Dodd, very 
much inclined to giggle, hearing armfuls 
of odd purchases in her wake, crowned 
by the howl of cream and tho mongrel 
pup. Bho handed them in and was just 
going away when the little old lady 
pressed a piece of paper into her baud. 

“I don’t like to worry people,” she 
said gently, “ but if you have time you 
might read this. It has been a great 
opportunity to-day; I don’t often find 
so much to be done - and i shall love 
the puppy.” 

The youngest Miss Dodd watched 
the start of tho ugly pony with a snigger 
and then went back into tho lighted 
hall to read tho pamphlet. It was a 
touching little document—many people 

know it well.and the youngest Miss 

Dodd, who had never been known to 



INEFFICIENCY IN THE NAVY. 

First Dltiejoeltet. “ III I, 1 . 0 , MATO, I THOUOHT YOU WAS abhobe WITH Tin: CA 1-TAIN . 
PI.AY1NU 001,V.' 1 

Sarnnd liliirjuch't. "Wki.i.. so I was. It’s it km this ’kuk. ’K hives mi: 'jh sticks 
TO CARHY, ANIJ THEN TAKES ONE ANI> T'lJTB A 1.1’l, WHITE HA1.I. ON TOE OF A HIT o’ 
HASH AN1), MY WOItl)! HE CATCHES THAT HAM, A FA1U SWIPE. MUST V OUSE Mil.F.S 
1’HHN ’K TL'ltNK TO ME AND SF.Z, ‘Dill YF.lt SEE WIIKHF. THAT WENT TO’l” Sl> I'HKX, 


sentimentalize over anything before, 
blew her nose rather violently when 
she had read it. 

“ Bless her dear little soul! ” she said 
to herself: “ l don’t wonder that pup 
was trying to kiss her. I only hope 
she wou’t try to oat that cream with 
the glass in it, or givo it to tho pup.” 
For tire pamphlet was tho Rules for 
Membership and a treatise on the Ob¬ 
jects and Methods of the “ Society for 
Buying V'hat Nobody Wants.” 

More Profiteering. 

“Beautiful champagne broche silk crepe do 
chine blouse; open neck; one button; cost 
Bn. 6 d .; aqoept 15*.”— The Lady . 


SMAllT LIKE, * ()T’T O HJOHT FROM THE MOMENT OF HIMl'ACT, Silt,’ AN’ 'K SEZ, ‘ Go BACK 
ON JIOAHI), YE UI.INK1N’ FATIIEAI)!”’ 


CONVERSIONS. 

Thebe was an. exuberant flapper 
Who made f&oplo anxious to slap 
her; 

She uttered loud squoals 
And she smoked at all meals; 

Now she's married an eldorly sapper. 

There was a mild don who was muddy 
In mind and complexion by study; 
Now he flies fast and far, 

With a cross and a bar, 

And his face and his language are 
ruddy. 


“BRITISH FRONT HBINPOTM’Kl). 

By Pkhcivai. I’iiillifs.” 

1 tally I’nin . 

Intrepid fellows, our war correspon 
dents. What a pity there are so few 
of them ! 

" A long, ke©B dagger will bn supplied to every 
American infantryman going to France. This 
weapon will bo fitted into one of the fighting 
Hum’s leggings when ho goes into notion, so he 
will have something to fall back on should his 
bayonet fail .”—Canadian Paper, 

If he’s going to fall hack on it, we hope 
the sharp end won’t be at the top. 






THE CLYDE-BUILT CLIPPER. 

(Many of Mio fast-wuling <:Iii>|m'M which were making fine passages in I,ho Australian wool trade in the 'seventies and onwards were 
laid up or turned into hulks hefoic the War. Itucciitly, however, several have been re-fitted for sea and are once more doing good service. | 


A ship there was, and she wont to sea 
(Away O, my Clyde-built clipper!) 

Jn eighteen bundled and seventy-three, 
Fine in the linos and keen m the bow, 


ller masts wore spuing from fore to mi/,on 
(Away O, my poor old clipper!) 

And freights was poor and dues bad risen, 
And there vvarn't. no sense in rigging her now, 


Tho way they’ve forgotten to build ’em now ; 
Lofty masted and heavily sparred, 

With stunsail booms to every yard, 

And Hying kites both high and low 
To catch the winds when they did blow 
(And away, my Clyde-built clipper!). 

Fastest ship on tho Colonies run— 

(Away 0, my racing clipper!) 

That was her when lior tiirio begun ; 

Sixteen knots she could easily do, 

And thirteen knots on a bowline too; 

She could slynv her heels to anything made 
With sky-sails set in a favouring trade, 

Or when she was running her easting down 
From London lliver to Ilohart Town 
(And away, my racing clipper!). 

Old shellbacks knew her near and far 
(Away 0, my old-time clipper!) 

From Circular Quay'to Morsoy Bar, 

And many a thundering lio they told 
About her runs in the days of old ; 

But the time did come and tlu> time did go 
And she grew old as we all must grow, 

And Iho most of her gear was cavried away 
When caught aback in a gale one day 
(And away, my old-tiine clipper!). 


Ho they laid her up for a year or two ; 

And there they lelt her, and there she lay, 

And there she might have been laying to-day, 

But when cargoes arc many and ships are fovv 
A ship's a ship ho she oltl or now 
(And away, my poor old clipper!). 

So in nineteen hundred and seventeen 
(Away 0, my bravo old clipper!) 

They ’vo rigged her new and they *vo scraped her 
clean 

And sent her to soa in time of war 
To sail tho seas as she sailed before. 

And in nineteen hundred and seventeen 
She’s the same good ship as she’s always boon; 
lior ribs aro as staunch and her hull’s as sound 
As any you’d lind tho wide world round 
(And away, my brave old clipper!). 

Tho same as they wore when she went to soa 
(Away 0, my Clydo-built clipper !) 

In eighteen hundred and seventy-three, 

Fine in the lines and keen in tho how, 

The way they've forgotten to build ’em now; 
Lofty masted and heavily sparred, 

With stunsail booms to overy yard, 

And flying kites both high and low 
To catch the winds when they did blow— 

(And away, my Clydo-built clipper!). C. F. S. 











THE LAST CRUSADE. 

Cikuh-de-Lion (looking down on the Holy City). "MY DREAM COMES TRUE I" 
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| Lords.” But Mr. Bonau Law declined i« That was good enough for the House at 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, i deprive the House of Commons in that large, which passed the Second Reading 
Monday, December KM.—One would ; way of one of its brightest ornaments;; by a substantial majority, 
gather from the hoardings that the so the “Mad Hatter ” will not ho called ' Wednesday, December \Wi. — Mr. 
(iovornnient wished to encourage the j upon just yet awhile to exchange his ; Pringle, having assorted that oandi- 
sale. of War Bonds by every possible . traditional headgear for a coronet. dates for appointments under tlio War 


moans. Yet the Chancellor of 
the Exchequer threw cold water 
on the efforts of certain firms to 
increase the sale by the offer of 
cash prizes, and thought it un¬ 
desirable that this inducement 
should he imitated. The advo¬ 
cates of Premium Bonds woro a 
little depressed by this announce¬ 
ment, but cheerod up somewhat 
on observing that the conscien¬ 
tious Chancellor has no inten¬ 
tion of refusing the millions 
already raked into the Treasury 
by these “ schornos of doubt ful 
legality 

On t tie vote for an increase of 
fifty thousand men for the Navy 
Mr. George Lambert solemnly 
announced that the Admiralty 


was “fumbling with a magnifi- Ff 7 ~y ;: ■ Wt mP .j.\ Sf W j 

cent weapon.” It is distressing /'S.jyoP? f.Wiu,,, ,-lft & 
to think t hat a body which for ’ i'f S V lT\ ' > ^ M\ \\\ 

ncarls ton years onjoyed his sor- / 

vices ns Civil Lord- should have / j I , \ \ 

deteriorated so rapidly sinco ho 

, r , ' • tiik hap nuts of dkompton ani> oxw 

1 J, r , . ... , , KTKHF.TK. 

Mr. Lynch does not t hink much 

of the new scheme for securing unity ol T jirestime some Members of Parlia 
effort aniong the Allies. Tie called it 1 merit know what “non-ferrous metals” 
“ the analogue of the Aulic Council ” 1 arc, and what is the ohjoet of the Bill 


(pronounced “Owlic,” to give more j 
effect to the descrijition). 


Office wore successful simply on 
. i, account of possessing a “pull” 

! /f I f with the Selection Department, 

was quietly reminded by the 
jjd' jffillJn Under-Secretary that be him- 

'■ TJ - ’self had attempted to use his 

! :j influoneo on behalf of a candidate. 

' ■) ! l\Ir. Pringle was righteously in- 

l 1 dignant. He had novor asked 

L- favours of the War Office; he had 
1 I i d\ merely “recommonded men per- 

i iMAS ‘ sonally known to mo.” Thisdoli- 

z'xv ✓ \ cate distinction, which should 

have convinced Members of Mr. 
■Mgr- '■ / -\ \ lyft -wMrj Pringle’s disintoreslodnoss, ouly 

r * -^l/rSk $ I made them laugh. - 

_ ffWOTw if- H I 'bin the Vote of Credit for 500 j 
"T / 11 \ SspQSb .. ! it1 fc r-v// I millions the Chancellor of the 

/ Exchequer was invited by Mr. 

j Dillon to make a survey of the 

-ife'L-iL:-' ■fjW f,\ m W } military situation. Ho .replied 

EcL Af that, all the relevant facts were 

' " li t) wl \\\ known already. “The War is 

/ / -\ Vgoing on ; the Government and 

' / j I , \ \ tho country intend it shall go on; j 

and money is necessary to make \ 
lAD ttuts of DttoMt’To.N and OXFORD jt go on.” It is, perhaps, a pity I 
S t’KHF.TK. that ho did not content himself 

r presume some Members of Parlia 1 with this epitome and refuse to be 
mt know what“non-ferrous metals” drawn into a discussion of the recent 
and what is the objoct of the Bill operations near Oatnbrai. What lias 
iie.li the Government has introduced Mr. Dillon done to promote the pro- 
deal with them. But the views seculion of the War that ho should 




\\ ■ H - -L 

v.-'-U-A 


HAD 1JU\K OF DKOMPTON AND OXFORD 
KTKHF.TK. 


which the Government lias introduced 
to deal with them. But the views 


London is to have the Barnard statue, 
despite the protest of Lord Charnwood, j 
Link'urn's latest biographer, that it is 
not a portrait of his hero, hut of a man 
whose only connection with the Presi¬ 
dent was that he was horn in the same, 
neighbourhood. Against this Lord 
Wkvrdale quoted Mr. Roosevelt’s 
description of the statue as “Hie Lin¬ 
coln wo all knew' and loved.” As 
Mi-. Roosevelt had reached the mature 
ago of six when Lincoln was assas¬ 
sinated tho Commissioner of Works 
seems to have regarded his testimony 
as conclusive. 

At the request of Mr. Kino the Peers 
are to lie allowed to listen to tho secret 
debates of the Commons, if any of them 
desire to do so. The lion. Member 
having expressed a hope that tho Peeis 
would grant reciprocal facilities to the 
Commons, Mr. Hogge kindly suggested 
that the Government should grant him 
“all the privileges of the House of 






3v 



The Chequers Estate Bill passed which they took on the subject were receive special consideration? 
through all its stages amid a chorus of so ohscmciy divergent that all I could There was a renewed discussion of 
praise, despite the injunction of the gather In mi the debate was that in some the censorship of pamphlets. Sir 
generous donors that there should lu> way or other the measure was intended George Cave ably defended the regu- 
*■ no flowers.” to lie a mist} knock for German trade, lations, hut did not convince everyone 

Tuesday, December 1 \th .~-After all. i that his preference for confiscation over 


A HOK1UJSLH MENACE. 
Mu. .logEi'H King. 


that his preference for confiscation over 
prosecution was entirely sound. The 
idea that tho publishers of these pam¬ 
phlets would welcome advertisement is 
probably erroneous, or- why was it 
necessary to insist that they should put 
their names to them ? 

Mr. Spencer Hughes’s humorous 
attack upon the Censor was much 
applauded on the Liberal benches. 
Some of the more brilliant passages 
would have roeoived even wider appre¬ 
ciation if a good many Members had 
not heard them a week before from tho 
lips of Mr. Augustine Bikrell at a 
non-political luncheon. 

Thursday, December Lord 

Berkhford charged the Prime Min¬ 
ister with having two voices, like 
Caliban’s monster. Lord Curzon 
flatly declined to accept the suggestion 
that Cabinet Ministers were colleotively 
responsible for one another’s speeches 
—“they had far more serious things 
to think of.” The phrase seems a. 







Polite SIrnngi r. “Kxcuhb my tfhsisi; my hack upon yoi 1 , Sin." 
Curmudgeon. "Silt, i know of no ouliuatioN on vntii taut to look at imr 


litt.lo depreciatory, but as Mr. Lloyd 
George, according to bin candid col¬ 
league, is “constitutionally an optimist ” 
be will no doubt mako the best of it. 

Mr. Houston wag informed that 
sweets “ for military, naval or civil 
consumption ” wore still being imported, 
but that the Ministry of Shipping made 
no special provision for their carriage. 
No one, therefore, need grudgo Sir 
Kim: Geodes tho lozengo which ho so 
ostentatiously popped into his mouth 
just before making his spoech on 
Admiralty administration, or inquire 
too curiously whether it was consumed 
by him in his capacity of Major General, 
Vico-Admiral or Civilian Minister. 

Despite the warning of the Speaker 
that it was not in tho national interest 
to embarrass the Administration Mr. 
King insisted on trying to discuss for¬ 
bidden topics. At last Lord Robert 
Cecil “ espied strangers,” and we must 
assume that, without the vivifying 
prosence of the reporters, Mr. King’s 
oi'atory wilted, for an hour afterwards 
the House was up. 


The Reward of Patriotism. 

“Major - has placed the mansion at 

tho disposal of tho War Office, and will bo in 
charge of Sister- .’'—Provincial Paper. 


THINGS OVERHEARD IN 
WAR-TIME. 

“There couldn’t ho room there for 
all the .lews, could thereV ” 

"After waiting two horns T got half- 
a-pound.” 

“it- should he made compulsory.” 

“ Wherever else these matches strike, 
thoy won't strike on tho box.” 

“I just turned over and went to sleep 
again.” _ 

“I wish the Government would toll 
me what I could do for thorn.” 

“Oh, another three years.” 

“What puzzles mo is—Where is the 
paper shortage?” 

“ Wo keep a gramophone in tho bnso- 
nient now.” 

“ No one is more willing than I am 
to do something.” 

“It's tho children’s festival -that*s 
wlmt I always say.” 


11 HUES OF GRACE, 

ix. 

Pennyroyal.—A Carol. 

“ F.nt >uraij in Sicily 

.-1 home-come sailor sany this rhyme. 
Deep in an nnjlc, minj on hire, 

At Clnistmas time. 

In Sicily, as I was told, 

The children take them Pennyroyal, 
The same as lurks on lull and wold 
lu Outsail soil. 

Tho Pennyroyal of'grace- divine 
In little cradles they do weave— 
Little cradles therewith they lino 
On Christmas Eve. 

And there, as midnight bells awake 
The Day of Eirth, as they do toll, 

All into hud the small plants break 
With sweetest smell. 

All into hud that very hour; 

And pure and clean, as they do say, 
Tho Pennyroyal’s full in flower 
On Christmas Day. 

Far away in Sicily !— 

JIark, the Christmas hells do chime ! 
So blossom love in thee and me 

This Christmas lime ! W. B. 









































billhj (to uniformed friend), “i SUOUEDN'T A HIT MINI) WJCAWNU INIFOltM IK ONUY ONIJ COEl.D CHOOSE ONE'h OWN COI-OITIS AT Till'. 
War Office.” 


THE V.C. 

! My cousin Agatha lias been a bad cor¬ 
respondent over since she married my 
old friend, George Thiinblowoll, which 
i means for the past five-and-twenty 
, years, so in ordinary circumstances 1 do 
■ not expect more from her than a “hasty 
I-line" to toll mo how the youngsters 
| are doing (Georgo, of course, uover 
! writes at all). Hut 1 must say I was 
. surprised and not a little hurt when, 
i in the skimpy margin of a letter doal- 
; ing mainly with the difliculty of dovis- 
i ing breakfast-dishes, she scribbled in 
the most casual manner conceivable, 
"Georgo has got the V.C. at last.” 

George, my dear old school-chum, 
with the V.C., and his wife tells me of 
it as casually as if it bad been a gum¬ 
boil ! 1 sat with her letter before me 

and looked hack through tho years, 
seeing us two—George and myself--- 
as we were long beforo Agatha even 
knew him. Had J not fostered the 
earning for heroic deeds in his young 
osorn? Was it not possible, nay 
probable, that the influence, of his boy¬ 
hood’s companion had helped to mould 
his character and prepare it for this 
glorious if belated achievement? Upon 


my word it seemed to mo that I my¬ 
self might well take a certain amount 
of credit for that decoration. And here 
was bis wile mentioning it as though she 
scarcely expected me to bo interested. 
Never a date, never a detail. 

1 was so ruffled that I decided, since 
she vouchsafed no information, to ask 
for norm, as became a man with proper 
pride. T adopted a somi-joeular vein 
to moot the case. 

“ I have known your V.C. longer 
than you have, Agatha,” I wrote, “ and 
am as pleased and proud as you can 
bo. The strong silent type—you can 
rely upon thorn. Qjuiet and domesti¬ 
cated, requiring little attention, helpful 
about the house, undemonstrative per- 
haps, but all the time ready for the 
most desperate emergency. Let me 
know when George is to he at homo, 
and 1 shall come to dinner and hear all 
about it.” 

As 1 sealed niy note it occurred to 
mo that George' must be the first 
special constable to win tire Cross, 
and t felt a glow of satisfaction to 
tealise that we must now Ire eligible for 
that most glorious of all decorations. 

. A few days later came another note 
from Agatha, about sugar-cards this 


time, but with a postscript which said, 
"It isn’t like you to chaff me, James. 
I don’t see that there is anything par¬ 
ticularly funny about Georgo having 
got the Vacuum Cleaner whioh he 
promised mo long ago.” 

„ Big Game. 

“General Alleuby roports that Budms und 
Sheikh Ohrid Ttaliid, to tins north of Midioli, 
wore captured by Gurkhas, 60 Tanks being 
killed and 10 taken prisoners." 

Keening Paper. 

“ Ruler wan toil, experienced, nrnlo or female 
(mule preferred); wages according to ability ; 
removal assistance; away from raid area; 
penuauoney to suitable applicant.” 

Eastern Daily Press. 

This might suit the Kaibeb, when Bir 
Douglas Haig has provided the neces¬ 
sary “ rotnoval assistance.” 

“ WHERE EX-TSAR KEEPS HIS GLOOMY' 
COURT. 

Built mostly of wood, the Imperial family 
occupies a brick mansion.” 

News of the World. 

We are intended to infer, presumably, 
that if the Imperial Family had been 
constructed of stouter material it might 
still be in the Winter Palace. 
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TO THE REGIMENT. 

A Chiustmas Message. 

So Christinas comes and finds you yet iu Flanders, 
And all is mud and mossiness and sleet, 

And men have temperatures and horses glanders, 

And Brigadiers havo trouble with their feet, 

And life is bad for Company-Commanders, 

And even Thomas’s is not so swoot. 

Now cooks for kindlowood would give great riches, 
And in the dixies the pale stew oongeals, 

And ration-parties are not free from hitches, 

But all night circle like performing seals, 

Till morning breaks and everybody pitches 
Into a hole some other person’s meals. 

Now regiments huddle over last weok's ashes 
And pray for coal and sedulously “ rest,"' 

Where rain and wind contemn the empty sashes, 

And blue lips frame the faint heroic jest, 

Till some near howitzer goes off and smashes 
The only window that the town possessed. 

Yet somehow Christmas in your souls is -stirring, 

And Colonels now loss viciously upbraid 
Their Transport Officers, however erring, 

And sudden signals issue from Brigade 
To say next Tuesday Christmas is occurring. 

And what arrangements have Battalions made ? 

And then, maybe, while everyone discusses 
On what rich foods their dear.commands shall dine, 


And (most efficiently) the Padre fusses 

About tho birds, the speeches and the wine - 

The Corps-Commander sends a fleet of buses 
To whisk you off to Christmas in the line. 

You mako no moan, nor hint at how you ’ro faiing, 

And here in turn we try to hide our woe, 

With taxis mutinous, and Tubes so wearing, 

And who can tell where all tho matches go? 

And all our doors and windows want repairing, 

But can w ? e get a man to mend them ? No. 

The dustman visits not; we can't get castor; 

In vain are parlour-maids and plumhors sought. 

And human intellect can scarcely master 

The time when beer may lawfully be bought, 

Or calculate how cash can go much faster, 

And if one's butcher's acting as he ought. 

Our old indulgences are now not cricket; 

Whate’er one does some Minister will cuss; 

In Tube and Tram young ladies punch one's ticket, 
With whom one can’t he cross or querulous ; 

All things are different, but still we stick it, 

And humbly hope we hclj^a little thus. 

So, Fellow-sufferers, we give you greeting - 
All luck, all laughter and an end of ware! 

And just to btrengthen you for Fritz’s beating, 

I’m sending out a pared from the Stores; 

They mean to stop my annual over-eathuj, 
lint it will comfort me to think of yours. A. P. H; 
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THE BANK’S MISTAKE. 

“ I wish," said Francesca, “ you would explain something 
to mo." 

“ 1 am full,’’ 1 said, "of explanations of every conceiv¬ 
able dilliculty. You have ordy to tap mo and an explana¬ 
tion will coiiio bubbling out." 

“1 am not sure that I want the bubbling sort. On the 
whole 1 think T prefer the still waters that run deep." 

"Those too can be provided for you. All you have got 
to do is io ask." 

" What a comfort it is," she said, " to live constantly in 
the mild and magnificent eye of an encyclopaulia." 

“Yes," I said, “it saves a lot of running about, doesn't 
ill’ Come now, lire off your question." 

“ What is your opinion of the Hank of England ? ” 

“The Hank of England?” I gasped. “One doesn’t 
have opinions of the Hank of England. One just accepts 
it, you know, and there you are." 

“ Yes, ' she said, “ that’s exactly what I felt about it. I 
thought, it was ono of the signs of our superiority to 
everybody else, with its crisp banknotes and all that." 

"You mustn’t forget its detachment of the Guards to 
protect it. Many’s the good dinner I’ve had with the 
officer of the Hank Guard in the old days.” 

" 1 'in afraid that leaves me cold, not being able to talco 
part in it.” 

"If it gave mo pleasure to dine at the Hank, 1 should 
have thought the subject would havo interested you." 

" Well, it wasn't exactly what I wanted to consult you 
about." 

“ What was it then? " I said. “You know you mustn’t 
cast doubts on the financial stability of the Bank. You 'll 
he put in prison if you do." 

"I shouldn't dream of doing anything of the sort." 

" Come, then, be quick about it. This suspense is 
making me tremble for my War Loan Honda.” 

"Is the Bank,” said Francesca, "a generous insti¬ 
tution ? ” 

“Hanks," 1 said, "cannot afford to be generous. They 
are just and accurate and there’s an end of it." 

" The Hank of England,” she said, “ being so great, is an 
exception to the rule. Anyhow, it has been generous to 
me, for it lias given mo one hundred pounds.” 

“Do you mean,” 1 cried, "one hundred pounds that 
don't belong to you ? ” 

“Of course 1 do. If they had belonged to me there 
wouldn't have boon anything to make a fuss about.” 

“This,” I said, “is one of the most breathless things 
ever known. A mere woman, who is unskilled in finance 
and has only the dimmest recollection of the rule of three 
and compound interest, gets tlio hotter of the greatest 
hanking institution in the world to the tune of ono hundred 
pounds. It's incredible. Of courso you 've made a mistake.” 

" That 'k right,” she said. “ Always go against your wife 
and think her wrong, even vvhon it is only an institution 
that she’s contending with.” 

" It's i irocisely because it is an institution that I doubt 
your statement," 

“ You 're not very holpful; you don’t tell me whether I’m 
to sit down under the burden of owning one hundred pounds 
of the hank's money that doesn’t belong to mo.” 

“ Francesca,” I said, “ you must calm yourself and toll 
me as clearly as possible how you came into possession of 
this extra hundred pounds which is apparently burning a 
holo in your pocket—if iudeed you have a pocket, which 
I doubt." 

"You’re quito wrong; I’vo got two pockets in the dress 
1 ’m wearing at this moment.” 
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"I will not,” I said, “discuss with you iho number of 
your pockets. Now tell mo your pathetic story. I am 
all oars.” 

“ Well,” said Francesca, " it's this way. I put one hun¬ 
dred pounds in the old War Loan, and then Exchequer Bends 
came along, and I put one hundred pounds of my vory best 
savings into them, and then came the new Five per Cent. 
War Loan, and somehow or other T got converted into that. 
And after that there was what they called a broken amount, 
which 1 brought up to fifty pounds or a multiple of fifty 
pounds. That cost me about forty pounds. I don’t know 
why they wanted mo to do it or why I did it.” • 

“ Probably they thought it would bo easier for the Hank.” 

“That's paltry; easiness ought to have nothing to do 
with it.” 

“ Anyhow,” 1 said, " I make out from your statement 
that you ought to havo two hundred and fifty pounds of 
Five per Cent. Stock to your credit.” 

“ Precisely,” said Francesca impressively, “ but yesterday 
morning I received from the bank a dividend thing— 

“ You may call it a warrant,” I said. 

" A dividend warrant," continued Francesca, “for eight 
pounds fifteen shillings on three hundred and fifty pounds, 
so wlmt have you got to say now for your procious Hard; 
of England?’’ 

“Your tale,” I said, “has interested me strangely, but 
there is ono point you omitted to mention." < 

“I am innocent, my Lord,” said Francesca.' “1 have 
told you the truth.” 

“Hut not the whole truth, prisoner at I,ho bar. Don’t 
you remember that when the new Loan came out you 
borrowed money from me in order to take up ono hundred 
pounds of it? ” 

“Is that it?” said Francesca. “No, I hadn't remem¬ 
bered that.” 

“Of courso,” T said, “a financial magnate like yourself 
would easily forget so wretched a sum ; but the Bank lias 
done no wrong.” 

“ Yes, it baa; it sent out a lot of papers that wero very 
confusing, and it’s no wonder I made a mistake.” 

“ Tlio question in my mind,” I said, "is this: when are 
you going to repay what you owe mo—with interest? ” 

“ Wo 'll talk about that anolhor time," said Francesca. 

-.— -.. .-. It. C. L. 

FOR OUR SAILORS AND SOLDIERS. 

The Veterans Association is giving a Special Entertain¬ 
ment at tlio Alhambra on Sunday afternoon, December 30tb, 
on behalf of their Imperial Memorial Fund which is being 
raised to oxpand the Veterans Club into an adequate Insti¬ 
tution for the comfort of ex-sailors and ox-soldiers, and to 
provido an Imperial Memorial for those who have given 
their lives in the War. The Veterans Club in Hand Court, 
Ilolborn, has already done a great work during the six or 
seven years of its existence in looking after sailors and 
soldiors. Free medical and logal advice is given, and the 
homes of tlio men aro protected by the storing of their 
furniture while they are on aetivo service. Employment is 
also found for soldiers and sailors whose servico is dono. 
For the Entertainment at Iho Alhambra on the 30th, the 
following artistes, among others, have generously volunt¬ 
eered their services: Miss Violet Lohaine, Miss 
Phyllis Monckman, Miss Wish Wynne, Miss Esvif: 
Bebinueti, Messrs. La mu nr; Fiiisce, Mabk Lesteii, 
Hebukbt Gboveb and Geohoe Bobey. 

Another Sex Problem. 

“Hoary III. was Queon Mary’a brotlier-in-law, Bhc having boon for 
a short timo tbo husband of his predecessor, Francis II.”— The Sphere. 


. 
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THE SPhEAD OF THE QUtUE HABIT. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(77// Mr. ranch's Staff of Learned Clenles.) 

One of tlio most interesting feaiures, to an English 
observer, in tlio impressive sp.ctaelo of America gilding 
berself for war is the sight of our great AIK passing 
through all those phases of initiation tlmt lo us are now 
remote memories. Such a phase is the coming of tlio first 
war-books, exemplified for me by the appearance of From 
the Fire Step (Pijtnams). As his sub-tit 1« indicates— 
Experiences if an American Soldier in the British Amu y— 
the writer, Mr. Arthur Guy Embry, has proved himself 
something of a pioneer. In a singularly vivacious opening 
chapter ho tells how, after waiting w itli decreasing expecta¬ 
tion during the months that followod the Lusitania crime, 
ho decided to ho a law unto himself, and came alone to 
offer his personal service in the cause of freedom. You 
will hardly read urpnoved (by laughtor as much as by 
sympathy) his stoiy of how this oll'or was at first refused, 
then accepted. Throughout indeed you must prepare to 
find Mr, Emuey an entirely independent, though generous, 
critic of our men and methods ; it is precisely this attitude 
that gives his book its chief intorost as a survey of all-too- 
familiar things from a refreshingly now angle. I hardly 
suppose there will bo anything in tlio actual matter, from 
church parade to gas-attacks, which readers on this side 
will not by now have seen or heard about, times beyond 
number; but one can imagine sympathetically with what 
concorn it will all be received in the homes oversea ; and 
after turning its high-spirited and encouraging pages can 
warmly echo the admonition of their writer: “Pacifists 
and small-army people please read with care! " 


Mrs. Er.oiu Annjk Ktkei, in the art of telling Indian talcs 
about, Indian people, one is specially happy to find her in 
.1 //stress of Mm (1 Ikinemann) with her foot once more upon 
her special terrain. Nut for the first time, l think, she 
lias gono fn the records of tlio House of Akhar for her 
material; tboio-mlt hero is hardly to ho called a novel so 
much as amplified history, since it is really the life story 
of an actual (and wonderful) woman, Nuimahan thk 
IIkautji'ul,, wife of the Emperor .Jahangir. Naturally the 
writer has experienced not only the great, advantages but 
tlio Imzaids of such a building upon fact. To explain f lic 
j marriage of your heroine with the Impoiial lover hy whose 
orders her first husband was killed, and not to lessen 
sympathy for her in the process, is a problem to test the 
skill of auy novehst. One sees, however, even without 
Mrs. Ktmki.'s own decimation, that it lias been for her 
| a grateful task to set down “a rccoid of fho most porfeet 
passion ever shown by man for woman.” This was tlio 
adoration of tlio Kmim-iiior for bis consort, au amazing 
romance of Oriental domesticity, which makes the story 
of the pair stranger and more fascinating than fiction. 
A love-tale indeed; and, since ’tis love that makes a book go 
round, one may trust tlio circulating libraries to boo to it 
that Mistress of Men is well represented on their shelves. 
As a study of an alluring, dazzling and masterful person¬ 
ality it was well worth writing. 

There is a sad interest in the title-page of Irish Memories . 
(Longmans), since only by a pathetic notion does it bear 
the names, as joint authors, of E. (E. Somruviule and 
“ Martin Ross,” thoso two gifted ladies whoso association 
lias been such a happy chance for thorn and for us all. 
Really tlio book, though in part compiled from tlio letters 
and journals of “ Martin,” is an eloquent tribute by Miss 


Since there is probably no writer who can approach 
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SomkhvilIjK to tho partner whoso death has robbed her of gives us information which is ail the more valuable because 
a friend and the world of so much kindly laughter. Hut, w« hoar so little of the Macedonian campaign. Mr. Stubbing 
haunted us it is by this shadow of bereavement, you must was appointed Transport Officer to a unit of the Scottish 
in no way think of it as wholly a thing of gloom. Looking Women's Hospitals that was sent to the Serbian Trent, 
hack into tho good years, tho writer has recalled many Naturally he has much to say of the work done by these 
incidents and scenes full of that genial and most infections brave, and untiring women. Under exceptionally difficult 
merriment that, wo have learnt to expect from hor—tales of circumstancos their courage never failed, and it is good to 
the wonderful peasant chorus that one remembers first; in remember that their arrival at Ostrovo was of the greatest 
the pages of An Irish B.M., exploits after hounds (it noods possible service to tho Sorbs. That is ono part of tile book, 
no telling how well both authors loved them), and much and it is well told. The oilier is of actual war, and here 
besides. There will lie interest also for many uninitiated Mr. Stubbing was givou ample opportunities to observe, 
admirers in tho account hero given of how the famous No ono ean read his account of the taking of Kajmakt- 
stories came first into being. Of its more intimate and per- cabin without feeling tho keenest admiration for the gal- 
sontiil side l hesitate to speak; those who loved “ Maktin lantry of tho Sorbs. He also describes very graphically 
Boss,” either through her writings or in tho closer relation- the frontal attack by the French upon tho Kenali lines in 
ship of friend, must be glad that her are at.qur vale has October, 1910. Tho British public is too apt to look upon 
been spoken, as sbo would have wished it, by her whoso tho Macedonian campaign as a prolonged picnic, and for 
light it was. It will send many to read again those them a dose of Mr. Stubbing would be excellent medicine, 
dolightful volumes with a new appreciation of the sympa-1 T wish someone with our own troops would do as sound 
tliotic and lovable 


sonality that 
their making. 


por- 
holped in 


[ am afraid that some¬ 
thing of the charm which, 
iu a sympathetic preface, 
M. Hun m Hokdeaux 
claims for A Crusader in 
France. (Melkosk) is veiled 
by a rather faltering trans¬ 
lation. I would counsel 
all who appreciate the 
exquisitely sensitive life it 
dime Stvur, with which 
ho not unfavourably com¬ 
pares it, to go rather to 
the French original of 
these letters of a young 
captain of the famous 
Chasseurs Alpins. Cap¬ 
tain Fhedeiug Belmont [ 
fell near the stubbornly-! 
contested Hartmannswei- 
lorkopf in 191(1. lie was 
the third of his family to 
give his life for France. 
Tho lettois reveal a cha- 



a service for them as is 
1 done here for tho Serbs 
and French. But let him 
uvoid anecdotes. 

1 am a little puzzled 
| about A Bolt J);oin the 
Bast (Methuen). The 
publishers, who surely 
should know, call it “A 
modern and up-to-date 
romanco, which deals mys¬ 
tically but boldly with the 
greatest and most per¬ 
tinent of all questions— 
“ is Life Worth Living ? ’’ 
But for my own part the 
greatest and most perti¬ 
nent question suggested 
by Mr. G. F. Turner's 
up-to-date romance was 
vvhother it could possibly 
have boon intended as 
serious. I despair of giv¬ 
ing you any adequate idea 
of its contents. There are 
lots and lots of characters, 
and, as several of them 

meter that hardships and dangers not only strengthened seem to own more than one personality, it is often more than 
but refined. He writes with a noble French ardour of a little.liard to say who is what. The oentral figure is an 
his country in the crisis of her fate. He dreads, but Indian Prince of marvellous beauty and mysterious powers, 
rises greatly to the height of, his heavy responsibility who, being jilted by the girl of his heart, wishes to bo 
as Captain at the ago of twenty-one. The coveted cross revenged upon the human race. To this end he employs 
of the Legion of Honour comes to him before! the end, the activities of a German Professor, who produces what 
and be wins the affection and confidence of his men—a j ono might call a KuHur of the storility germ. However, 
soldier’s highest prize. A deep religious conviction un- these cheery projects go astray, though in precisely what 
clouded by superstition sustains his courage. Ho is a manner I have no very clear idea. But the end came at 
produel of the French Catholic tradition at its Iwst. He a gathering where tho Prince played psychic music, and a 
writes intelligently of his work, and with a greater free- chance union of hands between hero and heroine trans- 
dom as to detail than our more exigeant censorship allows; muted the former from “ a dilettante ’* and “ polished ladies’ 
so that you got an excellent picture of the daily life of a man ” to “ a virile male filled with the blasting vehemence 
campaigner in tho greatest of all wars. He met the of primary passions.” Incidentally it proved altogether 
English in Flanders, admired and liked their looks and too much both for the Professor and his inoculated babbits, 
ways A very charming record of a gallant soldier, a all of whom expired on the spot. Just about here that 

chosen soul. most, pertinent question became more acute than ever. 

Fortunately it was the last page but one of the story. 

In the first few pages of At the Serbian Front in Maee- . , 

donia (Lane), Mr. E. P. Stubbing tells so many little “Senhor Rodriquo Bettencourt will be Premier, and Seuhor 
anecdotes that I began to wonder if he Was ever going jto Adinterin, President of the Republic.”— Dublin Daily Express. 
got there. When, however, he has got into his stride, t>ej But is,nothing tobedone for Senhora Dofacto and Bejure? 


The Visitor . “X HEAR YOUR BOX IS IN X’ALKSTINE. How INTERESTING 
IT MOST BE FOR HIM TO MOVE AMONG THOSE SCENES WHERE EVERY SPOT 
RHINOS UJ 1 SOME RECOLLECTION OF THE WONDERFUL EVENTS OF IllBLICAL 
HISTORY ! " 

The Mother . “Ted don’t hay much about that in ’is letters. ’E 

SEEMS TO THINK THE COUNTRY IS BUFFERIN’ FROM A FLY-PAPER SHORTAGE.” 
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a “Swearing in the New French Cab- to say that the blizzard in the North 

CHARiVARiA. inet.” They are beginning oarly. on a rocent Saturday did no damage. 

Victory is only a question of keeping *** Several of the football results were do- 

eool, says von Tiumz. A long-suffer- For adding water to his employer’s layed. * 

ing Fatherlaud anticipates no difficulty milk a dairyman’s assistant has been 
whatever in following his advice during sent to prison. Innocent dairymen 
the winter. * must of course he protected. 


A semi-official message from Berlin 
declares that. Jerusalem was j " 

evacuated hocauso Germany's! 
friends did not dosire to seo, 
battles fought over sacred i 
ground. Tho Sultan of Tun- ; 
key is reported to have wired , 
to tho Kaiser to think of 
another. * * 

* 

America is still breaking all 
records. A native artist has 
painted a picture which is 
said to ho sixty feet by nine¬ 
teen, tho largest miniature 

over painted in America. 

* * 

It is rumoured that at aj 
provincial Tribunal the other J 
duy an applicant nskod tor a j 
further six months' exemp¬ 
tion as he had a wife and a I 
position in a butter queue to j 

maintain. # * 

* 

It see in s useless to attempt 
to cope with the multiplicity 
of events in these days. Cuba 


*-h i ■ 

Smokers complain that they arc dis- Great 



'fm 

Manager. "Why don't you get in the middle of the stage?" 
Tenor (haughtily), "I riiKKEK staying where I am.” 

Manager . "All right -all bight! I sucrose Yor think 
DOWN TUB KVI’UO.NU'M IE THERE'S AN 


While visiting Seaton College, New 
York, the other day, Mr. Roosevelt 
saluted a statue of Alexander the 
Wo have always maintained 
that there is nothing petty 
about the kx-Pbekxuent. 


The most striking an¬ 
nouncement of tho year 1917 
comes just when it is almost 
used up. “ There is a steady 
demand for money, 1 ’ says a 

Stock Exchange report. 

•1:^ * 

A mummified duck, esti¬ 
mated to lie two thousand 
years old, has been discovered 
in a sandstone stratum in 
Iowa. It is not often that 
the poulterers of Iowa are 
caught napping. 

An American policeman is 
said to have written two suc¬ 
cessful musical comedies. If 
wo remember rightly it was 
an English policeman who 
lirst composed tho Frog's 
March. * 


YOU ’LL BE 
Ain-nAii).’ 


ABLE TO IW 


-I At a Guildford charity fftte 
the winner of a hurdle race was awarded 
now laid egg. If he succeeds in 


hasdeclared war on Austria ; the Kaiser | covering unfamiliar substances in their 
threatens to make a Christmas peace tobacco. A sensation has been caused a now-laid egg 
offer, and Mr. George Bernard Shaw by the expert statement that they are;winning it three years in succession it 
has described himself as “a mere in- tobacco. * „ ;is to become his own property, 

dividual.” And this all in one week. * 

Orchids were sold for as little as two- Tho L. li. & S. C. Railway dosire to 
According to Dean Inge, Germany i pence each at a recent sale, and alarmed state that the train from which the 


is in many ways the host 
governed country in Europe. 
She certainly seems to have 
a hotter governed clergy than 
ours. # * 

* 

Much relief is felt at the 
announcement that rather 
than endanger the Allies’ 
“solidarity” LordLANSDOWNE 
has promised not to agree 
with President Wilson again. 

* St 
* 

Bloaters have reached the 


TITLE AND HALF-TITLE PAGES. 

With a view to economy of paper, the title and 
half-title pages of the Volume which is completed 
with the present issue are not being delivered with 
copies of Punch as usual ; they will however be 
sent free, by post, upon receipt of a request. 

Those readers who have their Volumes bound at 
the Punch Office, or by other binders in the official 
binding-cases, will not need to apply for copies of 
the title and half-title pages, as these wilt be bound 
in by the Punch Office or supplied direct to other 
binders along with .the cases. 


unprecedented price of six¬ 
pence each. It was hoped that, at any j growers are clamouring for the iin 
rate, over the Christmas season they mediate appointment 
would remain within reach of the upper Controller. ... ... 

" *' 


J 


deserter jumped without in¬ 
juring himself was not really 
doing its best. 

* * 

★ 

A burglar was discovered 
concealed beneath the coun¬ 
ter of a Leicester butter- 
merchant’s shop. It is un¬ 
derstood that he came early 
to avoid the rush. 

“ AFFAIRS IN RUSSIA. 

■iniswi,T,v.iai(T ah varan 
KxI'ECJTKD.” 


ilyyptu^i Daily Mail. 


* * 

* 


j It looks as if the expectation has been 
of an Orchid U p Se t. 

“The defendant expressed regret that hav- 
. . , , mg misunderstood a newspaper paragraph he 

An evening paper correspondent has ch * rged ono j*, ntiy f or » hex of ‘Pilot 
A man has been charged with stealing complained that he has searched the matches.’ Directly'his attention was drawn 
a railway sandwich at Harwich. It shops in vain for a tortoise. So far the to the matter he at once charged tho correct 
appears that the poor fellow, who was I various Government Departments have F noe ‘ **• W London Dress. 

lonely, wanted to take it home as a pet. ’maintained a dignified silence. Our journalists should really lie more 

oareful not to mislead honest tradcs- 


¥ ¥ 

A contemporary has 


* * 


a headline* It is all nonsense for a contemporary men. 


vol. cuir. 
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WITH TUB AUXILIARY PATROL. 

I do not think there was a single 
man of tho ship’s company who boro 
the loss of poor Mnemosyne dry-eyed. 
Prom tho lieutonaut down to tho trim¬ 
mer we had become sincerely attached 
to this affectionate little crcaturo, and 
when unhappily, during the temporary 
absence of tho steward, she ventured to 
circumvent the rim of an opoti con¬ 
densed milk-tin, missed her footing and 
succumbed to a clammy death, there 
was not a more unhappy trawler pa¬ 
trolling tho North Sea than ours. 

She was a weevil and I found her in 
my slop’s biscuit. Prom the first 1 
recognised that she was no ordinary 
weevil; her stately boaring, tho fine 
upward curl of her moustachios, but, 
more than anything else, the intelligent, 
often humorous gleam in her big black 
eyes clovalod her at once abovo tho 
mass of her compatriots. She took to 
mo wonderfully; I secured her confi¬ 
dence with a piece of boiled cat-fish, and 
thenceforth wo wore scarcely over apart. 
Not that sho rosented tho advances of 
the rost of tho crow—she was no snob, 
and would eat from the hand of the 
trimmer as readily as from my own, 
and allow anyone to stroke her; but it 
was I who taught her to sit up and 
beg, to " dio for her country,” to droop 
her an ton nun whenever tho namo of 
von Tntrnz was mentioned, and to 
wave them for Hir David Beatty. She 
would often ait with me in tho wireless 
cabin whilst 1 was on watch, and never 
onc.o did she disturb mo during the 
receiving of a mossago by boisterous or 
noisy behaviour. 

We had other woovils at different 
times, hut none so intelligent or so faith¬ 
ful as Mnemosyne. The licutouant tamed 
one, and, being a devotee of science 
and despising tho arts, ho uamod him 
Newton Darwin ; but bo was a foolish 
fellow at tho best and continually get¬ 
ting into somebody's way. The liou- 
tonaut olTorod- to buck him against 
Mnomo-jyrio for a race across the cabin 
table, and wo made a match of it. The 
hotting was three to two in favour of 
Newton Darwin, because the third 
baud, who had once been employed in 
a racing stable, hud been hoard to re¬ 
mark that lio had very tine quarters. 
The stakes were half a plug of ship's 
tobacco. 

It was a walk-over. On the word 
“ (io ” Mnemosyne pnsiti\oly leapt for¬ 
ward, took a crease hi the tablecloth in 
her stride and completed the course, 
which measured sixteen inches, in the 
rumai kablo time of seven and two-fifths 
minutes. Newton Darwin was left 
standing; indeed he uovev attempted 
to race, hut, after staring about vacantly 


for somo minutes, ambled leisurely off 
in the opposite direction, where ho had 
seen a breadcrumb. 

This victory was very popular, and 
tho third hand was roundly abused for 
suggesting that Mneiuosyue had been 
doped. Es - en if Newton had got away 
with, the pistol be would never have 
stood a chance against lior. She was 
the lleotest weevil 1 ever saw. 

Another weevil was Bertie, who be¬ 
longed to tho second engineer, but lie 
was caught pilfering the skipper’s pri¬ 
vate supply of fresh butter, which he 
kept in a jar in his hunk and was very 
jealous of, so Bertie lmd to ho made 
away with. He walked tho plank at 
daybreak one grey stormy morning 
just off tho Nethermost Ruff of the 
Dogger. The second was very upset for 
a day or two; be said he would have 
staked anything on Bertie’s honesty. 

Wo kept Mnemosyne for over two 
months, and never once did she mis¬ 
conduct hersolf or behave in an unsea- 
manlike manner. Her one failing, if 
such it can he called, was a weakness 
for condensed milk, and this it was that 
led to her untimely end. We had come 
to regard her us one of the crow, and 
had a little lifebelt made for her in case 
of need. Jones, our signaller, who has 
poetical moments, was inspired by her 
to make verse, which began : - 
There is something very evil 
In the war-whoop of a weevil. 

This was indignantly consorod as a 
libel, hut ho excused himself on the 
plea that “evil ” was the only possible 
rhyme to he found for “ weevil,” and 
declared that his very last intention 
had been to ho personal or to cast the 
least reflection on the lovable disposi¬ 
tion of Mnemosyne, so we forgave him 
with a caution. 

Well, Mnemosyne is gone, and the 
ship seems a dull place without this 
exhilarating little pot. Never so long 
as ship's biscuits continue to buckle 
the jack-knives of British seafarers 
will there ho another weevil like Mne¬ 
mosyne. 

We How the White Ensign at half- 
mast from dawn to sundown on the 
day she died. 


A Hash Act. 

Extract from tho report of a ladies’ 
Lacrosse Club; -- 

“Tho deplorable) liabit of scratching with no 
sufficient reason, just before a practice, has 
mounted almost to a disease." 

“Will any kind gentleman help an Indian 
with n loan of Ks. 7,000 at (>%? No risk. 
Gentleman having dcop love for mother will 
understand advertiser’s no bio cause. No 
brokers should apply."- Statesman (Calcutta), 

W hat’s tho matter with brokers ? Aren’t 
they also born of woman ? 


LIPS AND THEIR LESSONS. 

(‘•(loiior.il 1 ’hushing has collected round 
him a stall of thiu-hpped determinod men.” 

The UbsciTcr.') 

Ie physiognomists are right, 

And faces count as half the battle, 
We clearly ought not to invite 
Comparison with sheep or cattle. 
But rattier should improvo tho features 
That mark us off from humbler crea¬ 
tures. 

Eyebrows projecting liko a bush 
Are facial assets to bo prized, 
Denoting driving-power and push 
In men however undorsizod 
(Bear's grease or paraffin or Loth 
Will largely stimulate their growth). 

The fish-like and lethargic eye 
We should endeavour to efface, 

And foster visual orbs that vie 
With those of eagles in its place; 
Whilo belladonna's artful use 

An extra brilliance may produce. 

• 

Nor are there wanting ways and means 
Enabling experts to impose 
By sundry suitable machines 
P'ine character upon the nose; 

And nasal dignity, wo find, 

Promptly reacts upon tho mind. 

But those who in this groat reform 
Of faco and feature are engrossed 
Agree that to enforce a norm 
In labial fabric matters most; 

The lips that help a raoe to win 
Unquestionably must, bo thin. 

Therefore with pleasure unalloyed 
We learn that great Columbia’s sons, 
With Pershing busily employed 
In laying plans to down the Huns, 
According to a trusty pen 
Are “ thin-lipped and determined men.” 

On the retirement of cortain Tanks 
from thoir War Bond duties:— 

“They can understand, we hope, how very 
jolly it has boon to have them, and how sorry 
wo are to see them go. Wo shall probably 
sing those typical Knglisl) ballads * Auld bang 
Sv no ’ and ■ Will ve no come back again ? ’ ” 

Daily Paper. 

A Scottish correspondent suggests the 
addition of a few other “ typical Eng¬ 
lish ballads,” such as “The Wearing 
of the Green,” “ Mon pf Harlech,” 
“ The Star - Spangled Banner ” and 
“ Tho Marseillaise.” 

“Applications will bo received by Mr. J. 
Arnold, Chairman of the Bathurst Munici¬ 
pality, for a TOWN (5LKUIC, whoso duties 
will be the following, viz.: - • Competent Book¬ 
keeper, Sanitary Inspector, Street Inspector, 
and to supervise labour party on roads, 
Native Location Inspector, l)og Tax Collector, 
Rangor, Caretaker of tho Municipal Dipping 
Tank and lie able to mix dip. Kafir language 
essential.”— South African Paper. 

And he’ll want a lot of it. 


! 











SIDNI THE STOREMAN. 

I'llAfiSHONT OP AN KlillA. 

At the downcomo of darkness 
l 1 ]) to the trendies 
Fared lie forth, 

Sidni the Storenmn. 

On bent hack 
Bore he Hie liuin Jnr, 

J{ringing a boon 

To the Folk in the Front l.ino. 

Scatheful the sky 

With no stars shining , 

Monstrous the mud 
That lay deep on tho Duck Boaul •. 
A weary while 
Wandered he on; 

No wit he wotted 
Of fulo that followed 
Stalking his steps. 

So passed he the posts 
All silent and sunken 
In miic and murk, 

Till fearful ho felt for 
The doubtful Duck J hands 
No longer beneath him. 

Then spake Sidnij 
Steward of Stores : 

“ Now know I well 
1 have come to (lie Counti> 

That men name No Man’s," 

And with woo his heart 
Waxed heavy within him 
For honor of Hun Folk 
Who crawl in the cititers. 


Then there arose 
Dim in the darkness 
The face and form 
Of Ileinrilc the Hun 
With baud upheld 
Bearing a bomb. 

But tear tilled the heait 
Of Sidni the Storeman, 

And with force of four 
liaising tho Rum Jar 
Dravo he adrad 
At tho face of the foonian. 
Down sank the Slayer 
Smitten asunder 
And over his face 
Unloosed ran tho liquor. 
Then Huinrik the Hun 
Sang he this Swan Song : 

“ Hero, 1 hull thee, 

Godlike who givost 
Fire and Sweetness 
Born of a blow. 

Loki art thou, 

Or Woltin the one-eyed 
Coining to call mo 
Away to Watlmll. 

Happy 1 haste 
To tho Hall of the Heroes; 
l’oint thou the Path ! 

1 come 1 1 como! ” 

Hut fast with tho force 
Of tho fear that was in him 
11 Fled Sidni the Storeman 
Back to the Britons 


And cauio by chance 
Straightway to his section, 
Bearing tho Rum Jar 
Now lacking the liquor. 

Then, pulling with pride 
And the pace of his running, 
Told ho a talo 
Of the Slaying of Seven ; 

But little belief 

In the count of the killing 

Gat Sid from tho section, 

Wrathy withal 

At the loss of the liquor. 

And one tiling Erb, 

Erb that erstwhile 
Flight his old l’al, 

Had for an answer: 

" Bale hast thou brought 
And rede of bale 
Have I for thee.” 

Then troth they took 
And oath swear betwixt them 
That for four years full 
Or tho War's duration 
lie should draw and drink 
Sid's ration of Rum. 

So doom was docreod 
For tho loss of tho liquor. 

But Sidni the Storeman 
Transferred to the Transport. 


“UNION OF DEMON'ORATIC CONTROL. 1 

Leiccuter JJalii/ Miircur;/. 
Is this a misprint or a criticism 
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THE WATCH DOGS. 

TjX VHI. 

My bear Charles,— I don’t, know 
that I think bo much of these alliances 
after all, and I ’ll toll yon why. 

When T first heard that my old friend 
Italy was in trouble I paraded my 
officer at onco. “Stand to attention, 
George,” I said, “and tell me what we 
are going to do about it.” 

“Oh, that '11 bo all right,” said ho. 
“I’ve booked my seat in the train.” 

I think that George, my subordinate, 
sometimes forgets who I am and what 
j importance attaches to mo. I feci that 
he ought at least to consult mo for¬ 
mally before he decides what instruc¬ 
tions I am going to issuo to him. After 
all, I am only fifteen years younger 
than lie is. 

“You will proceed forthwith to Italy,” 
l said, “and will there study the local 
conditions on the spot. You will then 
take such action as the occasion seems 
to you to demand.” George was clean¬ 
ing out his pipe, so for once he didn’t 
interrupt. “You will report progress 
to me iii triplicate.” 

George frowned. Having been the 
Supreme White Man in some African 
district for dozens of years before the 
War, all his hair seems to have got into 
his eyebrows, and his frown is a terrible 
thing to see. 

“At any rate,” T said, “you might 
just drop me a post-card to tell me how 
you 're getting on.” 

. George’s eyebrows stood at ease and 
then stood easy. 

“It’s all very well for you,” I added. 
“But what about me, when it comes 
to' totting up your travelling allowances 
later on 7 " 

George has private means, which 
work out at about one-and-fourpence, 
less income tax, a day. Consequently he 
is a little careless about money matters. 
“01), that ’ll be all right," he said. 

i\: *Js # >;« 

George was away for three weeks. 
What he did all the time I 'in sure I 
don’t know', though I kept on reporting 
to my superiors that the necessary 
steps wore being taken and the requisite 
measures were being initiated. When 
he got back ho wanted to start in at 
onco telling me all about it. But I 
said no, and insisted on getting down 
to the War. 

“ In making out travelling claims,” 
I said, producing the appropriate Army 
Form, “ care should be taken to comply 
with the instructions contained in 
the King’s Regulations. Wo have a 
quarter of an hour before your broak- 
mst will be ready. Let us deal with 
our more formidable enemies, the Pay 
People, first.” 



rmfitrrr . Vi:w., ’hue’th anotheu perky i’OH lookin’ tho mttukumu.h 1" 


George is the sort of porson who 
gets you into trouble on the very first 
line of any Army Form. Asked as to 
his rank, ho told me he was a Second 
Lioutouant in the Army, temporary 
Lieutenant, acting Captain. All these 
ranks get a different rate of allowance. 
Which of the throe was George in fact ? 

“ A man of your ago ought to know- 
belter," I said. 

Wo were half-an-hour late for break¬ 
fast, and even so George hadn't got 
to the station of departure, as far as 
A.F.O. 1771 was concerned. 

I determined to devote tho morning 
to tho matter, clearing the court for 
the purpose. Our Mr. Booth, however, 
who is intolerably precise and accurate 
in these matters, had profited by my 
absence at breakfast to collect a folio 


| of rolovant Ordors and Instructions, 
! numbered one to seventy-three eon- 
! sccutivcly. 

It all .sounds so simple, doesn't it? 
You get so many francs a day for 
subsistence, and so many francs a 
night for accommodation, in Franco; 
| so many lire a day for subsistence, 
; and so many lire a night for accommo- 
j dation, in Italy. Ah yes, hut you don’t 
know George when bo is in action. 
[ Not content with travelling in tho 
dark, and 9b subsisting by night when 
he ought to ho accommodated, and 
being accommodated by day when ho 
ought to be subsisting, ho could never 
make up his mind to stay in the same 
country for two days togother. As 
to his constant movements from one 
country to the other, throe times ho 
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had supposed ho had finished with 
Italy and was duo hack in Franco; 
each time ho had got comfortably 
across the frontier into Franco lie 
had been recalled to Italy. Never 
once had ho the souse to cross the 
frontier on the stroke of midnight, 
and so make a complete twenty-four 
hours of it on each side, and all the 
time the into of oxeliango was varying 
by a fra-tion. JJut, as George said, 
it wasn't himself who was manipu¬ 
lating the rate of exelmngo as between 
the two countries, and courtesy to 
allied nations prevented him from 
manipulating the trains. 

"It. was towards teatimo when ho 


| writo down on a pieuo of paper how 
much money he had when he started on 
his silly journey, and how much lie bad 
in band when ho got back ; to deduct 
the latter from the former and tell mo 
the result; to go away, leave mo to 
wrestle all night with the problem, 
come hack next morning at nine, re¬ 
main motionless and strictly in one 
country in the meanwhile, neither ac¬ 
commodated nor subsisting, lie gave 
me the figure, 1715 francs, and never 
mentioned the subject to mo again for 
days owing to the sullen fury he noted 
in my expression every time he cleared 
his throat to do so. 


TRENCH COATS. 

I went into a shop to buy a trench- 
coat. Tho shopman canio forward 
with an air which said quite plainly, 
“ You are a second lioutenanl. You 
have just obtained a commission from 
tho ranks. You think you do not want 
a complete outfit. It is my business 
to show you that you are mistaken. 
You want a complete outfit. Your 
Sam Browno is second-hand. You 
picked your boots up from a Salvage 
Dump. Your cap was used once in 
your bathroom ut home as a sponge- 
hag. Your tronch-coat is disgusting. 
The whole outtit would fail to deceive 


satisfied me of his own innocence < 
these points; hut don't run away wi 
the idea that by this, 
time wo wero well on J 
with the business. Wo ■ A (7M 
had barely as much as A Aiyjfi 
started, How are you [I'iXsl 

to fix the “date of /^yvMaS 


to fix the “date of! pgd,j-Nrc 

journey ” in such annul- j 

nor as to give the travel- j 

lor a clear night for Jk\ 

accommodation in one / Qm&i 

country, or a clear day FJ /']m 

for subsistence in 

another, w lion he leaves 1 

his home at 5.15 r m.,| 

arrives at the end of the 

first stage at (5.10 r.\r., "iWglPeh 

sleeps m a hotel till 

J1 p.m., gets in I ho train 

at thirty-five minutes 

past, crosses the. frontier j 

at 2 p.m. on the follow- 

ing day, arrives at his 

Italian destination at 


After ton days f handed George a a man's maiden aunt, so obvious an 


, clot from the I’ay l’e.ople 


Ls(&§*i V \ 


r -j 


mmsx- 




TJJK, ])KI>Pl'TIVJi MINI). 


ilallompl is it to mislead tho unsophis¬ 
ticated into KU])]iosiiig 
= \ V ') it '^V^. tint you have arrived 
x 1 ’"^ /,>/' f ji hero straight from the 
l if trenches. I know hot 

rtU'. a 7 ter. You have just ob- 

j ,'kjr' i tained a commission in 
/t , / the motor - transport 
1 i ' S0C I , ‘ <U1 the Wessex 
, ir omo Defence Corps. 
’ t Gentlemen fiom the 
w pjW .— . trenches always dress 
'few/' liy’Jf'L y as if they’d nunc 
A /\. [Mf *5fi straight out of a shop 
/ hko this .. . And wo 
don’t take cheques.” 
That was what his 
^r®ua»rs__.. manner said. What lie 

*>//- -jVactually said was lion- 
-- -- committal. Do said, 

‘ 1 took off 1,1 Y troncli- 

coat. and let tho glory 
of three whole stars 




5 \.M. oil tilt: morning [ Prrnmncnt 11 
after that, and then, if! 
you please, goes to bed 
in another hotel'.’ Old soldier though 
J am, there didn't seem to mo to lie 
a single line in a single column which 
1 could satisfactorily till in. True, there 
was the space for “ Remarks,” but mu 
Mr. Booth was quite sure that my 
remarks were not wlmt the Bay People 
called for. 

By this time 1 was for giving in, but 
Go uge w as now the persistent one. It 
was novel Ins pocket he cared for; it 
was just one of his confounded prin¬ 
ciples licit, to be beaten by anything, not 
even an Army Form. I expressed some 
surprise that in tho course of this tour 
of duty ho had not managed to find his 
way to America for nti hour or two, 
if only to complicate my business with 
the dollar question . . . 

I read the whole Form again, from 
start to finish, including the bit about 
vouchers being required for any unusual 
expenditure, such as cab-fares of ovei 
ten shillings. 1 then told George to 


Mmi (in rimrtjr, of incincrnto ), to Satutarif 
HI WE, ColimUAL, SOME REKiFITKIl ’fc5 Ll.EN J'l 

hundred and seventy francs for travel¬ 
ling expenses, TO; 10/1917 to 20/1]/JO17, 
lor tour of duty to Italy.” George said 
1 had a dashed tine brain to have worked 
out the claim ; I told him the l’ay Man 
had a dashed kiud heart to settle it. 

1 hadn’t been able to avoid mentioning 
Italy, but for the rest tho Buy Man 
simply must, have thought that, George 
bad driven all tho way to tho frontier 
arid hack in cabs and done proemus little 
duty on flic other side of it. Wouldn’t 
you have thought so, Cliarlos, if you had 
received a claim merely for eighty-five 
cabs, at two francs a time, and all in 
France, toe 

Yours ever, IIenry. 

From a church notico-boanl: 

Matins. —llymn 43: 

‘ Great God, what do I we and hear ? ' 
Preacher, Rev. Hr. — . 

Hymn 45: 

' Hark! an awful voice is sounding.' ” 


I »«/ifi7iir). “You dazzle him. Jfe little 
iTiNti noMi'.s i> k new (,| ul i t >no of them 

was “acting,” and his 

face fell. 

“ I do not at present,” said I, “ re¬ 
quire a knife with indispensable cheese- 
scoop and marmalade-shredding att ach¬ 
ment,. My indispensable steel mirror 
with patent lanyard arid powder pull 
for attachment to soivioo revolver is 
in perfect working order. 1 already 
possess two pairs of marching boots 
with indispensable trapdoors in each 
heel containing complete pedicure sot 
and French-l’ortugueso dictionaries. 
My indispensable fur waistcoats, Indian 
clubs, ponchos, collapsible Turkish 
baths, steel aprons and folding billiard 
tables have already brought the weight 
of my kit nearly up to the allotted 
thirty-five pounds. My indispensable 
cigar cabinet, camouflaged to look like 
a wator-bottlo; my patent and abso¬ 
lutely essential oonvertiblo gramo- 
pliono which can be changed at a mo¬ 
ment’s notico into a tin hat; my caviare 
lozenges and shampoo tabloids—1 havo 
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I thorn all. I want a trench-coat and 
! nothing else.” 

| His face had fallen a little as T spoke. 
I But it lit up again with a sort of cun¬ 
ning excitement when 1 said “ trench- 
coat.” I wondered why—then. Now 
I know. 1 thought that ho was baffled 
j and would say no more, but 1 had 
: forgotten the developments of trench 
I warfare. 

' “This way, Sir,” said the shopman, 
lie led me to a room which combined 
the architectural style of the Crystal 
Palace and Waterloo Station with a 
touch of the dentist’s waiting-room. 
There was a khaki tent in the midst of 
it, and ho led mo towards this with the 
air of a broody hen anticipating the 
number of hor chickens. 

“ The Vadecumomnibus trench-coat,” 
Said he. 

“ But it’s a tent,” I protested. 

“ It has collapsible aluminium contre 
Beam,” he retorted rapidly, “ which 
can be used as a tont polo in severe 
weather. On buttoning tho top button 
this pole telescopes automatically and 
forms a bullet-proof spine protector. 
Each sleeve can>be unscrewed and used 
in an emergency as a Lewis gun. This 

is indispensable-” 

“ 01 course," I interrupted. " But I 
require something quite simple and 
straightforward. Just a tronch-ooat, 
you understand.” 


“ Wo have here,” ho said imme¬ 
diately, “ the Cad get coat. It possesses 
three hundred Imtton-boles and three 
hundred buttons. Every single portion 
of tho coat can bo buttoned on to overy 
other part at a moment's notieo. The 
pockets are detachable and cun be used 
as coffee cups or linger howls. Tho 
coat itself, when stretched on our 
patent aluminium framework, makes 
an admirable hip-bath.” 

1 played nervously in my pocket with 
tho pin of a live Mills grenade (over¬ 
looked by the A.M.L.O.). 

“A simple, straightforward trench- 
coat,” I ropoaloJ. 

“This,” said tho shopman, handing 
mo something very like a slice of plum- 
pudding—“ this is tho cross-section of j 
a pieco of the cloth out of which our j 
• Stopablitey ’ trench-coat is inanu- j 
factored. It shows the strata of tho! 
material, consisting of alternate layers I 
of old motor tyres and reinforced con- j 
crete—the whole covered with alligator j 
skin and proofed with our patent j 
indispensahto-” j 

It was then that I killed him and | 
buriod him under a pyramid of indispen- { 
sable gadgets. It will ho years before 
they find him. i 

' - j 

If Trotzky is the Enver I’asha of, 
Russia, Knveii Pasha may ho described ' 
as the Turkey TroUky. ' 


OUR POPULAR EDUCATORS. 

A ni'K'KNT article in The, Daily Mail 
began, “ Jerusalem, the famous city of 
tho Bible . . .” 

There is nothing like taking precau¬ 
tions not to talk over the heads of your 
readers. Wo offer a few suggestions 
on similar linos :—- 

“Germany, the powerful enemy 
against whom wo are contending in the 
present War (1914 onwards) . . 

“ Shaksi’Raue, tho immortal author 
of Hamlet (the tragedy) . . .” 

“ ‘ Blighty,' the British soldier's name 
for England ...” 

“Moses, tho distinguished lawgiver 
and prophet . . .” 

“ The German Crown Prince, eldest 
son of Raxseu Wu.hki.m 11. . . . 

“ Eve, tho heroine of the Garden of 
Edon story . . 

“ Economy, the virtue imposed on us 
by the present shortage of food . . .” 

“ The J hilly Mail, a newspaper . , ." 


Hello, Girls! 

“tiut jjjEltvlcK Ladiim roil London 
Tkef.I'IRink Exe m ani u :s , 
over J and un<Vr 80 ye irs oX ngic Minitumn 
height bit."-- Krenuiij I’npei, 

Many ladies of our acquaintance, al¬ 
though just over tho minimum age, 
are not yet quite up to tho required 
height. 






























































I.aihj u( isp! tt p tap coni it ate t u ichieh she is tu ay pc itc as tin Queen of Sheba in" IHblieal Hearties'’ tableaux at e!nn itij matinee). " ltA'illKH 
bAT.Kf, ISN’T IT ? " 

i'rtiwi. “My IlK.Ul. AllSOt-l TEI.t TOI’PJM.. XT MIKTK Ml' I'KIT. I OIT1HT TO UK I)(UN(. WAJt-WOllK Tn:i " 


TO SANTA CLAUS. 

11 lKToKUj Santa.! Seasonable Claus' 

Whose bulging sack is pregnant with delight,; 
Who contest in the middle of the night 
To stud' distracting playthings in the maws 
Of stockings never built for infant shin., 
Suspended from I ho mantelpiece by pins. 

Thou who on oaith wast named Nicholas - 

There bo dull clods who doubt thy magic power 
To tour the sleeping world in halt an hour, 

And pop down all the chimneys as you pass 
With woolly lambs and dolls of frabjous si/.c 
Tor grubby bunds and wonder laden eyes. 

Not so thy singer, who believes in thee 

Jleeuuso he has a young and foolish spbit; 
Localise tho simple laitli that bards inherit 
Of happiness is still tho muster key, 

Opening life's treasure-house lo whoso clings 
To tho dim beauty of imagined things. 

Wherefore, good Kringlo, do not pass me by. 

Who nin too old, alas ! for trains, and blocks, 
But stuff the Love of Beauty in my socks 
And Childlike Faith to last mo till i die ; 

And there ’ll be room, I doubt not, ip the toes 
For Magic Cap and Spectacles of Hose. 


And not a Kong of beauty, sung of old, 

Or saga of the dead heroic days, 

And not a blossom laughing by the ways, 

Or wind of April blowing on the. wold 

But in my heart shall lime the power to stir 
Tim shy communion of the worshipper. 

Hark ! On tiie star-bright highways of the sky 
Light hoofs boat, and (he far-off sleigh-bell sounds ! 
Is it old Santa on his gracious rounds 
Or one dead legend drilling sadly by 

Not mine to say. And, though 1 long to peep, 
Santa shall always find me fast asleep. AijOoi.. 

j “A i lork was at London Mansion House yestcidav charged with 
; stealing a IdoiihC the pioperly of the governor and directors of the 
1 Hank of Plugland. 

! She said she could not understand what made her take it, and, 
lielicwng she acted from “uddeu temptation , the Lord Mayor bound 
• her orei .” Ibtilp Mail. 

: We do not think the “Old Jjady of Throadneodle Street " 
I ought to wear such tempting garments in tlieso times. 

i “ With tiu: It.u.ian Ah.my.—T ho battle, which continues with 
I unabated fury, e, gradually extending along tho front from tho Hrontn 
to the Piave. a line of over 1 1 miles, with its wings on the (Jol della 
llerretta and Monte Spiuoucia, north-oast of Grappa. 

“ 1 learn that, for 24 hours the fighting was marked bv a determina¬ 
tion in counter attacks which lias never yet been exceeded. No fowor 
than four times Colonel della llerretta changed hands.”— Scots Paper. 
We hope the gallant officer is none the worse for his 
game of Hunt-tbe-Skipper. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monthly, Drcewher 1'itli .— On the 
whole t.lio I loidy gave ft friendly recep¬ 
tion l.o the Franchise Bill. They have 
learned a good deal since 11)11. Keen 
Lord Hausiuhy forchorc on this occa¬ 
sion his usual intention to die in the 
last ditch, and was ready to let the Bill 
|«iss, provided that. Proportional Hopro- 
sontation was included in it. The most 
vehement criticism came from Lord 
Bryce, who viewed with alarm the 
addition of six million women to the 
electorate. Women, lie declared, neither 
met nor talked an assertion which 
surprised the more married peers. Lord 
Burnham supported “P.Tl.” with the 
self-saci dicing argument that the Press 
would become too powerful if minoril es 


whoso questions arc intontionally mis¬ 
chievous, and by their mere appearance 
on tho notice-paper give comfort and 
I oven information to our foes. Hr. 
Bon'ak Law’s announcement that the 
; Government would, during the Christ¬ 
mas holidays, consider how to mitigate 
I ho nuisanco met with noisy objection 
from Mr. Lynch, Mr. Pringle and 
other Members. Tho most original 
contribution to the discussion came 
from Mr. Holt, who innocently in¬ 
quired whether tho Government would 
mind laying before tho House a state¬ 
ment ol the harmful questions which 
had been asked. Possibly ho was think¬ 
ing of the famous edition of Martial 
m which all epigrams of doubtful pro¬ 
priety were excluded from the main 
text and collected in the appendix. 


hold,'' bo said, “have stood'in these 
queues, and I knoYv something of tbeir 
hardships." That is why, no doubt, 
he has urged upon his chief the forma¬ 
tion of a Consumers' Council, to aid 
the Ministry in its deliberations. Mr. 
Tjlt.ett seised the opportunity to make 
)iis maiden speech, and reminded the 
House that wlion they talked of queues 
at home they should not forgot those 
' other queues in the trenches. For the 
sake of the men who had lined up In 
our defence it avus for us to see that 
their wives and children got their proper 
supply of food. 

Tuesday, December lHlh.— -It was 
curious to hear Mr. Lees-Smith, that, 
stickler for freedom of expression, com- 
j plaining that a London paper had pub¬ 
lished an article attacking M. Caillaux ; 





had no way of expressing their views 
excopt in the newspapers. Perhaps he 
doesn’t want another letter from Lord 
Lansdownk. 

Mr. Hooge is usually so assiduous 
in his attendance that 1 was surprised 
at his sudden departure just before Sir 
C. Kinlocii-Cookk put a question to tho 
Food Controller. But whon 1 found 
that the question related to ‘‘the polit¬ 
ical as well as the economic effect of 
tho now regulation governing the sale 
of pigs ” T recognised the delicacy of his 
actum in withdrawing. Mr. (Jim xks, 
however, had nothing to say on the 
political aspect of the question ; and 
shortly afterwards Mr. 1 locum re 
appeared. 

The Members whose interrogatory 
activities it is sought to curb are, foi 
tho most part, like the objects in a 
museum, more curious than oxhilarat 
ing; hut there are some, 1 uin afraid, 


A QUEUE Fun T11K COMMONS. 

The Skcuetauv for Scotland, speak¬ 
ing at break-neck speed, managed to 
give tho House within the space of ten 
minutes an outline of the Bill which he 
hopes will maintain for Scotland her 
primacy in education. The new Men no 
doctrine did not, however, appeal to 
everybody, and there were ominous 
cries of dissent when he announced his 
intention of disestablishing the School 
Boards and putting tho denominational 
schools oii the rates. 

Lord Rhondda listened from the 
Peers’ Gallery to the debate on Food 
Control, and receivod a quantity of ad¬ 
vice which should help him to mipd 
his p's and q’s, particularly the latter. 
His lieutenant, Mr. Clynkb, improved 
the reputation that he has already 
acquired at Question-time, and was able 
to bring a little personal experience to 
iboar upon tho most vexed question of 
the day. “Members of rny'own liouse- 


and the Houso was amused by Lord 
Robert Cecil’s suggestion that the 
hon. Member should furnish him with 
ideas for the more stringent control of 
newspapers. 

Mr. Peto was alarmed by an alleged 
increase in the export of footwear to 
Switzerland, and particularly to villages 
on the German frontier, lie yields to 
none in his desire to give the Kaiser 
the boot, but not in any surreptitious 
maimer. Lord Wolmeb comforted 
him with the statement that.the bulk 
of the exports consisted of women’s and 
children’s shoes, quite useless to the 
Gormans until they get down to their 
1980 class. 

The Home Secretary announced an 
increase in the War-bonus to the policy 
from eight shillings to twelve shillings. 
With leather at its present price it 
was good to hear that the Government 
hod been mindful at their extremities. 
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THE YOUNGEST GENERATION. 

“ What shall ho have that killed the 
door?” someone asks somebody else in 
As You Like It. Hut there is a better 
question than that, and it is this— 
“ What shall tlioy have that preserve 
the little dears?” and tho answer (if ! 
can do anything to influence it) is— 
honour and support; for there can ho 
no doubt that in these critical timos, 
when tho life of the best and bravest 
and strongest is so cheap, no duty is 
more important than the cherishing of 
infancy. 

At a. Creche m Netting Hill T watched, 
tho other day, some of this cheiishing 
in progress, and it was a plonsant and 
stimulating sight. The institution was 
in existence in a small way before the 
War, hut it has recently boon enlarged 
and made scientific, to meet thegreatei 
needs which the War has set up, and 
it is now able to act as fostor-rnother 
to seventy mites, from the age of one 
month toj'our years, whose real mothers 
are for the most part engaged in war 
work. That is a good piece of citizen¬ 
ship, is it not? And to watch it in 
being is an education in those wonder¬ 
ful tilings to the eye of man -the 
solicitude and patience and capability 
of woman. The noise alone, whether 
of joy or of transitory grief, would drive 
most, men frantic; hub these devoted 
souls, knowing that it is all part of the 
game, proceed with an unearthly com¬ 
posure through it all -undressing their 
charges, dressing them, washing thorn, 
feeding them, beguiling thorn ; in a 
word, tending thorn, from morning till 
evoning. 

Tho children begin to arrive, brought 
either by their mothers, their " Little 
Mothers ” (I mean sisters) or their 
brothers, between 8 and 9 - some in 
arms and some in perambulators and 



Voashjiiintl (null/ n/> iy the Military;. "Not so mecir of yiou ' Ack ! Acs.!' AND Vila 
old 'I’ll 1 Emma!’ Let's ’ave the bloomin’ mkssiuk." 


somo in go carts ; and then they aro 
immediately divested of their homo 
clothes, popped into warm baths three 
or four at a time, and dressed in the 
clothos belonging to tho Creche. For 
the rest of the day they woar these 
clothes and sloop, oat, play and, when 
it amuses them more to do so, cry, 
until the time comes to ho put hack 
into fcboir own garments and ho taken 
away. By some strange instinct their 
eolations, I am informed, know them 
again, and very few mistakos occur; 
and so gradually, in the neighbourhood 
of seven o’clock, peace descends on this 
corner of Notting Ilill once more. 

The place is sheer Lilliputia ; for 
oyjprything is on a reducod scale. 
Scores of little beds round tho walls, 
with little pillows and little coverlets; 
soores of little chairs; a long table so 
low that it seems to be the footstool of 


a giant’s wifo, with little honchos beside 
it for their little meals. In the centre 
of the room aro two little pounds, with 
railings so close together as not to he 
crawled through, where the more ad¬ 
venturous ones can ho kept out of mis¬ 
chief in tho company of woolly toys; 
and outside is a loggia place with little 
cradles for the babies who want more 
air to sloop in. 

Bucli is tho Stoncleigh Street Creche, 
and in order to realiso what admirable 
and dosirablo functions it fulfils— 
principally by voluntary aid, for the 
capitation fee of half-a-crown a week 
is, of course, quite insufficient to main¬ 
tain it—one has only to imagine what 
the lot of these helploss little creatures 
would be if they wore left in their 
motherless homes. Not only would 
they be far loss happy hut far loss 


healthy ; and it is upon healthy babies 
that Kngland’s future must botounded. 
If any reader of Punch, then, should 
ho in doubt as to what to do with a 
little surplus money, lot the little re¬ 
quirements of these little people he 
remembered. Tho address to which 
donations should be sent is: The 
Secretary, Notting Ilill Day Nursery, 
Stonoloigh Street, Notting Hill, W. 

Interesting Example cf Longevity V 

“ltichard-, T).IV, a member of tho older 

branch of the family, was a contemporary and 
friend of J?bu Joihoii, and lus jiortrait in oils, 
by ltomney, is now an heirloom.” 

I’roi meial ra/vr. 

“The stationmaster was then kidnippod— 
he is a married man." 

Standard (Tlucnas Aires). 

Possibly henpecked as well. 
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/-hid DnnviMr.ncnoc moment his number, as they say, was up. Apart from 

UUK BOOKING OFFICE. ft dog . incidenfci which is far too pro l ongadi and some 

(By Mr. 1 ntich's Staff of Learned Clerks.) rather cheap sarcasm at the expense of a Wretched spinster, 

Ti (Ohk who like to road familiar letters— and I confess this tale of John's conversion from something drier than 
it is ono of my favourite literary distractions—will find dust to a human being is neatly told. All the same I 

matter very much to their mind in Some Ilawanlcn Letters prefer Miss Young's South African stories. 

(Nihiset), compiled by L. March- Phillips and Bertram 

Christian. It is a collection of loiters addressed to Miss My conjecture about The Magic Gate (Hutchinson) is 
Mary Gladstone before and after her marriage to Mr. that its author, Maud Stepney Rawbon, found herself with 
Drew. Sitting at the centre she seems to havo held two stories to choose from, one of the Gate itself, and 
together hor circlo by golden threads of confidence and another of tbo romance of Lydia and John Wodrush. In inv 
intimacy. Hero you will learn how R us kin was brought to opinion she chose the wrong one. The history of the Woa- 
visit Hawardon, and how be entirely altered his views on rush elopement, compressed to a couple of pages, seems to 
Mr. Gladstone, going so far as to suppress a number of me far more original mid interesting than the present rather 
Fors Clariyera in which slighting allusion had been made unwieldy tale. The Magic Gate is a war-novel confessed, 
to him. Here, too, you will find Lord Acton, who deeply and I can only fancy' that the thronging now sensations 
disapprov’d! of Mr. Gladstone’s conduct in paying a of the past three years have proved a little too much for 
memorial tribute of respect and eulogy to Lord Beacons- Mrs. Rawbon’k sense of form. Bhe is so anxiouB that her 
field. Acton’s list of the hundred best books (or, to he heroine and her readers shall miss nothing of it all that in 
strictly accurate, of ninety-nine of them) is also given, the result the plot is lost in a maze of incidents that lead 


It provides heavy' read¬ 
ing for a hundred yoars at 
the very least. As a set¬ 
off to this ponderosity 
there are the letters of 
Burne-,Tones, fresh, ami¬ 
able aud delightful, as 
also those of Professor 
James Stuart, which are 
among the best in the 
collection. Mr. A. J. 
Balfour appears as the 
owner of four concer¬ 
tinas, on which ho was 
willing “ to play with 
anyone who would ac¬ 
company him through 
any of the oratorios of 
Handol.” Rubkin writes 
to Carlyle, addressing 
him as “ Dearest Papa," 
and signing himself 
“ Ever your faithful and 
loving son.” The letters 



"A SEASON KOU FRESH AIR AND ROOM TO BUKA THE, 1 
of thi' above Hallway'& arlverlifiomenis. 


(Quotation from oir 


i nowhere. The effect pro¬ 
duced on a small coun¬ 
try society by the early 
phases of the War is 
shown deftly enough. 
But perhaps posterity 
will find in such a record 
a more compelling inter- 
| est than we can to whom 
lit is still so familiar in 
every unforgettable de¬ 
tail. One other ground of 
comp’aint I have against 
the book is that its most 
original and attractive 
character, the American 
woman to whose gener¬ 
osity Jennet owes hor 
occupancy of Fullbrook 
Manor, is banished at an 
early page, and subma¬ 
rined just when I was 
I looking for her reappear¬ 
ance. Hers is yet another 


of George Wyndham arc a charming collection, shining story with which Mrs. Rawson might'have entertained 
with hope and idealism yet never losing their touch mo better than by this of The Magic Gate, which I found 
of the firm earth. This book was nearly completed a trifle creaky on its hinges, 
by the late Mr. March Phillips, and after his untimely 

death the task was brought to a conclusion by Mr. Chris- Senlis (Collins) is one of the many places that have 
tlvn. On the whole the work has been dono with great been systematically destroyed by the Germans. It is diffi- 
discretion, but there is a passage relating to George Eltot cult for anyone who has not seen the results with his own 
on pp. 193,194 which ought to have been omitted. eyes to realise the business like thoroughness which the Hun 

- brings to this congenial task. That a part (and the most 

Miss Mills Young tolls us that John Mangrove, the beautiful) of the town still stands does not imply that he 
middle-aged hero of Calebs (Lanio), “was not a prig, but yielded either to slackness or to (esthetic refinement. True 
he came perilously near to boing one at times.” Well, if that Miss Cicely Hamilton relates a pleasing story that 
anyone ought to know,it is his creator, sol will accept her Benlis was saved from utter destruction by the entreaties 
word for it, though for myself I should have called him a of the curt, but, all the same, I think the real reason why 
first-class prig. The little village in which he lived his the Bosch did not complete his work was that he Was 
bachelor existence was invaded by some up-to-date people bundled out bag and baggage before he had time to add 
who took the Hall, and proceeded to liven up things, tbo finishing touches. Miss Hamilton clearly and soberly 
Mrs. Chadwick freely shocked the poor man; she smoked, states the case against him, and makes it all the more 
was a reckless conversationalist and had modem ideas, damning by her frank recognition that many of the 
all which disturbed the decorous manner of his life, horrors of war, whoever makes it, are inevitable. Her 
Moreover, she had taken upon herself the heavy task of delightful account of Senlis itself, admirably illustrated* 
finding him a wife, and John's phlegmatic heart began to with photographs, is eortain to appeal to all lovers of the 
flutter when ho saw Peggy, hor lady-gardener and niece, charm of old French towns; and the more poignantly 
standing on a ladder, in blue trousers. He was incensed when they recall how narrowly the best of its beauty 
by such apparel, but he was also intrigued. From thait escaped from the hand of the spoiler. 





MR. PUNCH AS PROPAGANDIST. 

I jion't know wluit decided him to do it. 1 think lie must liavo been a little fed up with our silly British 
way (vathor attractive, all the same) of assuming that the whole world is bound to recognise tbo justice of om 
point of view without the use of propaganda to stimulate its intelligence. 

Or else ho had road somewhere that the Bolsheviks had been flooding the Him trenches with Socialist 
literature and that the German Headquarters Staff had protested against this kind of thing as being contrary 
to elijuotto, and ho thought ho couldn't go far wrong if ho did something that was contrary to Bosch etiquette. 

Anyhow lie started off in his Bouverio biplane to distribute a million or so leaflets of his own composition 
over the whole expanse of the Fatherland. It has boon my privilo; o to read a sample which lie handed to mo 
just boforo loaving earth. It runs as follows:— 

“ Germans—Y our Kaiser lias taken good care that his Press should keep you in ignorance of the feelings 
with which your nation is regarded by the civilized world. I am therefore about to oblige you with a few* 
home-truths. 

"You liavo probably hoard a rumour that we and our Allies have no quarrel with the German people, hut 
only with its rulers. Don’t you believe a word of it. Pcssib'y we still respected you whon the War began, for 
we had not guessed how many of you hail been looking forward for years to the coming of ‘The Day.' It is 
what we have fouud out about you since you started fighting that lias made us loathe and despise you. 

“When, as a nation, you aecoptod without protest the filthy savagery of your armies in Belgium and other 
occupied lands; when even your women wore vile in-their cruelty to the helpless prisoners you had taken; when 
you rang your church bells aud waved flags aud took holidays for joy of the murdered innocent women and 
children, we were not deceived by apologists who explained that your only defect was that you wore the slaves 
of a brutal militarism (though you were that, all right). Wo knew that you must have something of the boast 
in your hearts. How it got there was another, in at ter; we only knew that it was there aud that while it 
remained you were not fit for intercourse with decent men. 

1 , “Another thing that you may have heard (for even some of our own statesmen, reputed intelligent, have 
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said it, and it lias no doubt boon eagerly seized upon by the officials who control your Press), is that ycur*| 
form of Government, the particular pattern of tyranny under which you elect to grovel, is no concern of ours. 
Well, don't you believe that oither. This is no question of private taste, like the cut of your shoulder-pads or 
tho shape of your women's waists, which are matters of purely local interest. Your type of Government is as 
much our concern as the quality of your poison-gas or the composition of tho bombs that you drop on our babies. 

“I am reminded of the nonsense that used to bo talked by responsible statesmen at the time when you 
wore feverishly building a fleet to dispute our right to ensure the freedom of the seas. We woro told that you 
wore at perfect liberty to do so if ...... you chose, and that it was not for 

us to interfere with your arrange- . -—"" - meats. Yet everybody knew all tho 
time that there was nothing in tho \ V CyV•> world that concerned us so closely. 

If France had been massing troops \ w on your frontier you would at once 

have asked her to state her inton- i _ h-jjpafiZSS\ tions, or even possibly have taken 

action without asking her. Well, the sea is our frontier. 

“You avo to understand, then . \ (whatever anybody may say), that 

everything done in Germany that '«*\l \ bears immediately upon our relations 

with your State is of prime concern ' & ■' *“* * i ** '® |El to us. Our desire for peace is as 

strong us your need of it; hut no cannot afford to make terms with a Government whoso word, as we have 
proved, is not worth tho paper they write it on---who would treat any peace as a mere armistice to give them 
breathing-space for preparing a fresh war. No, if you want peace you will have to displace your present 
rulors. You are so good at “ substitutes " that you ought to have no difficulty about that. 

“ And tho sooner tho bettor for you. For as this War drags on we are not getting to love you more. 
Even now it will take you at least a generation to purge your offouco and get back into tho community of 
civilized nations. But there is another thought that is more likely to ulTect your thick commercial hides, and it 
is this. Unless you take steps, and pretty soon, to put yourselves in a position in which we can treat with you, 
you will he boycotted in tho markets of the world, and you will go bankrupt. It is for you, the Gorman 
people, to decide whether you choose tjiis fato. Meanwhile Time presses and the sands run low.” 

Such was tho matter of tho leaflet that Mr. Punch rained down from his Bouvorio biplane (fortunately 
invulnerable) upon the cities of tho Fatherland. Till now the German poople, fed on windy tales of triumph 
in place of solid food, had borne their sufferings patiently as trials incident to all wars oven when you are told that 
you are winning them. This was tho first intimation they had received of the facts. For the first time they 
had a chance of scoing themselves as others saw them. 

IIo carried no bombs, hut as lie flow over Potsdam ho could not refrain from letting fall, by way of reprisal, 
a weighty souvenir upon tho purlieus of the Imperial Palace. Dropped at a vonture, there is reason to believe 
that it fell within measurable distance of the head-piece of the All-IJighest. It was Mr. Punch’s 

(Due Punbrtb imb Jiftg-Cbtrb Dblumc.” 
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'r'i 


Lady Green-I’ariier (date platoon-commander in a 
woman's VOLUNTEER COBPS) STARTS UK It GARDENERS AT WORK 
FOB THE DAY. 




M 


Mrs. Bhompton Rhodes (wno uas been working on the 
i.and) finds it impossible to arrange the flowers on her 
DINING-TABLE WITHOUT DONNING HER SMOCR AND CORDUROYS. 


TM 


- VL 


Will 


& I V 

•'till 






i 




Lady Albert Hall (formerly a bed-cross ambulanch 
driver) deals with a break-down of iier car in Bond 

Street. ( 




'> M i! 


ft 


I 


The Hon. Mbs. Kensington Gore (once A hunihon- 
WOIIKER) IB INFORMED THAT SOMETHING IB WRONG WITH THE 
tap of her bcullbry sink. 
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THE COMPLETE FILM ACTOR . 1 


on t ho legitimate stage than lie lielieved | man to death 
it to ho l»y the Cinema route, went j less on tho lioor. 

V C> 


render the papers, Bill gives him a 
swinging blow to the jaw, a few more 
Mr. Percy Garrick Smithers, actor, heavy on os to various other parts of the, 
finding the path to fame less smooth j body, and then proceeds to kick the old 

as the latter lies help 
It's one of those 
thrilling scones 
tho juveniles like 
so much! Then 
you come in and 
tackle Hill.” 

“ Quito so,” said 
Percy. 

“A terrific fight 
ensues. Bill sur¬ 
passes anything 
lie has ever done 
in the ring, and it 
goes on until at 
hist, you collapse. 
Bill escapes, leav¬ 
ing you for doad. 
Do you catch the 
idea? ” 

“ Pretty w r cll,” 
said Percy. 

“ Now Bill goes 
straight away to 
tho police office 
and states that 
you have mur¬ 
dered his uncle. 
When you come 
to, you are sur- 





“Am: YOU A GOOD PUGILIST?’ 


to a producer of film plays and offered j rounded by about twenty members of 
his services. the police force, tho chief of whom slips 

“ yes," said the producer, “ I might the handcuffs over your wrists. With 
possibly give you lead in a big sensa- ono wrench you snap the chain and 
tional 1 am about to put up. Are you are free! " 

a good pugilist ? ” ‘‘With one wrench?” asked Percy, 

“ I have indulged a little in the pas- to he sure he was getting the details 
time of sparring,” answered Percy. correctly. 

“ Good,” said the producer. “ You “ With one wrench. Then ensues 
see, the picture opens with Bill Blood- another big struggle. This time it is 
red, the champion prize-fighter, do- yourself versus tho police.” 
manding certain documents from his “The twenty?” 
aged uncle. As tho latter won't sur- “ Quite right. After- some time 

you show signs 
of weakening, and 
tho police look 
like getting the 
upper hand.” 

“Ah!” remark¬ 
ed Percy. 

“ But just then 
Mignon, the old 
man’s daughter, 
emerges from be- 
hindascreen. She 
tells the police 
the facts and pro¬ 
claims your abso¬ 
lute innocence." 

“ Good! " said 
Percy. 

“ The chief of 
tho police there¬ 
upon shakes you 
by the hand and 

‘It is youbsulv vf.hsvh ike roi.ici:." apologises. You 



indicate that it will now, be your life’s 
work to bring the assassin, Bill, to 
justice, and then you cjuit.‘ I should 
mention that before leaving you fall in 
love with Mignon, and promise that on 
your return you ’ll marry her at onoo. 
That parting scene will want a bit of 
acting. Your countenance must show 
successive degroos of pain, as if you 
had eaten something that w f as dis¬ 
agreeing witli your digestion ; and you 
mustn’t omit tho most effective suf¬ 
fering expression of all—chin raised, 
mouth open, eyelids closed tightly— 
just as if you were about to sneeze. 



“Yoi aid: hi:i;n j-aluxu, eai.i.ing, j-allisu.” 

You ’ll find your experience on the' 
stage quite useful, you know'.” 

“Oh, quite, quite," agreed Percy. 

“ Now you are out in the street. 
You seize the first motor-car at hand, 
and start off on the grand hunt after 
Bill, Through the crowded streets, out 
into the country highway, you fly at a 
terrific speed. U p the -mountain passes 
you race, down precipitous slopes with 
ever - increasing momentum. Every 
moment, it seems, will be your last. 
But you come safely through.” 

“ Certainly,” said Percy. 

“That is to say—almost. Unfortu¬ 
nately, in turning a sharp comer, the 
car plunges into the waters of a rapid 
mountain torrent 1 ” 

" Dear, dear! ” said Percy. 

“ But you come safely through*—’’ 
Percy heaved a sigh of relief. 

“ You are seen falling, falling, falling, 
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still in your oar, with the descending 
cataract. Over and over you are turned 
in the seething waters, dashed against 
rooks, hurled through ravines, and 
finally you are given a shoor drop 
down a perpendicular watorfall of 
three hundred feet. Out of the white 
foam formed in the bed of the waters 
you emerge swimming strongly hand 
over hand, until at last you reach the 
broad waters of the placid river, and 
finally the shore. Here you notice n 
train passing some little distance away, 
and in it, gazing out of one of the win¬ 
dows, you observe—Bill, the murderer! 
You at onco start in pursuit; lij a 
superb effort you catch up the train, 
and just succeed in swinging yourself 
safely ou hoard. You can do a little 
sprinting, I suppose? ” 

“ I could give an ordinal'} train a 



11 You FOLLOW HIM.” 

hit of a start, no doubt,” said Percy 
with confidence. . 

“Just so,”-pursued the producer. 
** And now you find yourself confront¬ 
ing the miscreant, Bill. The train is 
passing througli a city, it is on the 
elevated railway. Bill makes a dash 
for the door, springs out, and lands on 
the roof of a house. You follow him — 
your leap being considerably greater, 
bocause between his jump and yours the 
train has proceeded a certain distance.” 

“Precisely,” said Percy. 

“ Now there is a scramble over the 
roof-tops. You climb up pipes, slide 
down slates, leap across spaces between 
separate houses, cling to coping atones, 
and all that sort of thing.” 
j “ I grasp the idea,” said Percy. 

“ At last Bill is seized with a no¬ 
tion. He throws himself on to the 
telephone wires, and, hanging by his 
hands, manages to convey himself 
across to the houses on the opposite side 
of this road. / You imitate him. As Bill 
arrives cm the other side, he turns and 


cuts the wires on which 
you are crossirig. Before 
the ends of the wires fall, 
however, you turn a quick 
somersault and land beside 
Bill. Once more there is 
a race over the roofs un¬ 
til Bill reaches a factory 
chimney. Down the shaft 
lie dives. So do you. Into 
the furnace below, then 
out of it, the chase con¬ 
tinues—it doesn’t pause 
for a moment.” 

Not a moment," echo¬ 
ed Percy as in a trance. 

Yes, it does, for you 
and Bill have dragged out 
of the furnace some of the 
burning coal ; this has 
caught some inflammable 
material, and soon the 
whole factory is alight. 
Now you rush round to 
alarm the workers. And &\ 
what do you find? Mig- 
non ! Rho had gone out 



SiSSSIShi 

'He ci t.k thk winns ox which you are coossiho." 


into the world to earn her own broad, lie really shot at the rehearsals, you 
and had found employment in this know.” 

factory. The manager of the factory, an “ That's fine! ” said Percy. “Whan 
arch villain, had noted Mignon’s beauty, would you like me to start ? ” 
and just as you arrive lie is dragging “ A week from now,” 

her away. You snatch Mignon from his “ Good. That will give me a nice 

grasp. At that moment Bill comes up, opportunity to get fit, and to have one 
takes in the situation, seizes the t reach- last good timo incase any unforeseen 
erous manager, 
and flings him in¬ 
to the devouring 
flames. ThonBill 
assists you to 
carry Mignon 
through the suffo¬ 
cating smoke out 
to safety, but as 
you disappear the 
now dying man¬ 
ager draws his 
revolver and fires 
after you. You 
are struck by the 
bullet, but bear up 
until, with Bill’s 
help, you have 
brought Mignon 
out of danger." 

Then you faint 
away." 

“ Not till then?” 
said Percy. 

“ No, not till 
then. The last 
scene of all will be 
yaur wedding at 
the church. Mig- 



non, of course, is the bride, and Bill is 
your best man. You see, he retrieved 
nis character by the aid given at the 
factory fire, and you have forgiven 
him the murder of his uncle. Oh, and, 


The cast scene or all will be yovh wkoiuno.” 

mishafr Should occur in the course of 
rehearsal. Of course 1 see no reason 
whatever to anticipate any accident, 
bu 1 ; they have beon known to happen 
under circumstances even more corri- 


by the way, you wouldn’t have to monplace, if that were possible 
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SECOND SERIES. IN FRONT OF THE FRONT. 


BOM K OK Til K K.NKMY’b INFVIiKI LhKD A M'lfl I'ATIONS. 
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MeHMED OF TURKEY DRIVES OFF FROM THE FIRST TEE. 


Like the enemy, Mr. Punch also has 
projected himself ‘‘in front of the front,” 
and, in a moment of prophetic inspira- 
lion, anticipated the following account, 
from the pen of liis Special Correspond¬ 
ent, of a post - helium competition on 
the St. Helena links:— 

“ The life of our royal 
captives in the internment 
camp at St. Helena is the 
subject of a report from 
the Governor of the Island, 
which was issued last night 
asaPurplePaper.TheGov- ^ 

ernor, after dealing with iff m 

general matters, writes:— 

‘ In the interests of 
health, I have permitted yci 

the less exalted members <T Aa- 
of the camp to lay out a K. 

small golf course within 
the ^enclosed area, and iJJBrjjjS 

yesterday the links were 
declared open, the cere- 
mony taking the form of 
a four-ball competition, in 
which the German Cuown f' ! S\ a«S 

Prince was partnered with '‘Cxw^ 

Fhancis-Jobbph of Austria > 

against Ferdinand of Bul¬ 
garia and Mehmed of Tuv- Crown 

key. Although present at 
the proceedings I feel that I cannot d6 
lietter than include in my report an 
account of the contest which appeared 
in The St. Helena Sentinel.’ " > 


Extract from St. Helena Sentinel'. — point whether ho had a species of fit 
“ Internment Gamp, 3 p.m. —Crown or was simply trying to follow through. 
Prince, who plays slashing reckless When restored to perpendicular was 
game, takes honour at first hole (Li£ge found to have ball deeply embedded in 
toLoos),hookstttrightangles,dentstwo his person. Disqualified for handling, 
spectators, and ends up in Aisno Bunker. Mehmed (a loft-hander; uses clubs with 
Ferdinand (canny, cautious type of scimitar-shaped shafts) puts his drive 

over short slip into the 
club-house kitchen. C. P., 
_ — after converting Aisne 

Bunker into mine crater, 

Hunkered in the Irish Stew, 
JjTJu i w also picks up. F. holes out 

jf Xlfr fer '-" ml in a stealthy nineteen. Bul- 

( — - -' —' | ./ gar-Turk Combine one up. 

Tf yj‘ ^^pres Salient 

'rFT k ur g ed b >' Czech hackers'to 

£ - J ft WV w mmwml m v, use his foot instead of his 

p Ia ^ twBjs t clubs, hods out in seven- 

M MIlWl W i r teen and squares the 

^ y zeniow ^ c ^ 1 to 

itesow'- Blokhod - Stryp- 

*w i i 1 ^ ~v"' 1 *■ - -* ovitchi line, puts long- 

range sliot into the Pripet 

PniNCF. 1 ‘ THROWS BAG OF CIAJB8 AFTER THE BALL." Marshes. MEHKBD, after 

undermining greater part 

player) -hits a wind-oheatiug screamer I of the Bukowina, reportsprogtess from 


player) -hits a wind-oheating screamer of the Bukowina, reportspregress from 
which finishes fully forty yards from the tee. Fbancis-Joseph, reverting to 
the tee. Critics diner as to Fbancis- clubs, misses tee-shot twenty-font times 
Joseph’s shot, and it is still a moot and retires exhausted to bath-chair. 






PfllNCE 1 ‘ THROWS BAG OF CLUBS AFTER THE BAIX. 
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Ferdie’s wipd-cheator, badly sliced, 
trickles into the Warsaw whins and is 
lost. C. ih, arrived at edge of Pripet 
Marshes, drops another ball, tops it 
into hazard, throws bag of clubs after 
it, and sends for another set. Hole 
abandoned, M. having taken thirty-nine 



“ I'l UKT-UANU K.XUUUTION OK FKK.Hl KKLNK.Sri.” 

shots and a life-line to get out of the 
Blokhod Swamp. 

| 4th Hole (Kilimanjaro to Tinujun- j 
i title a). —Crown Prince drives out of j 
hounds twelve times, gives away second , 
set of clubs and sends for a third.! 
Francis-Jobkph, attempting the Smuts 
Smash from edgeofUsam- 
bara Bunker,over balances 
j into hazard andis partially 
suffocated. Ferdinand is 
disqualified for pushing on 
the green. Mehmkd boles 
his tee sliot. (Uproar.) 

Orientals one up. 

5 lh Hole (Doinnimoiit to 
Verdun—long heart-break¬ 
ing test of golf .)— Crown 
Prince gives first-hand 
exhibition of frightfulness 
and cuts down caddy with 
a niblick, the miserable 
fellow having coughed as 
i C. P. was about to drive, 
i Mf.hmed, who is now 
taking a larger size in 
fezzes by reason of per¬ 
formance at last tee, puts 
eight new balls into the 
Meuse Bum and gives up. Francis- 
Jobefh, still too full of sanu to play hole, 
awaitB arrival of vacuum-cleaner. Fer¬ 
dinand, after twice exploiting the Big 
Push brassie shot, is suspended for ou t- 


ting the cloth. C. P. abandons hole (or 
what is left of it) after missing two-incli 
putt. 

5p.m .—Match all square at the turn. 
Exhaustive search now being made for 
Mehmed, who was last seen (and heard) 
seeking his hall in the Mamctz Wood. 
Ominous silence for past fivo minutes. 
Grave reason to fear that he has cut 
down entire wood upon himself. 

5.30 p.nt .— Mehmed rescued from 
debris hut will take no furthor part 
in contest, following match on a 
stretcher. Fhancih-Joskpm now shows 
signs of extreme exhaustion and plays 
all shots from bath-chair. Ferdinand, 
who asserts himself a match for both 
his opponents, won tenth hole (Holies 
Hell— hundred-yards carry over dense 
undergrowth) with brassie shot that 
ricochottod off five spectators and two 
treos, finishing up three inches from 
the pin. By careful putting he got 
down in two more. Crown Prince 
lias just thrown away third set of 
clubs. 

0 p.m. — Fhancih-Johhpu has retired. 
Can no longer swing a club, and has 
booked lied in camp hospital. Crown 
Prince still awaiting fresh set of 
clubs. Will now play Ferdinand a 
single. 

6.15p.m .— Ferdinand, who has been 
granted permission to cue on the greens, 
has just won eleventh hole by a brilliant 
run-through cannon off Crow n Prince’s 
ball. 

ti.30jfi.Ni.—F erdinand has retired. 

7.10 p.m .— Ferdinand has retired 
about two miles. Cause of withdrawal 
occurred on fourteenth green, when F. 
mis-cued and blamed Crown Prince’s 
shadow. C. P., in his frightfulness, 


seen was yielding ground rapidly and 
in danger of having his lines of com¬ 
munication cut. 

7.50 p.m. —Crown Prince to continue 
solus. Going out for record of the 
course. 


/ 




]*. - j- „«,»■>, oft 


■* Takino a lariuir husk in kkkkes." 

8.10 p.m .—Record abandoned, Crow n 
Prince having thrown away or broken 
every available club in the Bt. Helena 
Sector.” 

Uoecrnors report (resumed). —“In the 
not too sanguine hope that my prisoners 
will one day grasp the meaning of the 
term ‘Sportsmanship,’ I have given 
my consent to the holding 
of a cricket-match at an 
early date. 1 am reliably 
informed that in Hindkn- 
mjkd the Austro-Gormau 
XI. nas a remarkable bow- 
lorof the googly order. On 
some of the Riga grounds, 
when two feet in .mud, he 
w r as quite unplayablo. Fer¬ 
dinand, who will captain 
the other side, is very fast 
for several overs, though 
his action is not above 
suspicion. * Great efforts 
are lining made to get 
Francis-Joseph to keep 
wicket. I trust to include 
an account of the match 
in a subsequent report," 


‘A BRILLIANT KKN-lUnOUOH CANNON.’ 

struck F. savagely, in the face W’itli a i There was an old Tsar of Bulgaria 
baffy and threw F.’s rubber tee into I Who climbed like a climbing wistaria ; 
Salonika Pond. When F. remonstrated, j He spread and ho spread 

C. P. took the offensive and F. was j Till he had to bo bled 

forced to yield ground. When lost i With a viow to reducing his area., 
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THE “FORTRESS" OF LONDON. 

(As PICTURE!) BY TEUTON IMAGINATION.) 



Tine Royal Zoological Artillery. 
























































Punch’s Almanack for 1917 


THE “FORTRESS” OF LONDON. 

(Ab PICTURED BT TEUTON' IMACIUMTIOK.) 
















































Punch’s Almanack for 1917. 


THE MUSIC-HALL MANAGER’S DREAM 
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